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MEMOIR  OF  THE  LATE  SIR  ROBERT  PEEL. 

BT  THE  BEAN  OF  TOSK. 

Chattbr  VI. 

Colonel  Fed  and  Mc  Simeon — ^Anecdote. 

Me.  Peel  was  hereupon^  as  is  well  Imown,  rejected  from  being  mem- 
ber for  Oxford ;  but  not  long  afterwards,  lus  brottier,  Mr.  William  Yates 
Peel,  became  a  candidate  to  represent  the  sister  univerniy ;  and  in  that 
object  he  was  successful  principally  through  the  assistance  of  the  fieunous 
Mr.  Simeon,  of  Kins^'s  College. 

I  went  to  Cambridge  to  give  my  little  aid  to  the  cause.  The  poll- 
books  showed  that  the  issue  wad  very  doubtful,  as  much  was  known  to 
depend  upon  the  side  which  Simeon  might  adopt.  Mr.  William  Peel 
being  ill,  Ccdonel  Peel  and  I  went  to  canvass  Simeon,  when  he  said  that 
he  had  not  quite  determined  how  to  act ;  that  he  admired  the  eldest 
brother,  the  right  honourable  secretary,  and  eneatly  approved  his  public 
eonduct  respecting  matters  of  religioas  l^gulation ;  but  toat  I^  (Simeon) 
bad  heard  tnat  Mr.  Peel*s  brother  firequented  Newmarket,  and  kept  race- 
horses. ''Now/'  said  Simeon,  ''I  cannot  be  quite  satisfied  to  have  a 
^rtin^  man  the  representative  of  our  university."  Colonel  Peel  said,  he 
hoped  uiat  his  wickedness,  if  wickedness  it  was,  might  not  be  visited  upon 
his  innocent  brother ;  that  he  was  the  person  who  amused  himself  on  the 
turf,  but  that  his  brother,  the  candidate,  never  had  a  laoe-horse  in 
higHfe. 

Simeon  said,  inith  a  polite  bow,  ''  I  really  beg  pardon,  sir,  for  having 
unintentionally  given  you  a  slap  in  the  face,  not  Imowing  who  you  were; 
but  I  will  return  you  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  you  have  removed 
from  my  mind  the  only  objection  which  I  had  to  Mr.  William  PeeL  I 
have  ascertained  that  he  conducted  himself  in  the  most  exemplaiy  manner 
while  resident  at  St.  John's,  and  hoping  that  he  agrees  with  his  illustrious 
brother  on  religious  subjects,  I  will  certainly  support  him  ;  and  will  write 
this  very  evening  to  many  friends  in  the  country  who  may  possibly  be 
induced  to  attend  to  my  recommendation." 

Simeon  kept  his  word — and  the  consequence  was  that  we  received  pro- 
mises of  support  from  at  least  fifty  fresh  voters,  and  the  election  was  secure. 

Thus  it  appears  that  the  same  conduct  on  the  part  of  the  right  hon. 
brother  which  lost  one  university  gained  the  other. 

Who  can  foretel  what  the  consequences  of  any  action  wfll  be?  It  is 
sa£Bcient  that  we  do  our  du^. 

Simeon  never  appeared  to  me  to  be  a  man  of  much  talent  or  learning; 
but  he  was  an  eloquent  preacher,  with  a  strong  and  mdodioos  voice.    He 
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was,  also,  I  doubt  not,  a  really  fifood  man,  completely  convinced  of  ihe  tnith 
of  the  doctrines  which  he  taught,  and  honest  u  pursuit  of  proselytes.  By 
persevering  steadily  through  life  in  the  same  course,  he  became  at  length 
the  leader  and  guide  of  a  larger  number  of  followers  than  any  clergy- 
man of  the  Church  of  England  ever  collected,  except,  perhaps,  Jcuin 
Wesley.  No  person  since  Simeon's  time  has  appeared  anxious  to  follow 
in  his  footsteps,  or  desirous  of  forming  a  large  band  of  feUow-worshippers 
who  should  bow  to  his  opinion  in  ul  things.  I  wonder  that  it  has  not 
been  oftener  attempted,  since  such  deference  is  most  grateful  to  the 
subtle  pride  that  lurks  in  the  heart  of  man. 

Chafteb  VIL 

The  first  Sir  Bobert  Peel's  Opinion  on  Paper  Currency— His  Letter  on  the 

Subject. 

There  are  some  other  matters  connected  with  Peel's  well-known 
public  life  winch  became  domestic  anecdotes,  in  consequence  of  the 
Uvely  interest  which  his  father  took  in  them,  and  the  many  discussions 
which  they  occasioned  in  the  home  circle. 

The  first  Sir  Robert  had  grown  rich^  and  had  seen  Manchester  and 
Bury,  and  all  the  neighbouring  towns,  extending  and  flourishing  in  the 
highest  prosperity  during  the  reign  of  one-pound  notes.  He  imputed  to 
this  ample  paper  currency  a  great  part  of  the  happiness  of  the  empire. 
His  maxim  was  that  all  commercial  gain  depended  upon  the  return  car- 
goes, as  our  imports  are  called.  "  Suppose,"  said  he,  ^'  that  a  merchant 
buys  cotton  goods  for  100/.,  and  sells  tnem  at  Petersburgh  for  70/.,  you 
would  say  that  he  was  a  loser,  and  so  he  would  be  if  he  brought  back  the 
money ;  but  if  he  bought  with  the  70/.  a  quantity  of  cheap  tallow,  which 
in  the  high-priced  country  of  England  fetched  150/.,  here  would  be  suffi- 
cient gain,  and  this  would  vary  according  to  the  quantity  of  money  in 
drculation." 

Impressed  with  this  idea.  Sir  Robert  strongly  remonstrated  against  the 
many  attacks  which  were  made  upon  his  favourite  theory  by  his  favourite 
son.  He  repeatedly  pointed  out,  that  in  calling  in,  suddenly,  these  paper 
moneys  to  which  we  had  been  so  long  accustomed,  and  in  which  we  had 
so  much  confidence,  a  great  change  would  take  place  in  the  value  of  all 
property,  and  a  shock  be  given  to  commerce.  So  when  the  panic  came 
in  1825,  and  the  country  was  really  in  great  distress,  he  imputed  all  the 
mischief  to  his  son  not  following  his  advice.  At  that  alarming  moment, 
too,  the  people  were  generally  of  Sir  Robert's  opinion,  condemning  the 
forced  return  to  a  metallic  currency.  But  Peel  had  long  studied  in  the 
school  of  Homer,  and  being  convinced  that  the  course  which  he  was 
pursuing  would  ultimately  contribute  to  the  public  benefit,  he  could  not 
he  turned  from  his  purpose. 

Non  dvium  ardor  prava  jubentium 
Nee  falminantis  magna  manus  Jovis — 
Mente  quatit  solida. 

The  old  baronet  never  altered  lus  opinion  while  he  lived.  As  late  as 
theyear  1826,  I  have  a  letter  from  him  in  which  the  subject  is  alluded  to. 

liiat  letter  so  completely  speaks  the  kindness  of  that  benevolent  heart 
— the  most  benevolent  that  ever  beat  in  human  breast — that  I  indulge 
myself  by  publishing  the  whole  of  it 
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^<  Mt  deab  Cockbubn,-— Before  your  letter  arrived,  I  had  promised 
myself  a  better  account  of  the  health  of  dear  Eliza,  in  consequence  of  your 
visit  to  the  sea,  ihan  your  report  gave.  I  expect  you  all  in  your  way  to 
Sidmouth,  and  then  you  may  arrange  James's  journey  to  Cambridge,  and 
allow  me  to  contribute  to  the  expense  of  that  part  of  his  education.  You 
will  make  Drayton  your  res^g-place,  and  we  will  do  our  best  to  comfort 
our  dear  invalid.  The  papers  say  much  of  an  improvement  in  commercial 
distress;  but  my  correct  information  does  not  banish  depression.  If  the 
Chanoellor  and  Lord  Liverpool  had  stated  in  their  places,  that  want  of  a 
circulating  medium  adapted  to  the  necessities  of  the  country,  and  not 
excessive  trading,  had  occasioned  our  distress,  they  would  not  have 
misled  the  countnr  and  aggravated  our  misfortune.  Make  my  best  love 
to  the  boys,  and  believe  me,  affectionately,  yours, 

'*  Robert  Peel. 
«<  Drayton,  Aug.  22, 1826." 

There  are  still  some  old  persons  who  ngh  after  one-pound  notes,  and 
grumble  at  the  shackles  on  trade  imposed  oy  a  restricted  currency ;  but 
the  complaint  is  nearly  worn  out.  Indeed,  the  late  discoveries  of  precious 
metals  in  various  parts  of  the  world  lead  to  an  opposite  apprenension, 
namely,  ihat  the  value  of  all  real  property  will  again  be  materially  affected 
by  the  running  over  of  the  Bank  coffers  and  the  too  abundant  supply  of 
gold.  If  money  should  become  so  plentiful  that  only  2  per  cent,  could 
be  got  for  permanent  loans,  rich  capitalists  would  fly  to  invest  their  sur- 
plus cash  in  the  &llen  funds.  The  Consols  would  get  up  to  120,  and  the 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  would,  with  smiling  face,  propose  to  pay 
them  off,  or  would  lower  the  interest  to  2^  per  cent.,  or  ultimately  to 
2  per  cent  What  a  complete  confusion  then  in  the  value  of  jointures, 
mortgages,  leases,  and  annuities  I  Oh,  from  too  much  gold  may  Provi- 
dence protect  us! — Strange  prayer!  How  strange  would  it,  indeed,  ap- 
pear to  old  Sir  Robert,  if  he  could  revive  and  behold  this  dreaded  return 
of  the  golden  age. 

Chaptee  VIII. 
Peel's  Motives  for  advocating  Free  Trade— Ecclesiastical  Ck>mmi88ion. 

Anotheb  important  step  taken  by  the  late  Premier  brought  upon  him 
the  opposition  of  almost  all  his  relatives.  I  allude  to  his  advocacy  of 
free  trade.  Although  approving  the  measure  myself  as  taught  in  hi? 
&ther's  school,  I  ventured  to  pomt  out  to  him  that,  by  his  bringing  for- 
ward the  bill,  he  would  lose  the  ^endship  of  many  good  men  whom  he 
valued ;  that  he  would  be  called  a  traitor  by  his  party,  and  that  the  fame 
which,  as  a  political  leader,  he  had  acquired,  would  be  sadly  tarnished. 
He  mad^  this  characteristic  reply  : — "  I  have  been  a  long  while  in  making 
up  m^  mind  on  thb  subject.  I  long  thought  that  free  trade  was  unwise 
and  mjurious;  but,  after  a  serious  and  unprejudiced  investigation, 
gathering  information  from  many  quarters  inaccessible  to  any  but  to  a 
minister  of  the  Crown,  I  am  convinced  that  the  happiness — perhaps  the 
existence — of  thousands  and  tens  of  thousands  depend  upon  baring  a  free 
interchange  of  the  necessaries  of  life.  Can  1  allow  any  conrideration  of 
consequences  which  may  or  may  not  happen  to  an  indiridual  to  have  the 
slightest  weight  in  determining  a  matter  of  such  universal  interest.  Rvat 
cctlum  r 

Here,  again,  we  see  that  firm  determination  to  pursue  the  course  of 
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which  he  approyed,  in  despite  of  every  opposition,  which  maAecl  his 
wIk^b  chflracteF  through  fife. 

Sir  Robert  Peel,  with  respect  to  the  two  most  important  laws  wUdi 
he  caused  to  be  enacted,  turned  completely  back  from  the  line  which  he 
had  strenvoasly  defended.  He  turned  against  himself.  But  this  -veiy 
cireumstanoe  (strange  as  it  is  to  affirm)  much  increased  the  public  con- 
fidence in  Inm.  '^  Here  is  a  man,"  they  said,  ^<  integer  vUhb.  We  may 
always  safely  follow  him ;  for  if  experience  tells  him  that  he  is  leading 
us  wrong,  he  will  instantly  turn  back.  We  see  clearly  that  he  is  always 
disinterested  and  true  in  all  he  says  and  all  he  does,  and  no  consideratioQ 
for  his  own  feme  or  character,  no  fear  of  the  displeasure  of  friends  or 
foes,  \nll  induce  him  to  swerve  firom  the  path  of  duty.  He  goes  back- 
wards or  forwards  only  as  the  interests  of  his  country  seem  to  lead  him." 
These  tergiversations  (acknowledged  by  Sir  Robert)  to  a  less  tried 
patriot  would  have  been  a  disgrace.  Tney  were  a  crown  of  honour  to 
one  whose  head  was  already  beyond  the  reach  of  suspicion. 

It  is  amusing  to  see  tne  absolutely  opposite  consequences  already 
ascribed  to  this  enactment  of  free  trade  by  persons  who  still  differ  in 
opinion  concerning  its  ultimate  effect  At  a  meeting  of  Protectionists, 
every  speaker  alarms  us  witii  accounts  of  ruin  and  destruction  which 
overhang  our  countiy.  Impoverished  landlords,  starving  labourers, 
trembling  tradesmen,  fiU  up  society.  But  go  to  a  Cobdenite  assemblage, 
and  there  you  will  be  told  that,  in  consequence  of  free  trade,  every  inte- 
rest is  looking  up,  poorhooses  are  tenantless,  peace  and  plenty  crown  the 
land,  et  soles  meUus  nUent.  Neither  party  mtend  to  deceive,  but  the 
orators  travel  about  the  country  and  assiduously  seek  for  some  few  facta 
favourable  to  tiieir  theory,  and  from  these  few  mcts  draw  general  conclu- 
sions. 

The  Chand  Exhibition  of  1851  is  intended  as  a  garland  for  the  brow 
of  free  trade ;  but  its  votaries  look  to  it  not  without  apprehension.  It  is 
a  noble  conception,  originating  in  a  lofty  mind.  Its  motto  should  be  the 
song  winch  angels  sung,  too  sacred  for  me  to  quote,  but  not  too  sacred 
to  be  used  when  nations  meet  together  in  harmony  and  love. 

I  mention  one  more  of  the  late  Premieres  acts,  the  establishment  of  tiie 
Ecclesiastical  Commission,  because  it  had  something  of  a  domestic  ozi^. 
Lord  Henley,  Sir  Robert's  brotiier-in-law,  was  tiie  first  suggester  of  the 

Sropriety  of  inquiring  concerning  Church  property.  He  published  a 
ttle  volume,  showing  tiie  unjust  distribution  which  prevailed  of  such  pro- 
perty, and  the  facility  with  which  its  value  might  be  increased.  Sir 
Robert  perused  tiiis  book  witii  much  attention,  talked  of  it  on  many 
occasions,  and  obtained  from  me  an  accurate  account  of  tiie  management 
of  our  catiiedral  property.  He  became  easily  convinced,  as  is  obvious  to 
almost  every  one,  that  the  leasing  by  fines,  as  customary  among  aU 
clerical  bodies,  is  tiie  most  unwise  mode  of  raising  a  present  income,  or 
even  of  robbing  posterity.  The  tenant  of  such  leases  never  improves 
oie  estate — nay,  prevents  all  improvement,  lest  the  fine  should  oe  in- 
creased at  the  next  renewaL  Thus  the  land  fl;et8  from  bad  to  worse,  tiU 
it  is  scarcely  wortii  having.  Sir  Robert  considered  tiiese  things  maturely, 
made  many  minute  inquiries,  and  became  satisfied  that,  under  better 
management,  tiiere  was  suffident  ecclesiastical  property  in  the  kingdom 
to  allow  300i  a  year  for  every  living,  without  materially  interfering  witii 
tile  revenues  of  the  bishops. 
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&noe  uoae  Ae  Eodmasticti  GanunlMJooy  wUcb  Sir  Bobert  osto* 
Uiahed,  wiih  ihe  one^  siinple,  pmc^  and  oharitaUe  olriect  of  benefiting  the 
poorer  deigy.  How  these  comnusdoners  have  Ailfilled  the  duty  impoted 
upon  ibain  it  beoomee  not  me  to  ijiqiaxe;  bat  jiow  that  the  coouBumm 
18  new  modelled,  I  confidently  expect  .ihat.it  niU.iealise  all  the  beiMfiii. 
which  Sir  Robert  e:q)ected  mm.  it 

I  am  qnite  oonTinoed  that  the  property  of  the  Dean,  and  Dean  and 
Chapter  of  Toik  (independent  of  the  prebendal  revenues),  might  be  made 
worui  20,000£  a  year.  Upon  an  average  of  fifty  years  they  have  not 
recmyed  6000^  a  year.  How  many  small  livings  might  the  dtfferenoe 
augment  ?  And  if  all  ecclesiastical  property  be  under  similar  dronm- 
stances,  what  immense  sums  might  be  receivable  fix>m  such  a  source. 

Some  persons  suppose  that  the  lessees  receive  the  benefit  of  this  great 
difierence.  But  it  is  not  sa  The  constant  deterioration  of  the  property 
prevents  any  one  from  having  the  benefit  which  better  management 
mi^t,  and  will,  produce. 

Neither  let  it  oe  thought  that  the  der&fy  and  their  lessees  are  alone 
interested  in  tiiis  question.  Greatly  woula  the  public  benefit  by  having 
in  every  part  of  the  country  a  respectabk  resident  deigyman  with  a 
competent  inoome,  exercising  charity,  and  eodiorting  to  similar  acts.  In 
a  more  worldly  view,  consider  also  how  imidk  more  nmnan  food  could  be 
proonred  bom  many  dnusands  of  acres,  when  drained  and  fenced  and 
richly  cultivated,  tlun  can  now  be  expected  from  rough  commons,  donkey 
pastures,  and  idbbit  wanens,  which  constitute  the  general  character  iS. 
chapter  lands. 

If  it  be  desirable,  as  it  certainly  b  desirable,  to  increase  domestic  pro- 
dnoe,  and  to  become  less  d^wndent  upon  fore^  nations  for  the  neoes- 
sazies  of  life,  it  is  to  the  Eccleaastical  •CSommiasioners  we  must  look  fior 
the  most  extensive  assistance  in  our  efforts  to  increase  the  prodnoe  of 
our  land. 

CBAFTiat  IX. 

Will  of  the  first  .Sir  Bobert  PeeL-His  Death— Tribute  to  his  Memory-Re- 
markable Sagacity  of  the  old  Baronet— His  Opinion  of  Lunranoe  Oflices— 
UnoBtentatioas  Character-— Anecdote  of  his  Earlj  Idfe,  as  related  by  himself. 

The  first  Sir  Robert  Peel  had  many  yearn  ago  determined  on  a  scale 
by  whidi  he  would  distribute  his  great  wealth  among  his  children^and 
his  will  was  made  accordingly. 

A  little  while  before  his  ^th  a  person  by  chance  made  a  remark  to 
him  which  oceasiotted  him  to  reflect  upon  his  will,  and  to  remember  that 
though  he  had  left  specific  legacies  therem,  he  had  said  nodiing  about 
the  recndue,  which  might  be  of  some  importance.  A  codicil,  ex  new  willy 
was  therefore  made>  whereby  the  residue  was  ordered  to  be  dividedamong 
the  sons  only,  and  thai  the  eldest  should  have  four  times  as  much  as  anr 
other.  I  have  somereason  to  believe  that  this  arrangemoDit  put  200,0002. 
into  the  pocket  of  our  lamented  friend— and  this  hi^ipened  by  chance. 

What  IS  Ghanee^? 

The  reader  must  answer  the  question  for  h]msel£^  ^  To  attempt  a  reply 
would  impose  imon  me  the  necearity  of  a  disquisition  which  ^  he  wiU 
readib^  spaie.  I  may,  periuups,  be  excused,  however,  for  remarking  that 
the  mighty  Ruler  of  the  umverse  might  possibly  have  interfered  to  try 
what  was  in  the  heart  of  Peel,  as  he  tried  what  was  in  the  heart  <n 
Hezekiah,  by  giving  him  precious  things,  silver  and  gold— kmt  possibly  he 
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might  have  bestowed  lUs  additional  wealth  upon  him  because  he  knew 
that  it  would  be  used  in  employing,  ciyilinng,  and  instructing  the 
poor. 

The  old  baronet  died  in  May,  1830.  EQs  son  announced  the  event  to 
ma  in  the  following  feeling  lai^foage  >- 

<'My  deab  Cockbubn, — I  cannot  doubt  that  the  sad  intelligence 
which  met  lis  on  our  arrival  here  last  night  has  already  reached  you.  My 
&ther  breathed  his  last  about  half-past  five  yesterday,  and  the  loss  of 
life  was  so  easy  that  it  was  difficult  to  determine  the  moment  when  it 
took  place. 

<<  He  told  Lawrence  shortly  before  his  death  that  he  was  quite  happy 
in  his  mind ;  and  it  is  a  consolation  to  think  that  death  was  never  accom- 
panied with  less  of  suffering,  mental  or  bodily. 

^  Give  my  kindest  regards  to  your  boys,  and  believe  me  ever  affectiou* 

ately  yours,  <'  Robebt  Peel. 

"May  4, 1830." 

And  here  let  me  be  forgiven  if  I  offer  a  tribute  of  respect  to  the 
memory  of  that  good  old  man.  He  had  the  dearest  head  and  the 
warmest  heart  of  any  one  whom  I  have  met  with  in  the  world.  To 
him  we  owe,  in  &ct,  the  celebrity  of  his  son.  If  Philip  had  not  lived, 
Alexander  would  not  have  conquered  the  world ;  and  Wuliam  Pitt  would 
not  have  been  prime  minister  at  twenty-four  years  of  age  if  he  had  not 
had  Chatham's  example  before  him.  So  to  the  wise  instruction  and 
paternal  solicitude  of  the  first  Sir  Robert  Peel  I  ascribe  the  success  of 
the  second. 

In  all  the  common  concerns  of  life  the  father  exhibited  the  dearest^ 
judgment,  and  never  seemed  to  make  a  mistake*  "  How  is  it,"  I  asked 
him  one  day,  *'  that  you  never  insure  any  of  your  numerous  buildings ; 
fires  are  constantly  taking  place  among  the  victories,  but  you  persevere 
in  not  insuring?"  He  said,  "I  long  ago  ascertained  that  where  the 
insurance  offices  charge  2$,  6d.,  government  lay  on  6s,  But  out  of  the 
2s.  6d,f  upon  an  average  of  numerous  cases  of  many  years,  the  offices 
gun  6d.f  or  one-fifth.  The  risk  is  therefore  covered  tor  2«.,  whereas  the 
insurer  pays  7^.  6^.  Having  ascertained  these  facts,  I  said  to  my 
partners,  instead  of  paymg  7s.  6d.  for  what  is  really  worth  but  2«.,  let 
us  put  by  the  money  every  year  which  we  should  pay  for  insurance,  and 
in  fact  biecome  our  own  insurance  company. 

*^  Now,  our  workmen  knowing  that  we  are  not  insured,  are  more  careful 
about  fire,  and  the  proprietors  daily  inspect  the  premises  to  see  that  all  is. 
safe.  In  fiict,  in  thirty  years  we  nave  had  such  few  casualties  firom  fire 
that  our  insurance  funa  has  increased  to  a  great  amount." 

Similar  proofs  of  his  remarkable  sagacity  occurred  every  day.  But  it 
was  not  for  the  shrewdness  of  his  intellect  that  I  mourned  his  loss,  but 
because  he  was  fiiendly,  hospitable,  kind,  and  ever  ready  to  serve  those 
who  needed  his  services. 

He  was  sometimes  blamed  for  not  living  in  a  more  expensive  style,  pro- 
portionate to  his  great  income.  But  he  lived  in  moderate  splendour,  not 
for  the  sake  of  saving  money,  but  because  grandeur  was  troublesome  and 
uncongenial  to  his  nature;  and,  moreover,  because  he  often  said  that  if 
he  accustomed  his  children  to  a  superfluous  display  of  wealth,  they  would 
think  the  comfortable  competence  that  he  should  leave  them  a  sad  state 
of  degradation. 
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"  I  wish  them/'  he  said,  **'  to  liye  so  with  me,  as  they  may  Hye  without 
mi^  and  thus  to  be  happy  by  not  feeling  any  deprivation  of  present  en- 
joyment when  I  am  gone.** 

What  good  sense  is  manifest  in  ibis  sentiment !  What  a  fine  example 
for  ihose  who  have  large  incomes  and  also  many  children  I 

One  more  anecdote  of  old  Sir  Robert^  and  I  haye  done*  Medunks  I 
hear  the  reader  say,  ^'  What  a  succession  of  gosdping  tales  is  this  memoir 
composed  of  V 

I  plead  g^ty ;  yet  I  must  indulge  myself  by  telling  one  more  short 
story  which  I  haye  heard  my  old  friend  hunself  tell  with  much  g^ee. 

*^  When  I  was  a  lad,"  he  said,  ^'  two  of  my  brothers  and  I  were  inyited 
to  yint  a  friend  in  London.  Haying  but  little  money,  we  determined  to 
walk  from  Lancashire.  A  bundle  or  carpet-bag  contained  the  baggage 
of  all  the  party.  We  agreed  to  carry  it  in  turns,  but  bdng  rather  heayy, 
it  soon  became  more  troublesome  to  the  bearer  than  all  his  bank-notes. 

*'  When  we  came  to  the  first,  town,  my  brother's  pride  reyolted  against 
b^g  seen  by  a  number  of  persons  carrying  a  bag  on  the  shoulder.  I 
instantly  proposed  that  I  should  carry  tne  bae  through  the  towns,  and 
they  alternately  through  the  country.  To  thu  they  gladly  agreed,  and 
as  1  knew  that  the  distance  through  all  the  towns  could  not  be  five  miles, 
while  each  of  them  had  100  miles  of  toil,  I  was  content  that  they  should 
saye  their  dignity  (such  as  it  was),  and  that  I  should  saye  my  labour." 

Farewell,  old  friend !  you  liyed  a  happy  life  through  fourscore  years, 
succeeding  in  aU  your  pursuits,  and  menting  all  your  success.  It  will 
be  long  ere  we  look  on  your  like  again* 

Chapter  X. 

Sfar  Bobert  Ped  comes  into  Possession  of  a  yast  Property— Hebuilds  Drayton 
lianor  House— History  of  the  Old  Mansion— Hoase-Warming— Reasons  for 
considering  DnytKm  ^uunor-Hoase  a  Mistake. 

The  second  Sir  Robert  Peel  came  into  possession  of  immense  reyenues 
on  the  death  of  his  frither,  and  his  first  step  was  to  pull  down  the  house 
which  his  fiither  had  partly  builf^  and  to  erect  a  more  stately  mansion. 

Hiat  old  manor-house  afforded  many  historical  recollections.  It  wa9 
originally  built  by  the  first  Deyereuz,  Earl  of  Essex,  who  married  Lettice 
Knowles,  the  first  cousin  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  and  the  most  beautifrd 
woman  of  her  !day,  riyalling  the  attractions  of  her  aunt,  Anne  Boleyn. 
Lord  Essex  sold  Drayton  Manor  to  Lord  Leicester,  the  fayourite  of  Queen 
Elizabeth ;  and  upon  the  death  of  the  former  lord  in  Ireland,  the  latter 
married  ihe  beautiful  widow,  and  settied  the  domain  upon  her.  Here 
Queen  Elizabeth  often  yisited  her  feyourite  and  her  beautifru  cousin.  In  a  few 
years,  Lord  Leicester  finished  his  remarkable  career,  and  Lettice  Knowles, 
taking  to  herself  a  third  husband  in  the  person  of  Sir  Walter  Blount, 
reared  up  the  son  whom  she  bore  to  Lora  Essex  at  Drayton  Manor. 
This  was  the  unfortunate  nobleman  who,  trusting  too  much  to  the  par- 
tiality of  his  queen  and  cousin,  brought  his  head  and  that  of  his  &ther- 
in-law  to  the  block. 

He,  howeyer,  left  a  son,  and  Lettice  Knowles,  now  a  third  time  a 
widow,  reared  up  this,  her  grandson,  at  Drayton  Manor. 

This  third  Earl  of  Essex,  hems  offended  with  James  I.  for  robbing 
him  of  his  betrothed  wife,  joined  the  party  in  opposition  to  the  court,  and 
willingly  ayailed  himself  of  the  offer  made  by  the  parliament  to  lead  their 
armies  against  the  soyereign.    From  Drayton  Manor  he  is  supposed  to 
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faftre  gone  to  command  ai  Edgdiill,  and  to  llat  hooae  he  oonsiaBtly  ie» 
tainedikffing  the  civil  war.  He  died  childless,  and  die  title  heoame  ex- 
tinct. But  Lettice  Knowles  still  liyed  on,  and  exercised  hospitality  in  the 
great  hall  at  Drayton,  till  extreme  old  age-— not  dying  befbve  the  time 
of  WilHam  III. 

Whan  the  first  Sir  Robert  Feel  purchased  the  estate,  he  palled  down 
tiie  old  house,  ezo^t  the  yenerstod  hall,  in  firont  of  which  he  h«dlt  a 
square  brick  house  of  littie  architectural  beauty,  but  yery  comfortable  and 
commodious.  His  son  tmd  successor  levelled  all  to  the  ground,  and, 
effacing  every  memorial  of  Lettice  Knowles,  erected  a  splendid  palace  on 
the  spot  in  the  style  which  prevailed  in  her  young  days. 

This  mansion,  die  most  perfect  of  its  land,  eihibits  to  all  admiring^ 
eyes  what  wealtii  can  effect  when  ffuided  by  the  highest  and  most  exqui- 
site taste,  but  ^diat  wealth  alone  should  never  attempt 

When  tiie  new  house  was  finished,  and  the  fbrmture  neariy  completed, 
Sir  Robert  invited  all  his  near  relations  to  spend  a  week  with  him  by  way 
of  house-wanning.  There  was  assembled  on  that  occasion  hoisd  and  Lady 
Henl^,  Sir  Joseph  and  Lady  Fuller,  the  Dowager  Lady  Floyd,  and  Mr. 
and  Mt8,  Edmund  Peel,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Peel,  GreDerai  Yates,  tiie  Dean 
of  York  and  Mrs.  Cockbum,  Miss  Fuller,  Miss  Peel,  Mr.  Edmund  Peel 
the  yoonger,  Mr.  Robert  Cockbum,  and  some  otiier  of  tiie  nephews. 

The  party  spent  a  pleasant  week  togetiier,  amid  splendid  hospitaliiy; 
and  on  the  laat  day,  being  Sunday,  Sir  Robert  proposed  that  such  as 
chose  fihouU  go  with  him  and  his  wife  to  Drayton  .Church  end  reoave  the 
sacrament.     Nearly  all  went 

This  was  a  beautiful  sight — to  see  so  many  attached  friends,  brothers 
and  sbters,  parents  and  mldren,  kneeling  round  the  holy  table  of  com- 
munion, ana  petitioning  with  one  heart  and  voice  to  share  the  ben^ts  of 
Christ's  passion. 

So — and  so  well — ended  the  festivity  of  Drayton  house-warmii^. 

That  house  is  certainly  the  finest  speduDien  of  taste  and  taloits  that  I 
ever  beheld  or  can  imagine ;  but^rtill  I  am,  I  hope,  not  impertinent  in  (»J1- 
ing  it  a  mistake.  When  Smiike  was  building  it,  he  showed  me  his  draw- 
ings and  his  plans.  I  ssid  to  him,  ^<  You  are  ruining  Sir  Robert's  grand- 
son—no  estate  can  long  bear  the  expense  of  so  immense  a  fiibric."  Smirke 
said,  "  That  Sir  Bobert.had  ample  funds,  and  that  he  desired  to  have  so 
large  a  building.     It  is  my  duty  only  to  cacry  out  his  wishes." 

But  let  us  consider  the  matter  maturely. 

I  have  often  seen  the  rent-roll  of  the  first  baronet,  and  his  stock*book, 
but  I  forget  the  precise  particulars.  I  fanoy  that  he  died  worth  60^000/. 
a  year.     But  he  left  more  than  20,000 JL  a  year  to  his  younger  chUdrea. 

Suppose,  then,  that  the  last  Sir  Robert  had  40^0001.  a  year.  He,  also, 
as  lately  appeared  by  his  published  will,  left  20,000^  a  year  away  from 
his  heir. 

Suppose,  again,  that  there  were  some  savinss  and  aocomnlations,  and 
tiiat  the  present  heir  has  25,000JL  a  year,  u  he  marries,  as  he  most 
probably  will,  and  has  a  fetmily,  he  must  again  gpive,  perhaps,  10,0002. 
a  year  among  his  younger  children,  and  thns  once  more  diminish  the  in- 
heritance. The  reader  will  understand  that  I  give  tiiese  figives  merely 
to  illustrate  my  argument,  but  without  knowing  anything  of  the  fiicts. 
I  merely  mean  to  show  tiiat  tiiere  is  ahnost  a  necessity  for.  every  funily 
estate  to  decrease,  unless  you  tiirow  the  younger  chiUcen  on  tiie  parish, 
or  unless  some  tradesman  or  miser  gets  into  possession. 
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Look  St  BfenheJm,  Caslle  Howard,  Stowe,  Chatewortii,  and  a  hundred 
other  large  mansumg.  Their  owners  cannot  keep  op  the  state  of  their 
grandsires.     The  very  window-tax  is  a  hurden  to  uiem. 

The  first  Sir  Bobert  said,  **  I  have  built  a  house  in  which  a  man  may 
have  twenty  meats  to  dine  and  sleep  as  often  as  he  likes,  and  in  yrbacL 
he  may  spend  the  largest  ineome  possible.  Champagne  and  Bur^midj 
may  be  qoafEed  in  these  rooms  as  well  as  m  larger  saloons.  But  uas  i% 
also,  a  noose  where  a  man  of  moderate  means,  if  such  should  be 
among  my  descendants,  may  find  himself  extremely  comfortable,  and  not 
OTerbnrdened  with  servants  and  taxes.'* 

Some  future  Sir  Bobert  Peel  may  think,  perhaps,  that  the  founder  of 
his  baronetage  had  more  worldly  wisdom  tnan  some  of  his  suooessors. 
Be  that  as  it  may,  the  present  edifice  is,  at  this  moment,  perfect  in  every 
way-^Ml  of  the  choicest  spedmens  of  art,  and  most  worthy  to  attract 
the  eyes  of  every  passer*by.  Here,  however,  let  me  again  presume  to 
comfort  the  tenants  of  more  lowly  habitations,  by  assuring  them  that  the 
owner  of  a  show-house  is  not  an  object  of  unmixed  envy.  If  he  shuts  his 
house  against  the  public,  and  refuses  access  to  strangers,  he  is 'called  a 
churlish  Nabel,  an  opposer  of  the  progttifls  of  public  taste,  a  selfish  tyrant, 
and  every  other  opprobrious  denomination.  I^  on  the  other  hand,  he 
opens  his  doora  to  all  paners-by,  as  he  probably  will  do— ^or  the  pleasure 
of  possessing  fine  things  is  prmcipaUy  in  showing  them ;  no  lady  would 
covet  a  diamond  necklace  if  she  were  obliged  to  keep  it  always  m  a  box 
— if,  then,  the  possessor  of  Drayton  Manor«House  admit  the  many  ei^;er 
sight^seers,  he  wiU  find  himself  and  £amily  driven  about  firom  room  to 
room  and  never  enjoying  peace.  His  house  will  be  like  Ben  Lomond-— 
delightful  to  the  traveller,  enchanting  to  the  tourist,  but  no  eligible  place 
of  constant  residence. 

Thus  let  every  poor  and  envious  mortal  know  that  there  are  drawbacks 
to  aH  hmnan  enjoyments.     There  is  sometfainip  bad  in  every  eood--and 

Qive  us,  kind  Fiovidence,  thus  day  our  daily  bread.  All  else  beneadi 
the  sun  is  vanihr  and  deceit. 

The  room  at  Drayton  Manor  which  the  crowd  will  most  desire  to  see  is 
the  new  gallery,  in  which  are  portndtB  (laige  as  life)  of  the  most  cele- 
brated contemporaries  of  the  late  Flremier,  particularly  of  those  distin- 
gmshed  persons  who  were  members  of  his  administration.  These  are  all 
men  advanoed  in  life,  and  a  few  yeazi  will  make  this  cdlectioQ  a  me- 
morial only  of  excellenoe  past  away. 

The  dead  body  of  the  founder  was  laid  in  useless  state,  on  the  day  of 
the  fimeral,  at  the  door  of  this  gallery.  It  seemed  to  say  to  those  within 
— "  I  have  escaped  firom  among  you,  but  as  I  led  you  in  the  busy  scenes 
of  life,  I  lead  you  now  in  tranqul  hope  to  Heaven. 

Chatteb  XL 

Peel  becomes  the  Mectmaa  of  the  Age— Uncommunicative  m  Society—]^  Letter 
to  the  Dean  of  York  in  reference  to  the  '^  New  System  of  GeQlogy,"  by  the 
Utter. 

Sm  Bobert,  having  finished  both  his  town  and  country-house,  now 

became  the  Mecsenus  of  the  age,  in  addition  to  his  oiher  high  tides.    He 

was  the  finend  and  patron  of  ail  men  of  learning  and  talents ;  whoever 

distinguished  himsdf  in  any  art.  or  science  was  a  welcome  guest  at  his 
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table.  Scott,  Rogers,  Campbell,  Lawrence,  Chantry,  and  many  otheie 
known  to  fiune,  were  proud  to  be  reoeiTed  by  him,  and  he  was  always 
most  proud  to  receive  them. 

He  was  sometimes  accused  of  being  dull  and  unoommunicatiye  in  so- 
cietr ;  but  this  generally  proceeded  horn  his  mind  being  so  much  occu* 
pied  with  important  objects,  that  the  common  topics  of  conyersadon  ex- 
dted  no  interest,  and  could  not  draw  him  from  nimself.  On  returning 
once  from  Norfolk,  he  stopped  to  dine  with  his  brother.  Colonel  Peel,  at 
Newmarket.  The  conversation,  as  may  be  imagined,  about  weights  and 
riders,  and  honest  and  dishonest  jockeys,  did  not  much  interest  me  right 
honourable  visitor.  But,  by  way  of  introducing  a  discussion  in  i^ch  he 
might  take  a  part,  he  remarked  to  a  gentleman  opposite,  *^  That  the  con- 
tests then  ragmg  in  Spain  and  Portugal  would  much  affect  the  interests 
of  all  Europe."  One  of  the  company  called  out,  "  Sir  Robert,  I  will  bet 
you  a  pony — the  two  fillies  against  the  two  horses."  The  baronet  had 
no  pony  to  stake,  and  did  not  clearly  imderstand  what  fillies  were  meant. 
He,  therefore,  declined  the  bet,  and  declined,  also,  all  attempts  at  further 
conversation. 

This  was  certainly  rather  an  extreme  case ;  but  something  similar  hi^ 
pened  in  every  company.  Sir  Robert,  as  a  minister,  could  not  communi- 
cate his  thoughts  on  matters  of  public  interest,  and  conversation  on  other 
subjects  was  seldom  interesting  to  him  or  his  guests. 

Sir  Robert,  however,  employed  whatever  leisure  he  could  oommand  to 
investigate  the  discoveries  of  this  all-discovering  ase.  He  corresponded 
readily  upon  all  topics  of  scientific  research,  and  appHed  his  powerful 
mind,  wim  all  the  araour  of  youth,  to  enable  him  to  understand  the  most 
difficult  problems,  or  the  most  abstruse  subjects. 

The  reader  will,  I  tnist,  forgave  me  for  laying  before  him  a  letter 
which  I  lately  received  from  Sir  Robert  a  few  days  after  I  had  sent  him 
a  little  publication  on  a  question  of  geology.  The  letter  is  far,  very  hr, 
fix)m  bemg  complimentary  to  me,  and  I  may,  therefore,  hope  to  be  more 
easily  excused,  if  I  introduce  it,  merely  in  proof  of  the  roadiness  with 
which  Sir  Robert  wrote  on  every  subject  submitted  to  his  notice : 

^<  Mt  deab  Dean,— -I  have  no  wish  to  enter  into  a  controversy 
upon  subjects  to  which  I  have  not  given  that  mature  consideration  which 
alone  can  qualify  a  man  to  pronounce  very  positive  opinions.  I  have  been 
content  to  adopt  generally  me  conclusions  to  which  the  most  eminent  men 
of  all  countries  have  gradually  arrived,  after  unremitting  inquiry  and 
profound  reflection ;  first,  fix)m  deference  to  their  authority;  and,  secondly, 
from  the  belief  that  those  conclusions  are  more  in  harmony  with  admitted 
facts,  and  the  logical  inferences  fix>m  those  fiacts,  than  any  other. 

**  You  ask  me,  as  an  act  of  friendship,  to  read  your  ^  New  System  of 
Geology,'  and  particularly  the  last  two  pages  of  it,  and  to  send  or  to  pro- 
cure for  you  some  rational  answer  to  those  two  pages. 

*'  I  have  read  your  publication,  and,  in  complying  with  your  further 
wish  that  I  shoula  send  you  some  answer  to  your  arguments,  most  assure 
you  that  I  am  speaking  for  myself  alone,  prompted  much  less  by  zeal  in 
the  cause  than  by  unwillingness  to  withhold  a  reply,  which  womd  be  in 
your  estimation  an  act  of  friendship. 

"  I  must  leave  it  to  the  professors  of  the  science  whom  you  have  ad- 
dressed  collectively  through  the  medium  oi  Professor  Sedgwick,  to  deter- 
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mine  for  ibemselves,  whether  ihey,  or  any  of  them,  will  accept  yoor 
chaUenge. 

^'  Adrerting,  then,  espedally  to  the  two  last  pages  of  yomr  puhlioation, 
wluch  profess  to  contain  the  summary  of  your  arguments,  I  must  own  to 
yoa  that  you  have  failed  altogether  to  make  any  impression  on  my  mind 
in  f ayour  of  your  conclusions. 

^^  I  find  in  the  two  pages  a  great  msoiy  assumptions  hriefly  and  em- 
phatically  conveyed  in  the  phrases,  '  must  have  heen,'  and  '  must  he,' 
and,  with  the  exception  of  the  first,  '  that  stones  containing  the  fossil  re- 
mains of  sea-fish  must  once  have  heen  at  the  bottom  of  the  ocean,*  there 
is  not  one  that  may  not  be  denied  or  contested  as  bdng  completely  gra- 
tuitous. You  assert,  for  instance,  '  that  hind  plants,  and  animab,  and 
birds  mixed  with  the  fish,  must  hiave  been  brought  by  currents  of  water 
into  the  sea,  and,  if  they  floated  into  the  sea,  they  would  also  float  upon 
the  sea.' 

*^  I  not  only  find  no  proof  of  either  of  these  assumptions,  but  I  deny 
the  supposed  necessity  m  each  case.  In  the  first  place,  the  land  plants 
and  animals  might  have  been  deposited  on  the  land,  upon  the  surface,  or 
in  the  strata  in  which  they  are  found ;  and  that  lana  mig^t  have  been 
submerged,  dther  by  the  gradual  depression  of  the  land,  or  the  rising  of 
the  sea  above  its  accustomed  level.  In  the  second  place,  it  does  not  fol- 
low that  the  remains  of  animal  or  vegetable  life,  or  inorganic  matter 
brought  into  the  sea,  floated  into  it  by  currents  of  water,  would  necessarily 

float  upon  the  sea. 

CsDtera  fluminis 
Bitu  feruntar  nunc  medio  alveo 
Cum  pace  ddabentes  Etruscum 

In  mare,  nunc  lapides  adesos 
Stirpisque  raptus  et  pecus  et  domus 
VolventU  una,  non  sme  montinm 

Clamore  vicineque  bUvsb 
Cum  fera  dilnvies  quietos 

Initat  anmes. 

''  The  lapides  stirpis  raptus,  pecus,  domi,  that  floated  into  the  sea  by 
the  violence  of  the  current,  would  certainly  not  float  upon  the  sea,  after 
their  escape  £rom  that  influence  which  had  for  a  time  counteracted  the  force 
of  gravity — ^nay,  the  river  cum  pace  delabens  in  medio  alveo,  the  Ganges, 
or  the  Mississippi,  will  daily  bring,  in  the  quietest  time^  millions  of  tons  of 
suspended  matter  which,  sinking  after  their  discharge  into  the  ocean,  will 
form  bars  at  the  mouth  of  rivers,  or  form  the  bed  of  the  sea  for  many  a 
square  mile  beyond  the  mouth. 

'^  You  say  again,  that,  at  the  time  of  the  deluee,  '  volcanic  eruptions 
must  have  tnrown  up  stones  above  the  surCace  of  the  water,'  which  stones, 
in  descending,  would  carry  down  the  floating  things  delivered  by  currents 
of  water.  Surely  these  volcanic  eruptions,  at  the  time  of  the  deluge,  are 
gratuitous  assumptions. 

^'  What  is  the  authority  for  them  ?  The  breaking  up  of  the  fountains  of 
the  deep  does  not  necessiurily  imply  that  those  were  volcanic  eruptions. 

"  I  confess  to  you  I  have  read  notiiing  more  wild  in  the  dreams  of 
geology  than  your  land  animals  of  all  sizes,  from  a  megatherium  to  a 
mouse,  floated  into  the  sea  by  currents  of  water,  floating  upon  the  sea 
afterwards  as  a  matter  of  course,  until  they  were  severally  knocked  on  the 
head  by  a  stone  discharged  from  a  submarine  volcano,  and  sunk  to  the 
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bottom  m  fxiandlr  oonmexion  with  the  stone,  by  the  foree  of  giwritjr.  IF 
this  be  true,  I  will  presume  to  offer  no  opposite  theory  hut  content  my- 
self with  exclaiming  with  Ephndm  Jenkinson,  in  the  *  Vioar  of  Wakefield, ' 
'  The  worid  is  in  its  dotage,  and  yet  the  cosmogony,  or  creation  of  the 
world,  has  ponied  philosophers  of  all  ages.  What  a  medley  of  opinions 
have  they  not  broached  upon  the  creation  of  tibe  world  ?  Sanchoniathon, 
Maoetho^  Bevosns,  and-  Ooellns  Lucanus,  have  all  attempted  it  in  run.' 

**  But  apart  from  oUeotiQns  to  speeifio  assumptions  on  your  part,  I 
think  your  theory  wholly  insiifiSment  to  aecomt  rar  the  phenomena  that 
are  obserred  in  every  psort  of  the  globe,  being  the  slow  product,  some  of 
chemical,  others  of  medumieal  agencies.  Take  a  coal-field,  for  example, 
presenting  fifty  or  sixty  cBfferent  strata  of  coal,  extending  horizontally,  or 
at  an  equal' angle  of  inclination,  over  a  widely  extended  re^on-^with  evi- 
dent indications  of  a  vegetaUe  origin  for  each — these  strata  separated 
from  each  other  by  strata  of  a  totally  different  character — each  like  the 
ooal  of  an  almost  unvarying  thickness,  and  eadi  distingnished  from  the 
oAer  by  some  peculiarity  in  its  structure  or  the  organic  remains  imbedded 
mit. 

*^  I  cannot  reconcile  such  fiuts  as  these>  or  a  thousand  others  of  the  same 
kind,  with  the  conclusion  to  which  you  have  arrived,  *  That  there  has 
only  been  one  great  convulsion  winch  altered  the  condition  of  the  world, 
ana  left  it  as  it  is.' 

**  Believe  me,  my  dear  Dean, 

«  Very  affectionately  yours, 

"  RoBEBT  Peel." 

When  I  had  made  my  comments  upon  this  long  and  obliging  letter, 
Sir  Robert  informed  me  that  he  had  not  time  to  write  more  on  the  sub- 
ject, but  that  we  would  discuss  it  when  we  met. 

Alas !  alas !  we  never  met  again ! 

Chafteb  XIL 
The  FoneraL— Priy&te  Character  of  FeeL 

The  fniieral  was  Tery  splendid.  Oh,  idle  vanity,  how  opposed  to  sober 
reason !  Can  anything  be  more  irrational  than  to  decorate  a  cold  and 
senseless  body  with  yelvet  and  gold,  and  to  carry  it  with  mocking  plumes 
to  the  damp  and  mouldering  tomb.  Absurd  as  it  is,  the  custom  is  so 
universal  ot  paying  unnecessary  honours  to  the  dead,  that  we  must  trace 
its  ori^n  in  the  deep  recesses  of  the  human  heart.  The  Nile  runs 
through  a  street  of  splendid  tombs ;  the  ancient  poets  tell  of  funeral 
games ;  our  barbarous  ancestors,  who  lived  ere  history  begun,  have  left 
memorials  of  themselves  in  the  huge  stone  coffins  which  defy  the  tooth  of 
time.  The  Romans  decorated  their  graves  with  beautiful  sculpture,  and, 
when  poverty  prevented  other  gifts,  they  gave  their  tears  to  tne  beloved 
dea^  Without  the  vralls  of  York  we  discover  the  Roman  burial-ground  ; 
and  in  one  poor  coffin  of  stone  lately  dug  up  I  have  seen  a  bottle  contain- 
ing some  ^nsparent  liquid,  which,  when  shaken,  emits  phosphoric 
sparks.  The  phosphorus  shovrs  its  former  connexion  with  uie  human 
body — ^it  was  a  bottle  of  tears.  This  in  some  measure  explains  a  passaee 
in  tne  Psalms  (Ivi  8),  ^*  Put  thy  tears  into  my  bottle," — ^that  is,  weep  for 
my  death.     It  exhibits,  also,  the  most  simple  and  natural  mode  of  show- 
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ing  affection  for  the  dead.  But,  in  some  mode  or  other,  it  appears  that 
regret  was  and  is  always  shown  hy  the  living  to  departed  friends,  hy  some 
act  which,  the  more  imnecessary,  is  thought  to  be  the  greater  proof  of 
affection.  Thus,  the  rich  man  lavishea  lus  wealth  in  superfluous  display ; 
and  even  the  pauper  contrives  to  make  a  little  feast  on  the  day  when  his 
beknrod  child  »  canied  to  the  tomb.  In  vain  we  reason  agunst  such  idle 
osteatalioB  (v  such*  ill-spared  waste ;  the  bri^en'  heart  hears  not  the  tcr- 
gmncBitft  of  pholoeopfay  nor  the  suggestions  of  economy.  Man  is  more  a 
ooreatore  of  impuke  than  of  radoBality ;  and  while  human  nature  is  alive 
to  the  strong  emotions  of  love  and  affection,  splendid  funerals  will  some- 
times be,  liiougfi  few  periif^  so  splendid  as  the  funeral  of  Sir  Robert 

It  may  be  expeoted  that,  in  oondttdin?  such  a  memoir  of  a  decidedly 
great  man,  some  aoceont  of  his  private  character  should  be  given  by  one 
who  knew  him  so  long  and  so  well.  Sir  Robert  Peel  was  a  pious  (jfaris- 
tian,  a  firm  believer  in  revealed  religion,  scrupulously  attending  public 
wmhip  and  encouragrog  private  prsfyer.  He  was  exemplary  in  all 
domestic  duties,  a  dutifol  son,  a  kind  husband,  an  indulgent  father;  brave^ 

Smtilie,  placable,  honourable,  true ;  and  all  these  in  me  highest  degree, 
ad  he,  then,  no  faults?  Nothing  in  this  world  is  perfect;  but  the 
ftxdts  of  Sir  R.  Peel  were  the  almost  necessary  consequence  of  his  posi- 
tion in  the  worid.  He  was  cold,  unfriendly,  proud  (no  wonder !).  He 
was  srifish — no,  not  selfish,  as  coveting  the  blessings  of  others,  but  he 
seemed  doomed  to  live  by  himself  and  for  himself.  His  great  talents,  his 
extensive  learning,  his  immense  wealth,  his  high  station,  raised  him  above 
the  common  race  of  mortals.  He  stood  like  a  statue  on  the  top  of  a  loffy 
column,  for  men  to  gaze  at  but  not  approach. 

Dido  says,  that  me  remembrance  of  her  own  sorrows  made  her  asnst 
the  sorrowiuL  Sir  Robert  had  no  sorrows  to  remember.  His  career 
was  uninterrupted  prosperity.  Married  to  a  lovely  woman  with  whom 
he  lived  in  sweet  affection — ^parent  of  a  numerous  family,  all  of  whom  he 
saw  grown  up  in  comfort  and  respectability — himself  enjoying  constant 
and  unusual  health,  and  every  blessing  which  wealth  and  honour  could 
give,  he  seemed  separated  by  fate  from  the  cares  and  troubles  of  mor- 
ta%. 

Gfoldsmith,  in  describing  an  amiable  man,  says  that 

His  pity  gave  ere  charity  began. 

The  very  contrary  was  the  case  with  Sir  Robert  Peel.  He  ffave  from  a 
sense  of  duty,  not  from  feeling.     The  head  dictated,  not  the  heart. 

Sir  Robert  built  churches,  endowed  schools,  gave  money  to  hospitals, 
joined  all  public  subscriptions. 

Reason  and  revelation  both  assure  us,  that  such  donations,  produced  by 
genuine  Christian  charity,  are  far  more  beneficial  to  society  than  the  mere 
ebullitions  of  pity;  but  such  donations  proceeding  from  no  sympathy, 
they  excite  no  sympathy.  They  fill  no  eyes  with  tears  of  gratitude,  no 
mouth  with  shouts  of  praise.  Thus  stood  this  great  and  good  man, 
alone  amidst  an  astonished  crowd,  surrounded  by  many  followers  but  few 
friends — ^universally  admired,  but  rarely  loved. 
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BISHOP  TOMLINE  AND  THE  BOILED  HARE. 

A  PASTORAL  INCIDENT. 

Neab  a  deep  bay-window,  in  a  large,  low-roofed,  and  s^Ioomy  apartment, 
crowded  with  antique  and  cumbrous  furniture,  Uttered  with  books  and 
papers,  and  studdea  here  and  there  with  fisided  portraits  of  eminent 
churchmen  in  their  episcopal  attire,  sat  two  gentlemen,  neither  of  whom 
seemed  much  at  his  ease. 

The  former — £rom  his  dress,  a  prelate — was  a  stiff,  stem-looking 
personage,  who  spoke  with  an  air  of  visible  dissatisfaction,  which  in  no 
way  served  to  lessen  the  harsh  expression  of  a  countenance  never  hand- 
some, and  which  now  exhibited  many  of  the  deep  furrows  of  advancing 
age. 

The  other  was  a  gentleman,  ruddy,  good-looking,  and  rather  jovial  in 
appearance ;  but,  for  the  nonce,  indisputably  and  inconceivably  bothered. 

"There  are  several  points,"  said  the  bishop,  speaking  slowly,  ^'on 
which  explanation  would  be  desirable ;  but  on  this,  in  particular — the 
sermon  about  the  boiled  hare." 

*'  My  lord,*'  sud  the  younger  party,  looking  up  in  his  superior's  face 
with  an  air  of  the  most  good-humoured  but  ungovernable  surprise,  '*  I 
never  heard  of  such  a  thing.  A  boiled  hare— boiled !  I  g^ve  your  lord- 
ship my  word  of  honour,  as  a  gentleman,  that  I  never  met  at  any  table 
iriiti  a  dish  of  that  description.     Never — never !" 

"  I'm  not  talking  of  dishes,"  said  the  bishop,  testily,  ^^but  of  sermons. 
You  certainly  have  preached  more  than  once  recommending  hunting  and 
a  boiled  hare.  I  have  had  several  letters  to  this  effect  Recollect  yourself, 
Mr.  Yerbury ;  recoUecty  ourself." 

The  party  so  addressed  was  a  gentleman  of  the  most  marvellous 
activity.  Ue  was  always  ready  to  take  ani/  duty;  in  any  direction;  for 
an^  clergyman;  in  any  emergency;  at  any  notice.  Distance  to  him  was 
immateriu.  The  weather  he  never  heeded.  Roads  were  matters  he 
at  no  time  took  into  consideration,  as  his  was  invariably  a  cross-country 
course.  Mercurial  and  active,  Sunday  was  Httie  of  a  day  of  rest  to  him. 
He  was  reading  or  riding  firom  cock-crow  to  sunset !  What  varieties  of 
psalmody  did  he  not  hear!  What  varieties  of  somnolency  did  he  not  face! 
And  himself  happy  man,  marvellously  exempt  firom  fieitigue !  apparently 
at  the  close  of  his  day's  toils  as  fresh  as  when  he  commenced  them.  And 
such  toils !  To  four  distinct  duties  he  confessed  as  his  "  usual  allowance." 
But  he  has  been  known,  on  a  pinch,  to  compass  five :  and  there  is  a  tra- 
dition extant  touching  one  memorable  twenty-first  of  June — it  was,  to  be 
sure,  the  longest  day  in  the  year — when  he  undertook  and  accomplished 
six.  ''  But  that,"  he  was  accustomed  to  observe,  ^*  was  an  extraordinarily 
pressing  occasion ;  then^"  he  ''  must  premise,"  he  "  strained  a  point !" 

How  he  fulfilled  these  manifold  engagements  puzzled  eveiy  brain  but 
his  own.  And  yet  no  one  ever  charged  him  with  indecent  haste  in  read- 
ing the  service,  or  with  unusual  and  improper  brevity  in  his  sermon.  The 
former  his  hearers  allowed  to  be  unaffected,  distinct,  and  dignified ;  the 
latter  pithy,  intelligible,  and  full  of  matter.  The  rock  that  wrecked 
him  was  his  "  cross-country  course."  The  farmers  could  not  be  brought 
to  fancy  the  speed  and  wind  of  his  black  mare,  or  to  tolerate  the  short 
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cat0  he  made  to  save  her.     Another  short-comiog  was  his.     He  was 
siDgularly  obtuse  touching  the  Uiw  of  trespass.     He  would  ride,  without 
remorse,  at  right  angles  across  a  potato  field ;  and  dash  through  a  little  . 
wheat-close  with  the  most  obdurate  indifference.     The  tenant-farmers 
grew  savage,  and  complained  to  the  bishop.    The  prelate  promptlv  seized 
an  opportunity  to  call  upon  Mr.  Yerbury  for  an  explanation.     His  lord- 
ship observed,  that,  *'  putting  aside  higher  considerations,  those  relating 
to  die  calm,  and  deliberate,  and  methodical  discharge  of  the  duties  of  the^ 
day,  it  was  neither  a  seemly  nor  a  satisfactory  spectacle  to  see  a  clergy- 
man racing  from  church  to  church;  one  instant  in  the  pulpit,  the  next 
in  the  saddla     I  cannot,"  added  the  bishop,  ''  be  a  consenting  party  to 
such  an  arrangement;  it  must  be  discontinued,  and  forthwitL" 
Mr.  Yerbuxy  replied,  in  a  calm  and  sorrowful  tone, 
«  My  enemies,  my  lord,  malign  me.     I  preach  slow,  if  I  gallop  fetft" 
"  Pny  understand  me,"  interposed  the  bishop.    ''  No  complamt — ^the 
boiled  hare  excepted — ^has  been  urged  relative  to  your  doctrine,  or  to  the 
mode  in  which  the  duty  is  done." 
*<  That,  my  lord,  is  consolatory." 

''  But,"  resumed  the  bishop,  in  a  pondering  tone,  "  I  do  not  see  how 
the  space  can  be  got  over,  much  more  how  the  dubr  can  be  deliberately 
and  efficiently  pmormed.  North,  east,  and  west,  do  your  engagements 
lead  you.  Thus,  nine  miles  are  to  be  ridden  in  one  direction ;  five  in 
another;  eleven  in  another;  and  seven  in  another;  and  this  in  all 
weathers,  and  subject  to  all  contingencies.  It  cannot  possibly  be  done — 
I  repeat,  it  cannot  possibly  be  done." 

'*  Ah,  my  lord  I"  returned  Mr.  Yerbury,  in  a  most  diverting  tone,  a 
tone  in  which  compassion  for  his  lordship's  ignorance,  wounded  feeling 
for  the  slight  passed  upon  his  steed,  and  amazement  that  the  inquiry  had 
taken  this  turn,  were  droUy  blended,  "  Ah^  my  lord!  you  do  not  know 

THE  BLACK  tiAXZ  !" 

The  bishop,  a  stiff,  erect,  decorous-looking  old  gentleman  —  the 
muscles  of  whose  mouth  seemed  rigid  from  age  and  study,  and  who  had 
apparently  long  since  ceased  to  smue — turned  black  in  the  face  from  his 
earnest  but  abortive  attempt  to  preserve  his  gravity.  Twice  did  he  turn 
to  address  Mr.  Yerbury ;  and  twice  did  bis  habitual  seriousness  fail  him. 

At  length,  looking  purposely  away  from  that  reverend  equestrian,  as  if 
not  daring  to  trust  himself  with  another  glance  at  his  laughter-moving 
countenance,  the  bishop  murmured,  in  a  very  muffled  tone, 

*^  You  shall  hear  from  me,  sir,  in  a  day  or  two  on  this  matter.  A 
letter  shall  convey  to  you  my  final  decision.     You  ^hall  hear  from  me.^' 

Mr.  Yerbury  bowed  low,  and  made  a  step  or  two  towards  the  door, 
apparently  with  the  intention  of  withdrawing ;  then  suddenly  reversing 
his  course,  he  advanced  towards  the  bishop,  with  the  remaijc, 

*'  My  lord — I  mean  it  very  respectfully — but  let  us  have  the  round 
out.  Pens  and  ink  never  agreed  with  me.  Writing  letters  tries  my 
eyes — always  did  from  a  boy;  and  reading  them  bothers  my  brains 
Utterly.  With  your  lordship's  good  leave  we'll  conclude  the  matter 
now.  Having  been  out  at  tne  burst,  I  should  like  to  keep  my  seat  to 
the  fimisL" 

Again  his  lordship  averted  his  face,  and  busied  himself  amone  his 
papers.  There  was  a  convulsive  kind  of  motion  among  the  muscles  of 
his  back.     Grief  the  bishop,  certainly,  was  not  indulging,  though  he 
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more  than  Ofice  assidaoiuly  wiped  his  eyes.  After  a  panse,  tiie  spethtK^ 
earefdily  looking  aw&jfrom — not  at — Mr.  Yerbnry,  said» 

*^  Have  yon,  sir,  a  sermon — ^unfortunately  I  have  mislaid  all  tbe  dom* 
ments  reranring  to  it — ^have  you,  sir,  a  sermon  on  a  yerse  in  Pioveilji 
whidi  you  are  in  the  constant  habit  of  preachings— a  sermon  in  irfaidi 
the  word  hunting  occurs  with  singular  frequency  ?" 

"  A  beauty,  my  lord,"  replied  the  other,  briskly ;  "mi  acknowledgvi 
and  admitted  beauty  all  over  the  country." 

•*  Do  you  remember  the  text  ?" 

^  '  The  slothful  man  roasteth  not  that  which  he  took  in  hunting*' " 

"Thaffi'the  sermon,"  said  the  bishop — ^Hhe  offensive,  objeolioiMdble^ 
and  oft-repeated  sermon.  I  now  express  my  wish  to  see  it  io.  nant- 
script." 

^My  lord !"  cried  the  agonised  Mr.  Terbury,  **  that  flenavn  has  been 
preached  at  W — st — ne,  by  an  eminent  dignitary  of  our  •dhurch,  to  the 
great  content  of  an  admiring  congregation,  and  to  the  spedal  deHght  of 
the  squire,  his  brother.  Objectionable,  my  lord !  It's  an  fmrnistakaUa 
sermon,  and  fit  for  the  ears  of  the  most  refined  lady  in  the  land.* 

^  I  shall  be  better  able  to  support  or  negative  that  remark  afier  a 
&pas8ionate  perusal  ?**  said  Dr.  Tomline,  coolly. 

^'  And  tiiat  they  call  the  boiled  hare,  do  they  ?"  ejaculated  the  yoongvr 
speaker,  with  a  ftice  expressive  of  the  most  vehement  indignation. 

*^  It  must  be  laid  before  me,  and 'at  once,"  returned  the  bishop,  firmly* 
"  The  probability  is  I  shall  retain  it ;  at  any  rate  it  must  be  preached  no 
more !" 

"My  lord!  My  lord!"  said-  Mr.  Yerbury,  with  a  piteous  and  depre- 
catory gesture. 

"  A  positive  promise  to  that  effect  is  indispensable,"  said  the  prelate. 

**  Well,  my  lord,  I  submit,"  said  the  other,  mournfully.  "  The  dis- 
course in  question  has  done  its  duty.  It  could  hardly  hold  together.  I 
could  have  preadied  it  blindfold.     Now,  its  day  is  over." 

"  And  our  conversation,"  said  the  bishop,  with  a  courteous,  but  decisive 
gesture,  not  to  be  evaded  or  misunderstood. 

Not  so  terminated  Mr.  Yerbury 's  regrets.  They  were  lively,  and 
long  continued.  "Bishops  are  awful  beings,"  was  his  remark;  "give 
'em  a  vride  berth  while  you  can.     'Twas  but  last  week  that  young  Bam- 

bury,  finding  himself  at ,  went  to  the  palace  to  pay  his  respects  to 

his  diocesan.  'What  may  be  your  business,  sir?'  said  the  bishop^ 
sharply. — '  I  only  called,  my  lord^  as  a  matter  of  ceremony,  and  to  ask 
after  your  lordship's  health,  in  person.' — <  Oh  I  how  many  duties  have 
you  in  your  church  on  a  Sunday  ?'— •*  One,  my  lord.*  *  Then  go  home, 
and  for  the  future  do  two.'  Ims^ine  that  young  man's  surprise  and 
feelings  at  such  an  issue  to  his  interview !  And  imagine  mine,  when 
called  upon  to  surrender  .my  pet  sermon — my  unexceptionable  and  trea- 
sured companion  for  twentyyears — ^to  hear  it  abused,  and  called  to  my 
very  face  *  The  Boiled  HareV  A  sobriquet  which  Mr.  Yerbury 
retained  to  his  dying  hour. 
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THE  RUSSlASrS  IN  WALLACHIA. 

The  diplomatic  war  which  has  been  raging  for  some  time  between  the 
poiitical  forces  of  the  Sultan  and  the  Czar  in  the  Danubian  Piincipalities 
has  assumed  of  late  a  diffeisnt  aspect  from  that  which  it  had  previouslj 
home,  in  coasequenee  of  a  hot  engagement,  in  which  the  belhgerent  re- 
presentadyes  met  in  deadly  8tn&.  The  town  of  Bucharest  was  the  field 
of  battle ;  the  honoors  of  the  day  were  iaxrly  won  by  the  soyereign  of 
the  oonntry,  and  its  soi-duant  protector  sufCered  a  signal  defeat.  The 
energetic  and  deyer  defence  made  by  the  Ottoman  commissioner  against 
the  formidable  attacks  which  the  Bussian  agents  haye  for  seyeral  months 
been  conoentrating  on  him  alone,  has  at  last  completely  foiled  their  subtle 
strategy.  The  campaign  has  closed  with  the  satisfaction  of  merited  suc- 
cess on  one  aide,  and  the  con&ision  of  unexpected  discomfiture  on  the 
•ther;  for  k  is  a  new  feature  in  Moldo-Wallachian  affairs  that  Turkey 
should  tnomph  oyer  Russia ;  and  no  attempt  to  rally  for  a  fresh  assault 
eaai  he  made  until  llie  loss  and  damage  now  sustained  shall  haye  been 
repiured.  A  striking  proof  has  thus  been  furnished  of  the  undeniable 
,  £ict  that  Turkey  is  not  a  power  which  can  be  browbeaten  and  trampled 
upon  with  inpunity  in  her  own  dominions,  as  is  supposed  by  some 
writers,  who  haye  taken  a  most  erroneous  yiew  of  her  actual  condition, 
and  have  formed  a  palpably  incorrect  estimate  of  the  relaliye  positions 
and  respective  strength  of  tne  two  great  rivals  in  the  East. 

The  object  aimed  at  on  this  occasion  by  Russia  was  a  practical  demon- 
stration c^  the  paramount  necessity  of  her  continued  occupation  of  the 
Principalities;  and  the  Porte  was  equally  anxious  to  show  how  utterly 
superfluous  it  is  that  the  army  of  that  obnoxious  intruder  should  any 
longer  renuiin  in  the  Ottoman  Empire.  Fortunately  for  the  latter,  the 
Russian  cause  was  not  supported  by  justice.  The  treaty  of  Balta-Iiman, 
it  is  true,  authorises  the  stay  of  the  foreign  troops,  if  necessary,  for  seven 
years,  only  two  of  whidh  have  as  yet  elapsed ;  but  the  existiog  state  of 
the  Danubian  provinces  is  such  as  to  leave  no  doubt  of  the  facts  that  the 
presence  of  the  Russians  is  not  required  for  any  legitimate  purpose,  and 
that  their  withdrawal  would  be  productive  of  no  evil  consequences,  while 
the  fiscal  burdens  imposed  on  the  country  for  their  maintenance  are 
becoming  iutoWabJe  to  the  inhabitants.  The  agents  of  the  Czar  at 
Bucharest,  however,  wero  determined  that  the  army  should  remain,  and 
their  only  resource  in  this  dilemma  was  to  concoct  a  revolution,  which 
would  convince  all  parties  of  the  danger  to  which  the  Prindpalities  would 
be  exposed  if  they  were  deprived  of  active  protection  from  abroad.  They 
therefore  strained  every  nerve  to  excite  the  dissatisfaction  which  always 
exists  more  or  less  in  the  capital  of  Wallachia  on  account  of  the  corrupt 
administration  of  public  afiiurs,  and  to  induce  the  usual  malcontents  to 
make  some  display  of  popular  feeling  against  the  government  which 
might  sancti<m  the  use  of  Russian  bayonets.  But  all  their  efforts  proved 
abortive^  and  not  even  the  most  remote  semblance  of  an  insurrection  ap- 
peared. They  then  resolved  on  offering  a  dramatic  representation  of  a 
revoltitionary  scene  in  defiault  of  the  reality.  Mysterious  consultations 
were  held  among  the  band  of  intriguers,  both  official  and  officious, 
ostensible  and  occult;  ominous  interchanges  of  visits  took  place  at  the 
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ooontry-liotises,  where  some  of  them  were  pasdng  the  hot  season ;  and 
eyerytoing  was  arranged  for  the  projected  performance.  Actors  had  been 
easily  procured  at  so  much  a  head,  and  each  had  learnt  his  part ;  dubs 
and  committees  had  been  instituted  to  plan  the  bairicades  with  a  degree 
of  publicity  that  betrayed  the  truth;  and  couriers  were  seen  hurrying 
about  in  the  most  frequented  streets  of  the  town,  and  at  the  hours  when 
they  were  always  crowded.  Reports  arrived  from  the  interior  of  the  pro- 
vinces, which  announced  an  approaching  revolt  of  the  peasantry  against 
the  authorities,  and  the  prognostics  of  what  seemed  to  be  an  impending 
popular  movement  on  a  most  extensive  scale  were  daily  becoming  more 
and  more  apparent  Yet  no  preventive  measures  were  adopted  by  the 
ministry.  This  was  the  only  part  of  the  comedy  which  was  not  well 
played ;  for  the  ministers,  being  devotedly  attached  to  Russia,  and  closely 
connected  with  the  plot  which  they  had  themselves  perhaps  deviseo, 
should  have  taken  their  cue  with  better  tact,  and  shown  some  degree  of 
activity  in  their  preparations  for  the  defence.  On  the  contrary,  they 
almost  all  continued  enjoying  in  the  country  the  cool  breezes  that  descend 
from  the  Carpathian  Mountains.  The  prince,  however,  either  really 
alarmed,  or  supposing  that  he  was  obliged  to  lend  himself  to  the  game 
which  Russia  was  pla^g,  and  to  take  a  share  in  her  stakes,  seemed  to 
consider  the  situation  of  the  country  as  having  become  critical  in  the 
extreme,  and  he  suddenly  leflb  Bucharest  on  a  tour  of  pacification  in  the 
districts.  The  Russian  commissioner  also  disappeared.  Under  the  pre- 
text of  a  pleasure  excursion  in  Transylvania,  wnere  he  passed  only  a  few 
daRTS,  he  followed  the  prince,  step  by  step,  on  his  way  back,  markmg  the 
efiect  produced  on  the  population  by  the  presence  of  the  head  of  the  go- 
vernment, and  propagating  the  idea  that  he  is  kept  in  leading-strings  by 
Russia.  The  Turkish  commissioner  alone  remained  at  his  post  Calm 
and  imperturbable  amid  the  brewing  storm,  he  was  apparenUy  uncon- 
scious of  what  was  going  on,  and  indifferent  as  to  the  course  which 
affairs  might  take;  but  an  almost  imperceptible  smile  with  which  he 
listened  in  silence  to  all  the  dark  insinuations  and  portentous  hints  of  im- 
minent political  and  social  convulsions  that  were  addressed  to  him,  proved 
to  those  who  observed  him  closely  that  he  at  least  was  wide  awake. 

One  night  at  a  late  hour  the  native  executive  authorities,  who  were 
divided  between  the  two  classes  of  accomplices  in  the  scheme,  and  panic- 
stricken  Boyards,  rushed  to  Ahmed  Vefyk  Effendi,  and  besought  him  to 
take  upon  mmself  the  protection  of  the  peaceable  inhabitants  of  Bucharest, 
and  to  save  the  country  from  the  rabid  revolutionary  enthusiasts  who^ 
they  said,  were  at  that  moment  on  the  point  of  putting  their  sanguinary 
purposes  in  execution.  The  commissioner  replied  witn  perfect  compo- 
sure, that  it  was  his  duty,  as  the  representative  of  the  sovereign  of  the  Prin- 
cipalities, to  use  hia  hest  endeavours  in  their  favour;  and  that  he  would 
never  shrink  from  the  fulfilment  of  that  duty.  He  was  then  requested, 
in  the  most  earnest  manner,  to  g^ve  them  the  necessary  instructions  for 
the  security  of  the  town. 

<<Je  le  ferai  avec  plaisir,  messieufs,"  answered  the  Ottoman  agent,  who 
is  thoroughly  master  of  the  French  language;  ^'je  le  fenu,  et  mes  ordres 
sont  que  vous  alliez  tous  vous  coucher  k  Finstant,  car  il  se  hit  bien  tard." 

^^  Mais  votre  Excellence  oublie  que  nous  nous  trouvons  sur  un  vol'can." 

«  Dormez-y  en  paix,"  rejoined  Ahmed  Effendi,  with  an  expression  of 
good*hwnoQped  mockery  playing  on  his  features  as  he  wished  them  a  good 
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nigfat;  and  they  left  him  with  the  conyiction  that  they  would  neyer  be 
able  to  make  anytlung  of  him,  as  he  waa  evidently  not  a  man  to  be  trifled 
with — ^more  especially  as  he  had  an  efficient  army  of  Turks  at  his  beck. 

The  confederates  then  gave  up  their  little  theatrical  amusement,  and 
they  allowed  the  curtain  to  drop  before  the  actors  had  even  appeared  on 
the  stage.  But  they  did  not  abandon  the  hope  of  being  able  to  And  some 
means  of  proving  the  necessity  of  a  Russian  army  of  occupation  in  the 
Danubian  Principalities. 

The  prince  returned,  and  the  Russian  commissioner  immediately  after 
him.  The  secret  conclave  conceived  the  idea  of  working  upon  the  former 
in  such  a  manner  as  to  induce  him  to  acknowledge  the  unsettled  state  of 
the  country  by  some  public  act;  and  his  ministers,  several  of  whom  were 
inwardly  opposed  to  him  from  a  spirit  of  rivalry,  and  would  gladly  have 
seen  him  commit  himself  in  the  hope  that  he  might  fall,  and  thus  make 
room  for  them  to  step  into  his  place,  were  better  pleased  with  this  project^ 
winch  promised  to  effect  both  tne  purposes  of  Russia,  to  whom  they  were 
attached,  and  their  own  schemes  of  personal  aggrandisement.  All  the 
engines  were  therefore  set  at  work,  and  the  object  was  attained.  A  pro- 
clamation was  issued,  in  which  the  prince  declared,  that  his  constant 
desire  had  been,  as  it  still  was,  to  open  his  arms  to  all  without  exception, 
and  successively  to  call  every  one  to  take  a  part  in  the  service  of  the  state; 
and  that  he  had  employed  to  that  effect  every  means  of  conciliation,  as 
was  publicly  known,  and  had  given  undeniable  proofs  of  the  sincerity  of 
his  intentions,  and  of  the  invariable  sentiments  which  animi^ted  him.  He 
went  on  to  state  that  he  had  admitted  into  the  Principality  those  who  had 
been  banished  in  consequence  of  the  events  of  1848,  supposing,  that  when 
they  should  see  the  still  bleeding  wounds  of  their  country,  they  would  de- 
plore the  hallucinations  which  nad  drawn  down  such  evils  upon  it,  and 
that  they  would  consider  an  irreproachable  line  of  conduct  to  be  their  first 
duty.  He  complained,  that  notwithstanding  all  his  efforts  he  perceived, 
with  regret,  that  there  were  individuals  who  trifled  with  public  security, 
and  who  sought  to  disturb  it  by  all  kinds  of  manoeuvres.  He  added,  that 
his  paternal  solicitude,  and  the  advances  he  had  made  towards  all  of  them, 
had  been  regarded  as  weakness;  and  that,  instead  of  endeavouring  to 
realise  the  expectations  of  the  government  and  to  deserve  its  confidence, 
they  did  not  discontinue  their  attempts  to  plunge  the  country  into  new 
convulsions.  And  he  concluded  by  announcing  that,  as  head  of  the  state 
and  as  a  WaUachian,  he  could  not  prolong  his  indulgence  in  presence  of 
such  conduct;  and,  for  the  interests  of  public  tranquillity,  of  which  he 
would  have  to  render  an  account  to  the  Almighty,  he  would  consider  it 
his  duty  in  future  to  adopt  energetic  measures  against  all  those  who  might 
venture  to  disturb  the  public  peace,  and  trifle  with  it  through  their  in- 
trigues and  machinations,  to  whatever  class  they  might  belong,  and  with- 
out distinction. 

This  document,  countersigned  by  the  competent  minister,  was  an  official 
confirmation  of  all  that  the  Russian  agents,  whether  in  or  out  of  the 
Wallachian  cabinet,  desired  to  verify  ;  and  they  thought  the  victory  won 
on  the  5th  of  September,  when  it  was  published.  But  they  had  under- 
rated the  vifi;our  of  purpose  and  unbending  resolution  which  were  opposed 
to  them,  ana  they  had  miscalculated  the  strength  which  is  always  derived 
from  the  consciousness  of  having  an  upright  and  straightforward  line  of 
conduct  to  pursue,  which,  together  with  universally  acknowledged  personal 
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ftbility,  rendered  their  opponent  too  much  for  them.  The  Ottoman  coo^ 
Bussioner,  in-  conformity  with  the  system  of  moderation  and  CorgireDeas 
adopted  by  Turkey  in  her  treatment  of  political  deltoqiients,  had  been  io- 
stramental  in  enabling  several  of  those  who  had  been  banished  to  retom 
to  ikeir  comtry;  he  well  knew  that  none  of  them  had  so  ill-reqaited  fan 
generous  interposition  in  their  behalf  as  to  employ  the  conceded  prirU^e 
of  living  at  home  for  the  purpose  of  conspiring  against  that  public  trsA-  ' 
quillity  which  the  high  authority,  whose  clemency  had  been  extended 
to  them,  was  more  particularly  anxious  to  preserve^  and  which  they  had 
themselves  assumed  a  ^cial  engagement  to  respect ;  and  he  was  fully 
aware  of  the  utter  falsehood  of  the  current  assertions,  that  an  incendiaiy 
and  insurrectionary  spirit  was  growing  among  the  people  in  general,  for 
he  was  thoroughly  acquainted  with  their  pacific  and  innocuous  dispositioii. 
He  could  not,  therefore,  see  with  indifTerence  so  open  amd  unprovoked  aa 
insult  offered  to  those  who  had  so  lately  returned  ^m  exile,  and  so  ui>- 
fonnded  an  imputation  of  rebellious  intentions  publicly  made  against  them. 
He  would  not  stand  by  in  silence  when  the  population  at  laorge  was  in- 
sidiously maligned  by  ambitious  intriguers  and  anti-national  partisans, 
and  when  a  degree  of  plausibility  was  given  to  their  calmnnious  allega- 
tions by  conveying  them  through  an  official  decree.  He  had  said  that  he 
would  not  shrink  from  the  fulfilment  of  his  duty,  however  painful  it  might 
be  to  himself ;  and  he  now  boldly  faced  it  by  making  a  firank  declaration 
that  the  persons,  whose  intrig^ues  and  machinations  tended  to  disturb  the 
public  peace,  ;vere  neither  the  revolutionary  party  of  1848,  nor  any  other 
party  among  the  people  of  Wallachia,  but  that  they  were  the  agents  and 
adherents  of  Russia,  several  of  whom  might  be  found,  he  said,  in  the 
prince's  own  cabinet.  He  then  demanded  that  those  persons  should  im- 
mediately be  deprived  of  office  in  execution  of  the  threat,  by  which  the 
prince  had  publicly  pledged  himself  not  to  spare  any  one,  to  whatever 
cfaus  he  might  belong,  and  without  distinction;  he  pointed  out  which  of 
the  ministers  had  rendered  themselves  amenable  to  this  just  retribution 
by  their  designing  machinations;  and  he  insisted  that  satisfaction  should 
be  offered  to  the  outraged  honour  of  the  pardoned  exiles  of  1848,  and  to 
the  insulted  innocence  of  the  people,  by  dismissing  the  real  culprits. 
Loud  were  the  deprecations,  and  long  the  remonstrances  ;  desperate  were 
the  attempts  to  outflank  the  enemy,  and  active  the  fencing  to  parry  this 
hometbrust;  but  all  their  efforts  were  in  vain.  The  determined  Turk 
held  his  ground,  unmoved  and  immovable.  He  was  armed  with  justice 
and  right,  and  he  was  fully  capable  of  making  the  best  use  of  the  weapons 
in  his  hands.  Every  argument  met  with  the  same  answer — the  minis- 
ters must  be  dismissed;  and  they  were  dismissed.  The  greatest  dismay 
qyread  through  the  Russian  camp  at  this  untoward  issue  of  their  elaborate 
manoeuvres.  The  bravest  and  most  trusty  champions  of  their  cause  had 
fallen.  Intrigue  succumbed  beneath  the  resistless  force  of  rectitude,  and 
the  ascendancy  of  the  wily  usurpers  of  undue  influence  in  the  country  had 
been  overruled  by  the  dauntless  and  skilful,  conduct  of  the  delegate  of  the 
legitimate  sovereign  of  Wallachia. 

But  the  spirited  operations  of  the  Sultan's  agent  in  the  Danubian  pro- 
vinces, and  the  line  of  policy  followed  there  by  Turkey,  must  be  strenuously 
supported  by  those  powers  whose  interests  are  identical  with  hers,  as 
regards  the  predominance  of  foreign  counsels  in  the  administration  of 
ally  part  of  her  empire,  if  it  is  expeeted  that  the  sequel  to  these  events  in 


The  Ruasiaus  in.  WdOachia.  21 

Wafloehia  should  offer  fbrtlier  inataneas  of  success  in  represaiiig  the 
groimdless  assumptions  of  Russia ;  for  the  game  is  not  equal,  and  the 
paramouni  hold  which  the  latter  has  obtained  over  the  ambitious  and 
mercenary  Boyasds  will  again  throw  it  into  her  hands,  unless  prompt 
and  yieorous  measures  be  taken  in  other  quarters  lor  the  purpose  of 
stiengtheDk|fl^  the  just  and  beneficent  cause  which  has  triumphed  on  this 
aeeaskm.    Tne  Ottoman  authorities  have  made  a  step  in  the  right  direc- 
tion, and  they  should  be  cheered  on  to  re-establish  the  £ur  balance  of 
laiuence  by  overthrowing  the  unjustifiable  preponderance  of  one  power : 
ikey  have  shaken  the  hitherto  firm  foundations  on  which  the  overwhelm- 
ing superstructure  has  been  raised ;  but  formidable  efforts  will  soon  be 
made  in  the  hope  of  recovering  the  lost  ground,  and  of  retaliiUing  on  the 
Turkish  commisaoDer  and  the  native  priuce,  which  the  unbounded  alls- 
giance  of  the  higher  classes  towards  that  power  will  fiimish  ample  means 
•£  effecting,  if  they  be  not  frustrated  in  time.     The  fallen  ministers  and 
their  friends  intrigued  actively  when  the  former  were  still  in  office, — their 
endieavours  will  be  infinitely  more  enterprising  and  violent  now,  because 
the  part  imposed  on  them,  as  weU  as  on  most  of  the  class  of  Boyards,  by 
their  attachment  to  Russia,  will  henceforth  be  played  with  all  the  addi- 
tional rancour  and  animomty  arising  from  a  thirst  for  pei^nal  revenge 
which  their  sudden  fidl  cannot  fail  in  exciting.     Already,  in  the  formation 
ef  the  new  cabinet,  has  the  Russian  influence  proved  that  it  still  exists, 
and,  if  it  was  unable  to  accomplish  the  appointment  of  its  own  adherents^ 
it  effected,  at  least,  one  great  object,  in  the  imposing  of  several  persons  so 
nopopular  in  the  country,  that  the  utmost  dissatis&ction  was  created  by 
their  elevation  to  the  ministry,  which  is  a  result  ardently  desired  by 
Russia  under  all  circumstaQoes.     It  would,  however,  have  been  altogether 
iD^xMsible  to  supply  the  personnel  of  an  unexceptionable  administratioi^ 
toT  the  law  reqmres  that  the  members  of  the  council  shall  be  of  a  certain 
laok,  which  is  not  only  exceedingly  circumscribed,  but  also  notorious  for 
the  ineifideQcy  of  those  composing  it ;  they  belong,  almost  exclusively, 
to  one  of  three  classes, — the  inapt,  the  dishonest,  or  the  unpatriotic-- 
the  latter  characteristic  being  also  frequently  united  with  one  or  both  of 
the  two  others,  as  most  of  the  Boyards  are  sold  to  Russia,  and  few  of 
them  possess  the  requisite  qualifications  to  become  candidates  for  the 
ministerial  office  ;  and  all  that  could  be  done  to  diminish  the  evil  was  to 
distribute  the  portefeuilles  of  the  new  cabinet  in  such  a  manner  as  to 
ansore  the  least  possible  degree  of  harm  accruing  horn  the  unsuitableness 
of  the  individuals.     Some  of  the   Russian  partisans  even  went  so  far  as 
to  vaunt  the  formation  of  the  ministry  as  being  a  greater  triumph  than 
the  dismissal  of  their  predecessors  was  a  defeat,  and  to  assert  that  tiieir 
interests  would  be  as  well  served  now  as  they  had  been  previously.     But 
a  remarkable  hct  most  signally  refuted  that  boast,  not  two  days  after  the 
change :  a  full  pardon  was  announced  to  those  who  had  been  kept  in 
detention  at  the  instigation  of  Russia  ever  since  the  revolution  of  1848, 
one  of  whom^  especially,  was  the  object  of  her  peculiar  ill-will,  on 
account  of  his  bavin  c:  intercepted  certain  very  embarrassing  despatches  of 
her  agents,  and  having  made  them  known  during  the  political  move- 
ment ;  and  the  Turkish  cohnmissioner  has  acquired  by  this  act  another 
title  to  the  confidence  of  the  country  in  the  salutary  spirit  of  his  counsels 
and  inspirations. 
If  the  views  of  Ahmed  Effendi  should  continue  to  prevail,  there  will 
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indeed  be  a  chance  for  the  future  pro^rity  of  the  Danubian  Prind- 
palities.  The  pernicious  army  of  Russians  would  then  be  withdrawn, 
the  usurpation  of  power  by  their  dvil  agents  in  the  administration  of 
public  affidrs  would  be  checked,  and  the  quarantine  establishment,  by 
which  the  Czar  commands  the  whole  course  of  the  Danube  firom  the 
boundaries  of  Hungary  to  the  Black  Sea,  would  be  abolished.  That 
establishment  is  the  most  glaring  instance  of  unwarrantable  interference 
in  the  concerns  of  another  that  exists  in  Europe,  and  it  would  serve  as 
an  advantageous  arena  for  the  next  struggle  between  right  and  mighty 
for  it  is  the  weakest  point  of  the  Russian  position ;  and,  if  it  were  once 
boldly  attacked,  what  assumption  could  be  more  untenable  than  the 
employment  of  a  body  of  poHce  agents  round  the  frontiers  of  a  foreign 
country,  under  the  plea  of  a  sanitary  cordon^  against  the  plague  which 
no  longer  exists  in  any  part  of  the  Lievant  ?  What  usurpation  could  be 
less  founded  on  reason  and  justice  than  that  by  which  Russia  holds  ihe 
key  of  the  communications  between  two  provinces  of  the  Turkish  EmjHre 
and  the  remainder  of  the  Sultan's  dominions,  closing  and  opening  them 
according  as  her  own  policy  may  require,  intruding  a  corps  of  foreign 
officers  in  the  Principalities,  for  the  purpose  of  watching  the  political 
health  of  their  inhabitants,  and  intercepting  their  commercial  intercourse 
at  will,  to  the  ffreat  detriment  of  their  material  interests  ?  And  yet  diis 
flagrant  injustice  is  tolerated,  and  scarcely  even  complained  of.  If 
astonishment  is  expressed  by  a  stranger  visiting  the  country,  and  paining 
an  insight  into  these  nefarious  proceedings,  he  is  told  that  they  are 
sanctioned  by  the  Treaty  of  Adrianople,  and  all  discussion  is  thus  cur- 
tailed ;  but  the  existing  state  of  the  quarantine  establishment  is  hx  from 
being  consistent  with  the  text  of  that  document,  which  only  concedes  to 
Russia  the  right  of  co-operation,  while  an  absolute  monopoly  in  the 
direction  of  tbb  branch  of  the  public  service,  and  a  positive  deviation  of 
its  functions  and  practice  from  the  legitimate  purpose  for  which  it  was 
instituted,  have  been  actually  introduced ;  while  another  clause  of  the 
same  treaty,  in  the  fifth  article,  is  expressly  contradictory  to  this  assump- 
tion,  for  it  is  there  distinctiy  stipulated  that  Wallachia  shall  have  '^  une 
administration  nationale  ind^pendante/'  These  are  facts  which  cannot 
escape  the  observation  of  those  who  may  undertake  the  most  desultory 
investigation  of  the  circumstances,  and  there  can  be  but  one  opinion  on 
the  subject.  Such  is  tiie  traditional  respect  for  Russia,  however,  that  her 
many  illegal  acts  in  the  Danubian  Principalities  are  hardly  noticed, 
excepting  when  statesmen,  like  Ahmed  Effendi,  have  the  frankness  and 
the  courage  to  point  them  out. 

The  servile  submission  of  the  Moldo-Wallachians  to  the  Court  of  St. 
Petersburgh  must  appear  somewhat  strange,  and  well-nigh  inexplicable, 
until  an  opportunity  of  appreciating  it  in  all  its  bearings  has  been 
enjoyed,  and  several  unfounded  conclusions  are  generally  formed  with 
regard  to  its  cause  and  origin.  Some  adopt,  undisputed  and  even  unex- 
amined, the  views  which  are  so  pertinaciously  propagated,  that  the 
Emperor  of  Russia  has  an  incontestable  right  of  protection  over  the 
Danubian  Principalities,  based  on  treaties,  sanctioned  by  long  exercise, 
and  recognised  by  other  powers ;  that  right  is  arrogated,  but  it  rests  on 
no  legal  tities;  it  has  been  practically  enjoyed  only  through  bold  assump- 
tion on  some  occasions,  and  stealthy  intrusion  on  others,  while  it  is 
denied,  with  more  or  less  insistance,  by  most  of  the  European  cabinets. 
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It  is  also  oonjectored  that  palpable  advantagea  are  derived  bj  WaUacfaia 
and  Moldavia  from  their  forced  oonnexioQ  with  Russia,  which  cover  its 
irr^olarity,  and  induce  their  inhabitants  to  suffer  without  complaint 
encroachments  that  bring  material  benefits  in  their  train.  Such  cases 
exist  in  Europe;  and  there  is  an  example  of  this  kind  in  the  conduct  of 
Great  Britain  herself  towards  a  state,  smaller  than  these  Principalities,  it 
18  true^  but  somewhat  similarly  situated,  with  the  exception  of  the  one 
great  fact  that  there  the  principle  of  protection  is  just,  while  here  it  is 
mifeunded.  The  Ionian  islands  are  protected  by  England^  and  their 
reroective  positions  are  different  from  thoee  of  the  Danubian  provinces 
and  Russia  in  this,  that  the  loniaus  owe  allegiance  to  no  other  sovereign 
as  the  Moldo-Wallachians  do  to  the  Sultan,  and  that  the  islands  were 
formally  placed  under  the  protection  of  Great  Britain  by  the  Treaty  of 
Paris,  whereas  the  Principalities  can  derive  no  legal  protection  from  any 
power  but  Turkey ;  their  respective  condition,  however,  is  parallel,  in  so 
nr  as  the  British  influence  is  unpopular  among  the  lonians,  and  it  is 
accused  by  them  of  grasping  a  degree  of  authority  which  is  not  conceded 
by  that  treaty.  Tet  uie  admirable  roads,  splendid  pontifications,  and 
flourishing  schools,  besides  many  beneficial  institutions  which  the  English 
have  there  established,  not  to  mention  a  growing  debt  incurred  towards 
ihem  without  importunity  for  payment,  amply  supply  a  motive  for  the 
acceptance  of  that  influence,  however  undue  and  exaggerated  it  might 
be.  But  m  Wallachia  and  Moldavia  the  contrary  is  the  case  with  regard 
to  Russia :  she  has  made  no  roads,  she  has  even  destroyed  the  fortresses, 
•he  has  founded  no  schools  or  other  advantageous  establishments ;  and, 
instead  of  being  a  generous  and  convenient  creditor,  she  extorts  vast  sums 
for  the  support  of  her  troops,  which  also  rob  and  ruin  the  people  with 
whom  they  are  brought  into  contactr  It  cannot,  therefore,  be  in  fiivour 
of  the  pnmtaUe  nature  of  the  connexion  that  it  is  allowed  to  subsist. 
Others  infer  that  a  long  continuanoe  of  amicable  relations  and  disinterested 
habits  of  sympathy,  and  an  uninterrupted  series  of  friendly  acts  and 
immemorial  tokens  of  kindly  intercourse,  have  rivetted  the  bonds  and 
cemented  the  alliance  which  unite  Russia  and  the  Danubian  Principalities. 
But  how  does  history  speak?  The  intercourse  between  them  has  in  all 
ages  been  prdudicial  to  the  latter.  These  provinces  have  not  been  suffi- 
oientiy  conspicuous  in  the  course  of  European  events  to  enable  their 
antecedents  to  become  thoroughly  understood,  excepting  by  those  whose 
attention  has  been  especially  directed  to  the  subject ;  and  a  brief  retrospect 
may  not  be  considered  inopportune  for  the  better  appreciation  of  weir 
present  podtion  in  the  great  questions  now  at  issue  between  Turkey  and 
Russia,  for  the  singular  circumstances  in  which  Wallachia  and  Moldavia 
are  placed  have  arisen  from  a  long  concatenation  of  incidents  compara- 
tively obscure,  and  necessarily  absorbed  in  the  more  engrossing  interests 
which  have  been  called  up  in  their  train,  and  the  immediate  local  effects 
of  many  notorious  historical  events  have  naturally  been  lost  sight  of  by 
most  persons  in  the  greater  results  which  they  have  ultimately  produced. 
It  witi  not,  therefore,  be  irrelevant  to  the  consideration  of  the  aetual 
policy  of  Russia,  with  regard  to  the  Turkish  Empire,  cursorily  to  trace 
the  outlines  of  the  political  career  of  this  portion  of  it. 

The  Danubian  Principalities  formed  part  of  the  ancient  kingdom  of 
Dacia,  whose  inhabitants  were  of  Thracian  origin.  They  were  remark- 
able for  their  warlike  and  independent  character  many  centuries  before 
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tbe  p80]^  (^  RusBUi  had  ever  been  heasl  of  in  kistocy,  for  ihey 
lally  combated  the  avmies  of  Danoe  and  Alexander  the  GkeaL  Under 
tbeir  zenowned  king^  l>eeebalufl^  they  made  firequent  excainoDa  acxoae  tlie 
Danube  to  ravage  the  Roman  province  of  Moesia^  and,  hainng  beea  afc 
last  definitively  repuked  by  ihe  Emperor  Trajan»  they  were  attadced  by 
him  in  thdr  own  eonntry ;  the  lemaine  of  the  eelebraied  bridge^  built  by 
ApoUodoras  of  Damaseas,  by  means  of  wfaieh  the  Bomana  eroased  the 
diver,  are  aaai  existing  token  of  their  expedition,  and  its  crmnhling  avdws 
perpetuate  on  the  banks  of  the  Danube  the  memory  of  that  campaign, 
vihose  sculptuxed  records  still  surround  the  ^>lend]d  oohimn  in  we  Ina- 
perial  Forum ;  and  it  is  remarkable,,  how  strikin^^y  the  figures  of  the 
Daeiaas,  on  Trajan's  Pillar  at  Borne,  reseml^  the  modem  WallaehMos  in 
ftaiures^  person^  and  costume.  Daeia  was  oonqcieved ;  Decebalus  wouU 
not  survive  his  defeat,  and  he  fell  on  his  sword ;  his  subjects  set  fire  to 
Ma  town  of  Sarmiaequethousa,  and  emigrated  in  great  numbers  to  Sar^ 
matia,  and  ancient  Moldo-WaUaehia  was  annexed  to  the  territory  of  the 
Boman  Empire.  The  victofious  legiona  were  established  ther^  and 
colonies  were  founded,  banging  with  them  the  laws  and  civilisation  of 
Borne;  towns  were  built,  roads  constructed,  and  fertresses  raised;  the 
proverbial  solidity  of  aU  Boman  works  being  such,  that  traces  of  this 
ccmnexion  between  the  Danubian  states  and  the  then  conqper(»s  of  the 
known  world,  are  visible  to  the  present  day  in  their  remains,  as  in  ihe 
htHnka  and  language  of  their  modem  population*  Theiz  inhabitants  had 
previously  led  a  nomadic  life,  thdr  only  dwellings  were  covered  carts, 
from  which  drcumstance  they  were  styled  Hamazobii^  or  livers  in  wag- 
gons, as  the  word  in^dies  in  Cixeek,  and  their  sole  wealth,  consisted  in 
flocks  and  herds ;  but  they  were  enticed  by  the  Bomans  to  return  to 
their  country,  and  to  settle  in  towqs  and  villages ;  and  a  populous  city 
which  they  erected  on  the  ruins  of  Sarmiaequethonsa,  the  capital  of 
Decebalus,  soon  arose  to-  commemorate  their  subji^tion^  under  the  name 
of  Ulpia  Tn^ana.  The  Emperor  Hadrian,  however,  adopted  a  diffiere&t 
policy  with  regard  to  the  more  remote  of  his  provinces,  ana  he  determined 
on  not  sustaining  the  influence  of  Bome  over  her  wide-spread  conquests. 
He  destroyed  Trajan's  bridge,  in  order  to  impede  the  communicatians 
which  had  been  established ;  the  Dadans,  thus  cast  oSy  repudiated  thek 
aUegiance  towards  Commodus,  and  they  were  finally  abandoned  by 
Aurelius.  They  had  attained  in  the  mean  time  a  degree  of  prosperity 
which  had  been  hitherto  unknown  in  these  regions,  and  tbe  ancient 
Bussians,  commencing  even  then  to  exercise  their  baneful  influence,  were 
destined  to  deprive  them  of  it,  and  to  restore  the  half -savage  state  in 
which  they  had  lived  befnvi  the  era  of  Boman  colonisation  in  Dada. 

In  the  end  of  the  third  century  the  barbarians  of  the  north  invaded 
the  Danubian  provinces.  Then,  for  the  first  time,  appeared  on  these  fer- 
tile plains  the  lawless  ancestors  of  those  rude  Cossacks  who  may  now  be 
aeen  galloping  through  the  streets  of  Bucharest  with  their  lean  ponies, 
carrying  the  forage  which  the  terror  of  their  long  lances  obtained  for 
them  from  the  timid  and  submissive  Wallachians  of  the  present  day. 
The  Boman  legions,  which  had  remained  three  hundred  years  in  Dacia, 
soon  retired  before  the  resistless  impetuosity  of  the  assailing  tribes,  and 
crossed  the  Danube.  They  rallied  for  a  time  in  the  province  of  Mossia, 
idbich  aR;erwards  changed  its  name  to  that  of  Bul^^a,  on  account  of 
the  subsequent  settlement  of  these  fierce  wanderers  &om  the  Volga,  also 


ITte  Ru3sim>i9  m  WiMtxehia,  25 


o&  tbe  riglii  bank  of  the  Dannbe;  and  gradnallj  the  extenohre  aod 
Tftliey  enclosed  by  the  Carpathian  and  the  Bidkan  ranges  of  lof^y  mouah 
taina  was  completely  orermn  by  the  enemies  of  cWiliaalion.  The  first 
relations  that  existed  between  the  Rnssiana  asod  the  Moldo-WaUachians 
were  thus  of  a  hostile  natare,  and  they  were  signally  disadTantageona  to 
the  latter.;  for,  besides  all  the  customary  evils  of  a  predatory  invasion, 
tbe  loss  which  befel  them  through  the  retreat  of  the  Romans,  who  had 
partly  civilised  them,  and  had  materially  enhanced  their  national  pros- 
perity, must  also  be  ascribed  to  those  northern  foes  now  so  unaccount*' 
ably  regarded  as  friends. 

The  Goths  and  Huns  came  next,  and  ther  were  soon  followed,  in  the 
general  remue'tninag^  of  the  middle  ages,  by  ihe  Lombards  and  othar 
warlike  rovers,  who  fell  upon  the  Danubian  states  and  held  them  suooes- 
lively  for  sevenl  centnries,  after  having  driven  back  the  ancient  Bxesiaos 
to  their  Scythian  steppes.  The  Tartars  appeared  at  last,  and  the  rem- 
nant of  the  Dacians  which  still  lingered  in  the  country  took  fligfaC^ 
crossed  the  Catpathian  Mountains,  and  settled  on  their  nortnern  slopes,  as 
tributaries  of  the  Hungarian  kings.  The  strangers  from  the  East  coia- 
menced  a  gradual  evacuation  of  the  provinces,  however,  in  the  elevenik 
eentury,  and  their  original  inhabitants  progresrively  returned  to  thcei; 
but  80  slowly  was  this  change  effected,  that  it  was  not  until  the  year  1241 
that  the  latter  were  defimtively  established  in  Wallachia  under  their 
chief  Radu  Negru,  and  in  Moldavia  under  Bogdan  Bragosk  But  the 
Principalities  were  not  founded  as  they  now  exist  before  the  end  of  the 
thirteenth  and  middle  of  the  fourteenth  centuries :  at  the  former  period, 
in  the  southern  part  of  Dacia,  which  had  then  derived  the  name  of  Wal- 
lachia from  the  Sclavonic  word  wladh^  bearing  the  double  signification 
of  ItaHan  and  shepherd;  and  at  the  latter  epoch,  in  the  countiy  lying 
between  the  Carpathians  and  the  river  Puretna^  now  called  the  PMi% 
which  bad  reonved  the  general  designation  of  Moldavia,  from  the  river 
Moldawa,  whose  waters  traverse  it  and  faU  into  the  Danube  near  its 
mouth.  AHhovigh  divided  into  two  independent  states,  Wallachia  and 
Moldavia  still  continued  undistinguished  by  the  habits,  language^  and 
religion  of  their  inhabitants,  and  unseverea  by  any  feeliug  of  estrangi»- 
ment  or  of  hostility  against  each  other.  Being  important  on  account  of 
their  position,  the  aDiance  of  both  was  eagerly  sought  by  the  kings  of 
Poland  and  Hungary,  in  the  general  league  which  was  prqjeeted^  as  a 
bulwark  to  protect  Europe  from  the  dreaded  invasion  of  the  Turks ;  bnt 
when  the  Principalities  were  threatened  with  subjugation  by  that  rising 
power,  they  received  no  assistance  from  their  al£es,  and  their  internal 
weakness  and  exposed  situation  offered  no  means  of  successful  resistaaoe. 
Mirtsha,  Prince  of  Wallachia,  after  vain  attempts  to  combat  Badjaset  L, 
therefore  acknowledged  the  soverdgnty  oi  the  Sultan  in  the  end  of  the 
fourteenth  century;  and  Bogdan,  Prince  of  Moldavia,  soon  aftorwarJs 
became  the  voluntary  vassal  of  the  Ottoman  Porte.  In  virtue  of  their 
treaties  of  surrender,  tiiey  secured,  however,  the  undisturbed  exercise  of 
their  rdiigion  as  members  of  the  Eastern  Christian  Church ; — they  stipu- 
lated that  no  mosques  or  places  of  Mussulman  wcMrship  sfaoidd  be  erei^ed 
in  their  country,  and  that  every  native  abjuring  the  Christian  fiiith,  to 
embrace  Islamism,  should  lose  his  rights  in  his  respective  prerince;  and 
they  retained  for  the  Moldo-Wallachians  the  fumlty  of  electing  their 
princes  by  the  votes  of  their  Boyaids  and  bishops,  and  of  making  aUianees 
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irith  all  foreign  powers  not  the  declared  enemies  of  TWkey.  Tliese 
seyeral  privileges  were  conceded  in  consideration  of  an  annual  tribute  to 
the  Sultan,  and  of  an  engagement  to  sell  to  the  Turkish  govemmenty 
when  required,  all  the  produce  of  the  Principalities  which  they  could  ex- 
port after  haying  supphed  the  interna]  consumption. 

The  barbarians  of  the  north,  meanwhile,  had  risen  to  tiie  rank  of  an 
organised  nation.  They  were  formed  into  a  regular  state  in  862,  by 
Rurich,  Prince  of  Novogorod.  His  iridow,  Olga,  brought  Christianity 
from  Constantinople,  which  capital  sh^  had  visited,  and  she  was  canonised 
for  it,  under  the  title  of  St.  Helen,  as  she  had  taken  that  name  at  her 
baptism.  The  Christian  creed  thus  appeared  in  Russia  later  than  in  any 
other  European  country;  and  it  was  not  until  the  end- of  the  ninth  cen* 
tury  that  it  spread  amongst  the  people,  through  the  mission  of  an  arch* 
bishop,  by  the  Greek  Emperor  Basil,  and  by  Ignatius,  the  Patriarch  of 
Constantmople;  while  it  was  generally  adopted  by  the  Russians  only  in 
the  following  century,  when  their  reigning  sovereign,  Vladimir,  was  con- 
verted by  ms  wife,  who  was  a  sister  of  the  Emperors  Constantino  and 
Basil  of  the  Lower  Empire.  The  Russians  first  distinguished  tiiemselves 
in  tiie  history  of  tiie  middle  ages  by  the  war  waged  by  Sviatoslaus,  the 
son  of  Ruricn,  against  the  Greek  Emperors  of  Constantinople,  whom  he 
forced  to  pay  him  a  tribute;  and  the  Danubian  provinces  then  suffered, 
for  the  second  time  at  their  hands,  all  the  horrors  of  rude  war&re,  witii- 
ont  deriving  any  other  result  from  the  struggle  than  that  of  rapine  and 
desolation  whenever  their  country  was  the  field  on  which  it  raged. 

The  sovereigns  of  Russia  first  took  the  titie  of  grand  dukes ;  they  next 
proclaimed  themselves  as  kings,  or,  in  Sclavonian,  czars ;  and  finally,  in 
the  year  1721,  Peter  the  Great  assumed  the  dignity  of  emperor.  Before 
the  latter  epoch,  the  Russian  Church  was  governed  by  a  patriarch  re- 
siding at  Moscow;  but  Peter  abolished  that  ecclesiastic^  rank,  and  ap- 
pointed a  fln^od  of  bishops,  of  which  he  announced  himself  to  be  tne 
head.  This  circumstance  exercised  a  powerfid  influence  on  the  Moldo- 
Wallachians,  whose  sovereign  was  then  the  chief  of  Islam,  for  they  were 
easily  brought  to  regard  the  Czar  as  the  protector  of  their  religion,  although 
he  was,  in  fact,  a  schismatic ;  and  bigotry  blinded  the  right  judgment  of 
the  Sultan's  Danubian  subjects,  estranging  them  from  the  legitimate 
sovereign,  in  whose  hands  their  welfare  lay,  and  drawing  them  towards 
a  neighbouring  potentate  of  similar  creed  with  themselves,  but  of  widely 
different  secular  mterests. 

Peter  the  Great  radically  changed  the  aspect  of  internal  affairs  in 
Russia,  and  gave  her  a  degree  of  importance  in  her  foreign  relations 
which  she  Imd  never  previously  possessed.  A  people,  barbarous  and 
unruly,  was  wrested,  as  it  were,  by  force  and  in  spite  of  itself,  from  its 
rudeness  and  rapacity  ;  a  country,  scarcely  inhabited  and  ill-cultivated, 
was  enriched  by  agriculture  and  trade;  towns  were  raised  and  colonies 
planted  where  there  had  hitherto  been  nothing  but  marshes  and  forests ; 
comparative  enlightenment  and  order  succeeded  to  blind  ferocity;  a 
regular,  though  absolute,  administration  took  the  place  of  a  capricious 
and  cruel  despotism  ;  and  reason  arose,  to  a  certain  degree,  on  the  ruins 
of  ancient  prejudices.  All  this  was  accomplished  in  Russia  by  the  meri- 
torious exertions  of  her  spirited  emperor,  Peter  the  Great.  The  mere 
power  of  his  will  overcame  every  obstacle  at  home ;  and  no  reformer  ever 
nad  greater  dif&culties  to  contend  with.     Surrounded  by  powerful  foes, 
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the  Baltic  commanded  by  Sweden  and  the  Black  Sea  in  the  hands  of  the 
Turks,  he  understood  that  the  first  elements  of  greatness  abroad  must  be 
the  possession  of  seaports,  from  which  he  might  successfully  struggle 
against  both  these  warlike  states  for  the  acquisition  of  political  import- 
ance. The  Swedes  were  then  greatly  superior  to  the  Russians  in  civilisa- 
tion and  military  strength,  and  they  were  governed  by  one  of  the  most 
distinguished  captains  of  Europe — Charles  XII.;  the  Turks  ranked 
amongst  the  most  formidable  nations  of  the  world,  and  the  German 
Emperor^  Leopold,  had  been  driven  out  of  his  capital,  not  long  previously, 
by  their  army  of  200,000  men;  and  the  Czar  foresaw  that  all  his  efforts 
to  combat  them  would  be  fruitiess,  unless  he  could  succeed  in  making 
Russia  a  maritime  power.  He,  therefore,  made  the  attempt  with  his  usual 
energy  and  daring,  by  building  a  few  ships  on  the  river  Don,  and  sailing 
down  it  to  attack  Azoph,  which  then  belonged  to  the  Sultan.  His  first 
campaign  fiiiled,  but  he  soon  commenced  another,  and  it  was  successful* 
He  thus  gained  the  object  of  his  ambition — >the  possesrion  of  a  harbour. 
He  fortified  it»  and  ordered  the  construction  of  fifty-five  ships  of  war,  as 
the  nucleus  of  a  future  fleet  He  next  declared  war  against  the  warlike 
young  King  of  Sweden.  Charles  XII.  proved  to  him  that  he  had  much 
to  do  before  he  could  cope  with  the  old  monarchies  of  Europe ; — 60,000 
Russians  were  totally  defeated  at  Narva  by  9000  Swedes. 

^*  They  will  teach  us  how  to  beat  them  at  last,"  said  Peter;  and  lus  pre- 
diction was  fulfilled.  He  took  Narva  by  storm.  Favoured  by  Mazeppa, 
Byron's  hero,  who  had  deserted  from  the  Czar's  army,  Charles  penetrated 
into  the  Ukraine,  and  laid  siege  to  its  capital  with  20,000  men;  Peter  rushed 
to  the  relief  of  Pultowa,  and  destroyed  tne  Swedish  force.  This  was  one  of 
the  most  important  batties  in  modem  history,  and  its  consequences  will 
be  felt  for  ages  to  come,  in  so  for  as  the  destmies  of  Russia  involve  those 
of  the  whole  of  Europe.  Had  Peter  tiie  Great  been  routed,  or  even 
had  he  fallen  victoriously,  his  subjects  would  probably  have  sunk  back 
into  that  state  of  barbarism,  from  which  they  were  emerging  only 
through  his  personal  efforts.  His  good  fortune  was  not  invariable,  how-* 
ever,  for  he  soon  afterwards  met  with  serious  reverses  on  the  renewal  of  the 
war  with  Turkey,  and  he  could  only  conclude  a  treaty  of  peace  by  restor- 
ing the  town  of  Azoph.  He  afterwards  extended  the  Russian  territory 
still  further  when  the  peninsula  of  Crim  Tartary  was  annexed  to  it,  and 
the  river  Pruth  became  the  boundary  between  his  empire  and  that  of 
Turkey,  approaching  thus  the  Danubian  Principalities  which  were  then 
conterminous  with  ms  dominions.  He  also  undertook  a  Persian  campaign, 
after  finding  a  pretext  for  a  quarrel,  and  he  obtained  possession  of  several 
provinces  to  the  south  of  the  Caspian  Sea. 

''  It  is  not  land  I  want,  but  water,**  was  his  firequent  exclamation.  He 
attained  his  object  both  on  the  shores  of  the  Euxine  and  on  those  of  the 
Baltic,  of  which  he  made  himself  almost  the  sole  master  by  the  appro- 
priation of  Ingiia  and  CareUa.  When  he  died  in  1725,  he  left  to  his 
successors  an  empire  containing  280,000  square  miles,  and  formed  of 
eighty  distinct  nations,  speaking  forty  different  languages ;  nor  was  his 
work  ill  seconded  by  his  descendants,  for  the  area  of  Kussia^has  since  been 
extended  to  340,000  square  miles;  and  so  rapidly  has  the  population 
augmented,  that  its  whole  amount  has  now  reacned  63,000,000,  and 
Dupin  calculates  the  annual  increase  at  no  less  than  1,2()0,0CK).  Ever 
since  the  accession  of  that  great  prince,  the  ambition  of  the  Russian 
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gawGtnm&uA  htm  thus  teiuded  towards  the  requisition  of  ierritorj,  vdA  tkflfe 
policj  instkntfld  by  hin  kas  been  followed  1^  the  sabseqaeiit  heads  of  the 
Batian  with  underiating  eoostancy,  ability,  and  eantioa ;  its  TOBuHshaviB^ 
khherto  been  the  fonnatiaa  and  ooosoUdatiofB  of  an  empire  eqaal  in  eztesC 
to  the  whole  of  Europe,  and  the  largest  state  now  existiDg  in  die  wovld, 
being  nearly  10,000  miles  in  circumfereDoe,  4000  in  a  strai^t  lina 
drawn  from  the  frontiers  of  Sweden  to  the  shores  of  ike  Ca^an  Sea, 
dOOO  irom  its  northem  to  its  soalhem  extremities,  and  stretdiing  aorosa 
the  globe  frotn  west  to  east,  wi^out  ixitemiption,  from  the  German 
boundaries  to  Behring^s  Straits. 

Beside  this  ci^ossal  and  still  inereasittg  power  lay  the  Dannbiaa  Prin- 
cipalities, like  pigmies  at  the  feet  of  a  giant.  In  extent  not  greater  than 
England,  possessing  a  population  only  the  fifth  part  of  that  which  they 
could  support,  and  ihat  population  containing  none  of  the  elements  oif 
national  streogth — for  it  is  diirided  between  two  classes,  lihe  afiSuent  and 
the  indigent,  the  rieh  being  solely  addicted  to  hixury,  ostentation,  and 
political  intrigue,  and  the  poor  bemg  indolent,  miserable,  oppressed,  and 
degraded — Moldo- WaJlachia  looked  forward  to  her  ultimate  inooiporation 
in  the  growing  empire  of  Russia.  Her  fertile  soil,  still  as  productive  as  it 
was  when  the  Emperor  Trajan  obtained  supplies  from  his  30,000  B,oman 
colonists  for  the  army  which  he  sent  against  the  Scythians  and  Sanoa- 
tians,  was  a  bait  for  the  covetonsness  and  ambition  of  Peter,  for  he  fore- 
saw of  what  adyantage  might  be  to  him  the  possession  of  such  a  resource 
in  his  wars  with  Turkey,  so  yaried  are  the  articles  produced  in  the 
wooded  and  picturesque  tracts  of  country  near  the  Carpathian  Moun- 
tains, and  on  the  bare,  flat,  and  marshy  plains  towards  the  Danube. 
Grain  of  different  kinds,  wool,  butter,  honey,  wax,  tallow,  salt,  timber, 
and  salted  provisions,  were  already  exported  in  great  quantities  to  the 
market  of  Constantinople ;  and  horses,  oxen,  hogs,  and  hides  were  poured 
into  Germany  to  a  vast  amount.  Peter  did  not  overiook  the  importance 
of  monopolising  thesQ  rich  productions  for  Russia,  and  he  resolyed  on 
appropriating  them  as  soon  as  possible. 

The  object  to  be  obtained  by  founding  the  new  capital  of  Russia  at 
St.  Petersbargh  was  in  course  of  realisation  by  the  progresrave  subjuga- 
tion of  Finland  and  Bothnia,  and  the  only  enemy  to  be  feared  in  that 
direction  was  no  longer  formidable  after  the  defeat  of  Charles  XII. 
The  enterprising  Peter  must  extend  his  empire  stUl  farther  towards  the 
south  and  the  east ;  Constantinople  and  Calcutta  arose  in  his  dreams  as 
the  substitutes  for  St.  Petersburgh,  as  the  latter  had  supplanted  Moscow, 
the  ancient  capital  of  his  ancestors,  when  they  were  merely  the  obscure 
dukes  of  uncivilised  Muscoyy.  The  rising  Russian  giant  was  cramped  in 
his  bleak  plains  and  inland  steppes.  He  must  extend  his  huge  arms  to- 
wards the  sea,  to  make  room  in  his  growing  adolescence  for  the  prodi- 
gious dimensions  of  his  future  maturity.  The  monarchies  of  the  East- 
Persia,  Rhiva,  and  Bokhara — were  rapidly  becoming  dependent  on  the 
Czar,  and  the  fseble  bulwark  opposed  by  the  Tartars  was  evidentiy 
crumbling  to  pieces.  Asia  was  doomed,  in  Ins  visions  of  almost  universal 
domination.  India  was  marked  as  an  ultimate  prey^  smd  European 
Turkey  became  the  object  of  his  immediate  -views.  He  deluded  himsdf 
into  tile  belief  that  the  Ottoman  Empire  was  crouching  powerless  before 
the  inevitable  and  triumphant  advance  of  his  own  or  his  successors'  arms ; 
and  tiie  singular  document  which  he  left  to  them  as  a  political  will 


poores  the  aodieiiticity  of  has  grasping  and  iani&Me  acmbition  wiA 
vegaid  to  the  ezteosion  of  hb  dominions.  A  oentury  and  a  half  has 
bardh^  elapsed,  and  it  has  already  been  demonstrated  to  them  and  to  the 
world  how  vnicsh  the  power  of  Russia  had  been  overrated  in  one  respect^ 
and  how  ill  appreciated  were  the  resources,  moral  and  material^  of  the 
Tigoroos  Osmanlis. 

Peter  again  went  to  war  with  Turkey.  Constantine  Braneovano^  the 
Prince  of  Wallaehia,  agreed  to  assist  him  with  30,000  men,  and  to  realise. 
his  scheme  of  drawing  snppKes  for  his  army  from  that  province.  This  was 
the  &Bt  open  act  of  alHuice  which  grew  out  of  the  attachment  of  the 
Dsndbiaa  PrineipalilDes  to  Russia,  founded  on  the  sympathies  of  their 
eommon  reUgiosB  persuasion.  The  ^Euthless  prinee,  sdarmed  by  the  mi* 
Mlary  pmpanitkNM  of  the  wariike  Sultan  Aekmet,  soon  betrayed  the  em- 
peror, and  the  Isftter  was  nltimately  saved  in  that  disastrous  campaign  of 
tiM  Pnidi  by  the  addsess  disphKyed  by  his  wife  Catherine  in  gaining  the 
Giniid  Vizir,  to  whom  she  despatched  all  the  objects  of  vvakie  in  the 
Russian  camp,  enaiblzag  -die  rash  invaders  thus  to  retreat  from  the  once 
celebrated  Jassianim  Mnnicipiom,  now  called  Jassy,  which  they  had  oc- 
cupied. Brancovaao  was  arrested  at  Bucharest^  dragged  with  his  family 
to  Constantinople,  and  beheaded  there,  together  with  his  four  sons. 
Prinoe  Caotemir  of  Moldavia,  who  had  openly  declared  in  favour  of  the 
Czar,  escaped  into  Russia,  and  thus  diuded  the  vengeance  of  the  Sultan. 
The  Porte  then  determined  on  placing  Greeks  of  Constantinople  at  the 
head  of  the  two  provincial  governments;  and,  two  years  after  these 
events  had  taken  place,  a  new  era  in  the  historv  of  the  Principalities 
commenoed  by  the  installation  of  these  skilful  pohticians  in  the  office  of 
Hospodar,  as  ^ey  were  now  called,  from  ^e  Sdavonic  word  '^gospodin,*' 
or  lord,  and  by  the  formal  disfranchisement  of  the  Moldo- Wallachians  of 
their  right  to  elect  their  own  princes. 

Here,  then,  was  a  direct  result  suffered  by  the  Principalities  in  conse- 
quence of  thor  attachment  to  Russia,  and  it  was  a  most  prejudicial 
result  to  diem ;  for,  from  this  time  forward,  they  were  oppressed  and 
degraded  m  every  possible  way  through  the  misrule  of  the  Greeks,  who 
obtained  their  posts  by  bribery,  and  repaid  themselves  by  extortion.  The 
ordinary  assessments  were  arbitrarily  raised  to  an  indefinite  amount; 
'custom-house  duties  were  levied  on  the  produce  of  the  interior  in  trans- 
porting it  to  the  market,  without  following  any  fixed  principle;  the 
taxes  on  live  stock  were  chlu'ged  ten  and  fifteen  times  higher  than  was 
legally  estaUished;  forage  was  ooUected  for  the  stables  of  the  Hospodar 
and  his  Greek  favourites,  and  for  the  serrice  of  the  posts,  in  proportions 
which  appear  quite  fabulous ;  forced  labour  was  imposed  on  the  peasantiy 
to  a  most  vexatious  degree,  in  order  to  induce  diem  to  purdiase  exemp- 
tion ;  grain  was  required  from  the  wooded  districts,  and  timber  from  the 
open  plains,  for  pnbhc  nse,  to  oblige  the  villagers  to  pay  their  value  in 
money ;  thousands  of  patents  of  nobility  were  sold ;  privileges  granted 
according  to  a  tariff;  justice  was  in  the  market;  the  inspection  of 
schools,  the  direction  of  hospitals,  and  the  charge  of  beneficent  funds, 
beeame  profitable  speculations ;  and,  to  complete  the  demoralisation  of 
the  government  in  all  its  branches,  rank  in  the  poKoe  militia  was  con- 
ferred on  the  highest  bidden,  who  were  generally  the  very  maleEactors 
whose  detection  was  the  most  necessary.  This  notoriously  corrupt  ad- 
muBstration  on  the  part  of  the  Grreeks  was  esoouraged  by  Russia,  who 
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hoped  to  see  disafPecUon  towards  the  Sultan  arise  from  the  wrongs 
suffered  at  the  hands  of  his  unworthy  nominees ;  and  for  a  whole  centmy 
this  deplorable  condition  of  the  Principalities  was  maintained  by  the  com- 
bination of  venality  and  rapacity  which  characterised  the  Greeks,  who^ 
feeling  no  sympatny  for  the  population,  served  their  own  corrupt  inte- 
rests, at  the  same  time  that  they  realised  the  malevolent  purposes  of 
Russia,  to  whom  most  of  them  were  sold. 

At  last  the  Treaty  of  Kainaidjik  furnished  to  the  Court  of  St.  Peters- 
burgh,  in  the  year  1774,  an  opportunity  of  revenging  itself  on  the  Otto- 
man Porte  for  the  humiliation  of  the  Treaty  of  the  PrutL  The  Russian 
government  then  acquired  the  right  of  intervention  in  the  affairs  of  the 
Principalities.  But  that  right  was,  in  point  of  fact>  infinitely  more  limited 
than  its  subsequent  mode  of  ezerdse  would  lead  one  to  suppose,  for  it  was 
merely  stipulated  on  this  subject  that  '^  le  ministre  de  la  cour  imperiale 
de  Russie  k  Constantinople  aura  le  droit  de  parler  en  faveur  de  ces  Prin- 
cipaut^s,  et  la  Sublime  Porte  aura  6gard  It  ses  representations."  These 
were  the  feeble  and  slender  foundations  on  which  were  afterwards  raised 
the  formidable  superstructure  of  active  protection  and  armed  occupation. 
It  appears  that  the  Empress  Catherine  II.,  who  signed  that  treaty,  had 
formed  the  project  of  creating  an  independent  kingdom  for  Constantine, 
the  second  of  her  grandsons,  or  for  her  fieivourite,  Potemkin,  which  should 
consist  of  Wallacbia,  Moldavia,  and  Bessarabia ;  but  the  annexation  of 
the  latter  province  to  the  Russian  Empire,  which  soon  took  place,  gave 
another  turn  to  the  traditional  ambition  of  the  Czars. 

The  revolt  of  Pasvand  Ogler,  Pacha  of  Widin,  iivho  ravaged  Little 
Wallachia,  drew  forth  that  violent  retributive  reaction  on  the  part  of  the 
Sultan  which  drove  Prince  Soutzo  and  most  of  his  Boyaras  to  take 
refuge  in  Transylvania;  and  Russia  then  interposed.  The  result  was 
the  publication  of  the  Hatti  Sherif  of  1802,  negotiated  at  Constantinople 
by  the  Russian  minister.  That  document,  after  recapitulating  the  pre- 
vious stipulations  with  regard  to  the  Danubian  Principalities,  establishes 
the  right  of  the  Court  of  St.  Petersburgh  "  de  surveiller  Tint^grit^  des 

Srivil^ge  garaniis"  This  was  another  step  in  the  career  of  Russian 
iplomacy  on  the  banks  of  the  Danube,  and  she  now  appeared  categori- 
cally as  a  guaranteeing  power,  and  not  as  the  protector  which  in  her  con- 
duct she  assumed  to  be. 

The  peace  that  ensued  between  the  two  gpreat  empires  did  not  last 
long,  for  the  continual  and  unjustifiable  interference  of  Russia  in  the 
affairs  of  the  Priudpalities  called  forth  from  the  Porte  the  spirited  mea- 
sure of  closing  the  Bosphorus  to  her  ships.  An  army  advanced  to 
demand  satisEskction,  and  the  Moldo-Wallachian  territory  again  became 
the  seat  of  war,  Russia  thus  exposing  its  population  to  incalculable  loss 
and  injury  for  the  purpose  of  supporting  her  right  to  take  their  part,  for- 
sooth, against  their  lawful  sovereign.  The  latter  refused  to  treat,  and 
determined  on  accepting  the  apped  to  arms.  General  Michelson  crossed 
the  Niester,  took  Bender  and  Chotrim,  and  entered  the  capital  of  Mol- 
davia. He  next  marched  on  that  of  Wallachia,  and  routed  the  Ottoman 
force  under  Mustapha  Bairactar.  The  inhabitants  of  Bucharest,  deluded 
by  the  hir  promises  of  their  soirdisant  protectors,  rose  against  the  Turks, 
and,  joining  Michelson's  advanced  guard,  drove  them  from  the  town. 
The  Russians  thus  obtained  possession  of  the  Principalities.  Another 
army  was  raised  by  the  Sultan  at  Adrianople,  and  he  attempted  to 


The  Russians  in  WaUachia*  31 

reeoYer  his  loet  provinces.    He  failed,  however,  and  thej  were  occupied 
by  ihe  RussiaDS  until  the  year  1810,  when  the  hostile  troops  were 
increased  to  85,000  men.   The  war  then  became  more  serious  than  ever. 
The  pretended  friends  of  the  Moldo  -Wallachians  crossed  the  Danube,  and 
attacked  Rustchuk,  a  fortified  town  of  Bulgaria.     They   were  there 
repulsed,  with  a  loss  of  6000  of  thdr  troops.     Shumla,  which  is  called 
the  key  of  the  Balkan,  was  also  besieged  and  successfully  defended.    The 
Turks  in  their  exultation  published  a  bulletin,  in  which  they  stated  that 
the  number  of  their  enemies'  heads  which  they  had  cut  off  was  sufficient 
to  build  a  bridge  for  them  to  go  to  the  next  world.     The  contending 
armies  soon  met  again,  however,  on  the  field  of  battle,  and  the  Osmanlis 
were  obliged  to  retreat;  20,000  of  their  soldiers  were  killed,  and  Rus- 
tchuk was  at  last  taken.     The  Sultan  sent  a  fleet  to  attack  the  Crimea, 
while  the  Russians  followed  up  their  successes  in  Bulg^aria  until  they 
forced  his  army  across  the  Balkan.   Machmoud  had,  meanwhile,  ascended 
the  Ottoman  throne,  and  he  speedily  retrieved  the  losses  sustained  by  his 
more  feeble  predecessors,  Selim  and  Mustapha.     He  levied  a  large  force, 
which  he  placed  under  the  command  of  the  renowned  Achmet  Aga,  and 
he  sent  it  to  attack  the  equally  celebrated  Kutuso£^  at  Rustchuk.     The 
latter,  being  unable  to  save  the  town,  transported  tilie  inhabitants  to  the 
left  bank  of  the  Danube,  and  set  fire  to  the  place.     The  Turks  entered 
it,  and  extinguished  the  flames.     They  followed  the  Russians  across  the 
river;  but  Kutusoff,  by  an  able  manoeuvre,  despatched  a  division  of  his 
army  to  turn  their  flank,  and  attack  the  camp  which  they  had  lef^  on  the 
right  bank.     Being  thus  cut  off  from  his  reserve,  Achmet  Aga  was 
oblig^  to  capitulate,  and  the  Russians  were  glad  to  make  peace,  as  their 
own  Gountiy  was  then   invaded  by  the  French,  Napoleon  Bonaparte's 
desire  to  obuterate  the  recollection  of  his  defeats  in  Spain  by  victories  in 
another  quarter  havine  led  his  army  across  the  Niemen.     The  Treaty  of 
Bucharest  wis  concluded,  and  the  empire  of  the  Czars  was  extended  by 
the  acquisition  of  all  the  territory  lying  between  the  rivers  Niester  and 
Pruth  which   had  hitherto  formed  part  of  the  Danubian  prorinces. 
Moldavia  Proper  and  Wallachia  were  then  evacuated  by  their  dangerous 
friends,  af^r  a  disastrous  military  occupation  of  seven  years,  which  was 
the  only  effect  produced  on  the  Principalities  by  the  ofBcious  alliance  and 
protection  of  Russia  on  this  occasion.     The  traces  of  the  calamities 
caused  by  the  war  were  visible  long  afiter  hostilities  had  ceased.     Pesti- 
lence ana  famine  were  at  the  peasant's  door ;  fear  and  uneasiness  invaded 
the  palace.   The  Turks  became  an  object  of  dread,  on  account  of  the  bad 
faith  which  had^been  displayed  towards  them,  and  the  Boyards  expected 
daily  to  see  their  treachery  punished.     The  fortresses  were  dismantled, 
and  the  viUagers  were  obliged  to  work  gratuitously  to  repiur  them ;  and 
for  several  years  the  material  prosperity  of  the  provinces  was  retarded, 
while  the  sufferings  of  their  inhabitants  were  enhanced  by  a  casual  mor- 
tality among  the  live-stock,  which  formed  the  principal  source  of  their 
wealth. 

The  Treaty  of  Bucharest  repeats  the  expression  of  the  Hatti  SheriF,  and 
confirms  *'  les  privileges  garantis  aux  Principaut^s  du  Danube  par  la  cour 
de  Rusrie."  Other  diplomatic  stipulations  place  the  relations  between 
Russia  and  the  Danubian  Principalities  on  the  same  footing,  and  none 
ensts  of  any  kind  which  gives  the  former  the  right  oi  protection.  Facts^ 
also,  as  well  as  documents,  prove  that  the  assumption  of  that  right  on  the 
Jan, — ^yoL.  zci.  kg.  ccclxi.  d 
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part  of  Rnnia  is  unfounded  aod  unjitftifiable.     Wallachia  and  MoUavia 
pay  her  do  tribute  or  protection-maney,  as  ib  customary  with  protected 
states;  they  are  not  bound  to  aasist  her  in  her  wars;  they  am  not  included 
in  her  alliances;  and  the  avowed  system  of  their  government  is  in  nowise 
omilar  to  hers.     Russia  is,  therefore,  nothing  more  than  a  guaranteeing 
power;  and,  as  such,  she  acquires  no  right  to  herselE     According  to  itt- 
tenuitional  law  as  interpreted  by  Vattal — ^the  first  authority  on  the  sub- 
ject— the  only  duty  or  (unction  of  a  guaranteeing  power  is  to  maintain 
the  rights  ot  the  state  to  which  secuiity  has  been  given;  and  a  treaty 
which  receives  the  support  of  such  foreign  security  cannot  confer  any 
privileges  on  the  state  which  grants  it,  for  that  state  would  then  become 
a  contracting  party,  and  would  cease  to  be  a  guaranteeing  power.     A 
cabinet,  anogmting  other  functions  undier  these  circumstances,  openly 
violates  international  law,  and  presents  the  spectacle  of  arbitraiy  intei^ 
ferenoe  in  the  affiuxs  of  other  states^  exercised  by  usui^atiou  and  toleratol 
by  weakness. 

The  result  is  prejudicial  to  the  Moldo-Wallaohians  and  injurious  to 
their  acknowledged  sovereign,  the  Sukan;  the  interests  of  those  two 
parties  are  identical;  and  were  it  advantageous  to  the  former,  it  would  be 
so  likewise  to  the  latter;  but  the  inlznsion  of  an  unauthorised  protector 
between  a  sovereign  and  his  subjects  can  never  be  a  matter  for  congratu- 
lation; and  it  cannot,  therefore,  be  called  robbing  Peter  to  pay  Paul — it 
is  robbing  both  Peter  and  Paul  to  pay  another  who  is  no  friend  to  either, 
and  in  a  ^edes  of  coin  which  enjoys  the  most  favoured  current  with 
that  other,  as  there  is  nothing  more  agreeable  to  Russia  than  a  little 
meddling  and  mischief-maldng  in  a  neighbour's  dominions.  A  remarkable 
illustration  of  her  taste  in  this  respect  is  afforded  by  the  next  historical 
phasis  of  any  importance  in  the  existence  of  the  Danubian  Principalitieii^ 
which  took  place  about  nine  years  after  the  conclusion  of  the  Treaty  of 
Bucharest.  • 

When  the  Greek  revolution  broke  out  in  1821,  the  Wallachiaas, 
secretly  instigated  by  Russia,  again  revolted  against  thdr  sovereign,  in 
the  hope  of  recovenng  the  independence  which  they  had  enjoyed  pre- 
viously to  their  submission  to  the  Porte.  Their  attempt  resulted  in  total 
fiiilure,  principally  through  the  inefficiency  of  their  most  prominent  leader, 
Prince  Alexaoder  Ypsilanti,  who  was  the  son  of  one  of  the  Greek  Hospo- 
dars,  and  who  held,  at  the  time  of  the  insurrection,  the  rank  of  brigadier- 
general  in  the  Russian  army.  His  jealousy  and  distrust  of  a  native  par- 
tisan, who  simultaneously  took  iip  arms  in  the  cause  of  his  country,  and 
who  soon  attained  equal,  if  not  superior  authority  in  the  insurrection,  was 
abo  instrumental  in  frustrating  the  exertions  of  both  chiefs,  for,  had  they 
acted  in  unison,  they  might  have  obtained  some  concessions  at  least  from 
Turkey;  but,  when  the  latter  perceived  that  no  accord  existed  between 
thein,  she  found  no  difficulty  in  suppressing  the  rebellion,  and  in  re- 
establishing order  on  the  terms  which  appeared  to  her  most  favourable  to 
the  interests  of  Wallachia.  The  native  leader  was  an  officer  of  Pandours, 
by  name  Theodore  Vladimiresco,  who  had  served  in  the  last  campaign 
against  Turkey;  as  soon  as  he  heard  <^  Ypsilanti's  advance,  he  went  with 
about  fifty  Albanians  to  Little  Wallachia,  where  he  succeeded  in  raising  a 
few  thousand  men,  and  then  he  marched  on  Bucharest.  The  Hospodar, 
Alexander  Santao^  had  died  suddenly,  and  the  Porte  had  named  Prince 
Callimachi  to  succeed  him.     Delegates  from  the  latter,  who  was  still  at 
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ConBtantiiu^e,  arrived  in  the  Principality,  and  made  amicaUe  overtiutts 
to  yiadimiresco ;  but  he  replied  that  he  would  not  allow  the  new  Ho#- 
podar  to  crota  the  Dannbe  until  a  oonatitutton  diould  be  granted. 
AxuobAj  and  eonfuooa  ensued ;  the  timid  Boyaxds  fled  to  Austria  and 
fittflsia ;  trade  and  agricnltoie  were  abandoned;  and  malefacton  took  ai^ 
vantage  of  the  circuaastaaoes  of  the  eoudtiy  to  commit  crimes  of  all  Idndi. 
Swaia  had  thus  attained  the  main  object  of  ler  policy.  Ypsilaati,  .meaB- 
while,  apnniached  the  capital  of  Wallachia  with  a  band  of  loUowtea,  be- 
longiiig  cniefljr  to  the  cefebated  Greek  coospiracj,  known  by  the  name 
of  the  Hetairia,  and  he  took  up  his  position  at  Colintina,  the  countiv 
house  of  the  Gfaika  &mily,  within  a  mile  of  the  town.  The  two  diien 
■Mt^  but  they  did  not  come  to  any  imdezstanding  with  reigard  to  the  fiituie 
dircetion  of  the  rendation.  They  were  guided  by  difieient  mo^toe^  and, 
althoi^h  they  had  the  same  immediate  aim  in  riew,  there  woe  many 
points  on  which  tbej  could  not  agree;  Vladimtpesoo  was  only  desvous  of 
improving  the  corrupt  system  of  government  whidi  had  oppressed  the 
jMncipahty,  and  of  raising  it  from  the  abject  porition  in  whidi  it  had  laxn 
supine  unoer  the  abominable  rule  of  the  Greeks ;  Tpsilaati,  himself  a 
Greek,  and  son  of  a  Hospodar,  felt  no  sympathy  in  such  a  cause,  and  was^ 
in  het^  employed  by  Russia  for  the  express  purpose  of  preei^tating 
Jioldo- Wallachia  into  serious  difficulties;  die  WailacHian  was  bj  no  means 
hostile  to  Turkey,  provided  the  fateof  his  country  were  ameliorated  under 
her ;  the  Greek  was  a  member  of  that  secret  society,  whose  purpose  wae 
tfaeoverthrow  of  the  Ottoman  power  in  Europe,  and  he  was  the  agent  of 
Russia,  who  was  straining,  every  b»ve  to  embarrass  ihe  administration  of 
the  Sultan  in  any  nart  of  his  empire  where  he  could  succeed  in  ddng  so. 
The  disunion  of  the  two  leaders  was,  therefore,  a  natural  result  of  the 
conflicting  nature  of  their  re^eotiveaussions  and  interests.  Vladimiresoo 
•withdrew  to  the  convent  of  Kotrot^eni,  and  Ypsilanti  fell  back  on  Tirgo- 
vist,  the  ancient  capital  of  Wallachia.  Russia,  following  her  usual  system 
of -oonduet  in  such  circumstances,  disavowed  the  operations  of  her  general, 
after  having  encouraged  him  to  emback  in.  the  eotenprise,  and  Turkey 
prepared  to  put  down  the  insurrection.  An  anny  of  ^,000  men  was 
sent  across  the  Danube  under  the  command  of  Kiaia  Bey,  Governor  of 
Silistria.  Yiadimiresco  retired  from  Kotrotcheni  towards  the  small  town 
of  i^testL  Ypsilanti,  seeing  this  movement,  suspected  thai  the  WaUa^ 
diian  leader  had  submitted  to  the  Turks,  and  that  he  was  endeavouriar 
to  cut  off  the  retreat  <^  the  GcredES  by  intercepting  them  in  the  rear  wiok 
the  view  of  assistipg  the  Ottoman  &»«e;  he,  therefore,  had  him  setied 
at  Golesti,  on  his  way  to  Pitesti,  and  he  ordered  that  he  should  imme- 
diately be  conveyed  to  Tirgovist  A  semblance  of  a  trial  took  place  there; 
the  patriot  was  condenmed  without  defence  or  evufenoe  against  him,  and 
he  was  put  to  death  by  his  rival.  Some  of  his  troops  joined  the  Hetairista^ 
and  the  remainder  were  disbanded.  The  rebels  were  soon  threatened 
with  an  overwhdming  attack  on  the  part  of  the  Turics ;  their  provisions 
were  fiuling  them,  and  their  feeble  chief  resolved  on  seeking  security  in  a 
hurried  retreat.  The  Sacred  Battalion  alone—fbnned  of  enthusiastic 
young  men,  bdonging  to  the  first  fiunilies,  who  had  taken  that  classical 
title— was  eager  to  meet  the  enemy.  Their  desire  was  consummated  at 
Grageshan,  a  spot  where  laurels  should  spring  up  spontaneously  as  at 
Virgil's  tomb,  for  they  fell  to  a  man  without  once  breaking  their  ranks. 
The  revolutionary  aimy  was  totally  routed,  and  its  general  escap^  into 
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Austria,  where  he  died  id  prison,  after  lingering  several  years  in  confine* 
ment 

Thus  ended  the  second  episode  of  Rusrian  benevolence  towards  tihe 
Danubian  Principalities,  whi^  wef^  left  in  a  state  of  complete  disorgani- 
sation, overrun  by  brig^ds  firom  among  the  disbanded  Pandoors  and 
Amaouts,  the  towns  deserted,  and  the  country  uncultivated.  It  had  one 
advantageous  effect,  however,  as  the  provinces  were  relieved  from  the 
corrupt,  tyrannical,  and  arbitrary  sway  of  the  Greeks,  who  were  no 
longer  employed  by  the  Turks ;  and  the  Moldo-Wallachians  have  since 
then  been  allowed  to  elect  their  princes  from  among  themselves;  but  this 
boon  was  not  due  to  Russia,  and,  indeed,  it  was  contrary  to  her  interests 
and  pohcy,  for  the  servile  and  voud  Greeks  were  more  useful  to  her  than 
the  native  heads  of  the  provincial  governments.  The  Sultan  restored 
this  privilege  to  his  subjects,  notwithstanding  their  having  revolted 
against  him,  and  in  smte  of  the  opposition  of  Russia ;  all  former  errors  were 
condoned,  and  the  Principalities  were  reinstated  in  their  pristine  enjoy- 
ment of  native  administration.  This  act  of  clemency  on  the  part  of  we 
Ottoman  Porte  offended  Russia,  and  a  coolness  existed  for  some  time  be- 
tween the  two  cabinets  in  consequence  of  it.  Prince  Gregory  Ghika  was 
quietly  ruline,  meanwhile,  in  Wallachia;  and  Prince  John  Sturza  in 
Moldavia,  although  neither  of  them  was  recognised  by  the  Court  of  St. 
Petersburgh  as  a  leritimate  Hospodar.  The  misunderstanding  between 
the  two  great  rivab  became  embarrassing,  and  at  last  the  Treaty  of 
Ackermann  was  concluded  in  1826,  with  the  view  of  defining  their  rela- 
tive positions.  A  separate  deed  was  annexed  to  it,  in  which  the  rights  of 
the  Danubian  Principalities  were  recapitulated,  but  nothing  material  was 
changed  in  the  conditions  of  their  political  existence ;  and  then  the  long- 
continued  ill-humoiur  of  the  Czar  only  procured  him  another  opportunity 
of  professing  a  firiendship  towards  them,  which  was  invariably  belied  by 
his  acts. 

The  peace  lasted  only  two  years,  however,  as  war  again  broke  out  in 
1828,  in  conseouence  of  the  battle  of  Navarino,  that  memorable  ^'  unto- 
ward event,"  as^t  was  felicitously  styled.  A  Russian  army,  under  the  com- 
mand of  Count  Wittgenstein,  hastened  across  the  river  Pruth.  On  their 
approach  the  native  princes  resigned  their  authority,  and  Count  Pahlen 
assumed  the  reins  of  government,  under  the  title  of  President  of  the 
Divans  of  the  two  Prindpalities.  The  unpatriotic  Boyards  sang  pieans 
in  honour  of  the  change;  but  the  people  judged  truly  that  it  was  merely 
a  change  of  masters  without  any  benefit  to  them,  and  the  substitution  of 
an  imperious  foreigner  in  the  placer  of  a  lenient  native — King  Stork  had 
succeeded  to  King  Log — the  country  was  not  governed,  but  militarily 
occupied ;  no  sufferings  were  alleviated,  and  the  few  remaining  preroga- 
tives of  the  provinces  were  abrogated ;  it  was  the  same  tale  of  bricks 
without  providing  straw.  The  great  name  of  the  Emperor  of  Russia  was 
thrown  as  a  doak  over  every  abuse ;  his  mysterious  power,  wielded  by 
occult  intrigues  and  secret  agents,  inspired  respect  not  unmingled  with 
awe,  and  enhanced  -the  terror  of  his  invading  arms,  as  a  mist  magnifies 
the  moon.  Their  success  was  complete.  Tne  Wallachian  fortresses  of 
Ibraila,  Giurgevo,  Tumo,  and  Kal^  held  by  the  Turks,  were  ably  be- 
sieged ;  and  several  advantageous  engagements  took  place  between  them 
and  the  Russians  in  Littie  Wallachia,  the  native  troops  of  the  Principa- 
lities being  embodied  in  the  ranks  of  the  latter.    The  operations  of  the 
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first  campaign  terminated  with  the  fall  of  Varoa;  iu  the  next,  the  army, 
commanded  hy  the  notorious  Marshal  Diehitach,  crossed  the  Balkans  and 
entered  Adrianople,  that  second  capital  of  European  Turkey.  Negotia- 
tions commenced,  and  a  treaty  of  peace  was  concluded.  Its  fifth  article 
is  exclusively  on  the  subject  of  the  Danubian  Principalities,  and,  with  its 
annexed  clause,  it  offers  a  singular  specimen  of  praiseworthy  principles 
▼aunted  in  theory,  which  have  ever  been  repudiated  in  practice;  every 
kind  of  liberty  was  nominally  secured  to  the  provinces  on  paper,  and 
none  was  allowed  to  them  in  fact  by  the  self-appointed  guardian  of  that 
liberty;  the  northern  bear,  as  usual,  played  the  part  of  the  wolf  in  the 
fid>Ie  taking  care  of  the  lamb.  An  organic  law  was  framed  by  the  Rus- 
sian dictator,  Count  Kisseleff ;  a  general  and  radical  reform  was  proposed ; 
the  ancient  and  defective  modes  of  administration  were  condemned ;  a 
new  system  was  planned.  A  sai-disant  representation  of  the  people  was 
instituted,  the  mmisters  were  declared  responsible,  a  disciplined  army  was 
to  be  enrolled,  and  reg^ar  tribunals,  just  and  immaculate,  were  to  be 
established.  All  this  was  most  admirable ;  but  strangers  were  in  posses- 
sion of  the  Prindpalities.  An  army  of  occupation  and  a  foreign  provi- 
sional government  were  the  only  practical  results,  which  the  Moldo- 
Wallachians  realised  after  so  many  illusory  projects  and  promises  which 
had  been  held  out  to  them ;  and  these  two  real  afflictions  were  suffered 
for  five  years. 

In  the  year  1834,  Alexander  Ghika,  a  brother  of  the  last  Prince  of 
Wallachia,  was  placed  at  the  head  of  the  government  Although  cor- 
ruption and  oppression  still  continued  to  be  the  principal  characteristics 
of  the  administration,  and  little  or  nothing  was  futered  in  the  system  in 
spite  of  all  the  sonorous  phrases  which  had  been  uttered  on  the  subject  of 
reform,  the  new  Hospodar  was  generally  admitted  to  be  the  best  who  had 
ever  ruled  in  Wallacnia.  His  career  was,  however,  cut  short  by  the  in- 
trigues of  an  artful  and  ambitious  Boyard,  by  name  George  Bibesco, 
Favoured  by  Russia^  and  backed  by  a  numerous  band  of  partisans  who 
hoped  to  enrich  themselves  through  his  promised  connivance  at  malversa- 
tion and  abuse  of  office,  this  bold  schemer  succeeded  in  inducing  the 
Assembly  of  Boyards  to  sign  an  address  exposing  the  manifold  grievances 
of  the  country;  these  were  certainly  neither  small  nor  few,  and  they  were 
undoubtedly  fiir  firom  being  unfounded,  but  they  did  not  then  exist  to  a 
greater  extent  than  they  had  done  under  other  Hospodars,  and  it  is  unde- 
niable that  they  had  not  reached  so  enormous  a  deme  as  they  did  subse- 
quently, when  the  principal  complainant  himself  became  the  Prince  of 
Wallachia.  Russia  promptly  took  advantage  of  a  clause  in  the  Treaty  of 
Adrianople  which  sanctions  the  dismissal  of  a  Hospodar  who  has  been 
Ibimd  guilty  of  such  faults;  and  she  obtuned  the  concurrence  of  the 
Porte  for  the  removal  of  Prince  Ghika  from  his  post.  George  Bibesco 
was  appointed  to  it  in  his  stead. 

An  absurd  affectation  of  national  enthusiasm,  the  most  prdbund  hypo- 
Giisy,  and  a  well-sustained  and  continual  display  of  a  hign  order  of  ora- 
matic  talent  in  all  his  actions,  were  the  most  salient  features  of  Prince 
Bibesco's  character  as  Hospodar.  Patriotic  pilgrimages  to  the  tomb  of 
Michael  the  Brave,  one  of  the  ancient  princes  who  had  distinguished 
himself  by  a  chivalrous  love  of  his  country,  and  the  assiduous  distnbution 
of  prints  of  himself  in  the  ^costume  of  that  warrior  chief,  were  affairs  of 
state  with  George  Bibesco ;  but,  while  he  was  meditating  over  the  ashes 
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of  a  dead  bero  at  Tirgovist,  like  Charles  V.  in  the  mausoleum  of  Charle- 
magne, at  Aix-la-ChapeUe,  and  fancying  himself  a  small  Napoleon  Bona- 
parte apostrophising  the  mortal  remains  of  Frederick  the  Great,  the  people 
niiohad  been  committed  to  his  chaige  were  examining  his  conduct  towards 
the  Kring  WaUaehiana,  and  weighing  him  in  a  balance  in  which  he  was 
found  wanting.     A  number  of  young  men,  several  of  them  of  high  rank, 
who  had  received  their  education  in  the  west  of  Europe,  and  had  drawn 
a  sad  comparison,  on  their  return  to  Bucharest,  between  the  actual  state 
of  their  country  and  the  results  of  the  enlightened  government  which  they 
had  witnessed  abroad,  had  set  themselves  apart  firom  the  low  standard  of 
society  in  WaQachia,  and  were  canvassing  the  means  of  raising  the  Prin- 
cipality from  its  deplorable  ruins.     The  consideration  of  the  rich  endow- 
ments which  nature  has  so  prodigally  lavished  on  that  favoured  land,  and 
the  examination  of  the  eminently  fortunate  difiposition  of  its  population, 
fired  their  enthusiastic  minds  with  bright  hopes  of  future  national  pros- 
perity; while  the  review  of  the  unprofitable  manner  in  which  the  soil  is 
occupied,  and  the  investigation  of  the  unfair  condition  of  the  peasantry, 
roused  a  generous  indignation  in  their  disinterested  hearts  against  the 
iniquitous  conduct  of  the  majority  of  the  Boyards.     The  undue  influence 
of  Russia,  tooy  became  an  object  for  their  serious  reflectioD,  and  they  soon 
conceived  the  most  inveterate  abhorrence  of  that  obnoxious  power.    Gifted 
with  no  mean  talents,  which  had  been  successfully  cultivated,  supported 
in  their  arduous  task  by  untiring  perseverance  and  by  indomitable  personal 
courage,   and  several  of  them  possessing  considerable  private  fortune 
which  they  willingly  sacri^ced  in  the  common  cause,  they  became  a  for- 
midable party  in  the  state,  whose  cc^lective  enlightenment  and  individual 
sagacity  were  more  dian  a  match  for  the  weak,  ignorant,  and  corrupt  in- 
tellects  of  those  in  power.     They  boldly  accepted  the  mission  which 
seemed  to  have  been  assigned  to  \hera  by  the  miserable  lot  of  their  suf- 
fering fellow-countrymen  and  by  their  own  peculiar  circumstances^  and 
tliey  commenced  their  political  crusade  with  ardent  antieipatiofis  of  suc- 
cess.    The  first  step  in  the  healing  art  is  to  lay  open  and  probe  the 
wounds ;  for  this  purpose  they  devoted  themselves  to  journalism,  before 
proceeding  to  action.     They  turned  over  and  thoroughly  sifted  tihe  rub- 
bish of  the  middle  ages,  produced  by  the  crumbling  fabrics  of  obsolete 
institutions,  which  choked  and  stifled  the  growth  and  development  of  tiae 
prodigious  resources  of  Wallachia.     The  truth  was  displayed  in  an  irre- 
sistible light,  and  converts  flocked  to  their  patriotic  banner.     An  insur- 
rectionary spirit  was  spreading  rapidly  in  the  country.     When  Prinee 
^l^besco  became  aware  of  it,  he  was  vain  and  silly  enough  to  suppose  that 
he  could  guide  and  use  it  as  a  means  of  personal  aggrandisement.     In 
llie  poHtical  convubions  and  social  wars  of  1848,  he  saw  elements  of  the 
complete  overthrow  of  both  the' Turkish  and  the  Russian  Empires,  and  he 
indulged  in  the  fond  delusion  that  he  was  the  chosen  instrument  for  the 
foundation  of  an  independent  state,  of  which  he  would  be  pfodaimed  king. 
His  almost  open  encouragement  was  the  spark  which  fired  the  train ; 
none  were  ignorant  of  the  existence  of  crying  evils,  both  social  and  poli- 
tical ;  a  few  were  known  to  be  actire  in  the  search  for  their  remedy;  no 
steps  were  taken  to  oppose  them  ;  and  all  were  thus  prepared  for  a  sudden 
change.  A  revolution  took  place.  Its  chiefcrywas'^Fairedu  fruit  dutra[raii 
un  droit  de  propri6te ;"  and  of  a  truth,  if  tliere  be  a  country  in  Europe  in 
whidi  such  a  principle  is  required,  that  is  Wallachia,  where  the  peaaantB 
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are  ground  down  by  forced  labour  for  the  goyemment  and  cultivation  ibr 
their  lords,  without  the  faculty  of  possessiDg  an  inch  of  soil  for  themselyes. 
Besides  this,  the  correction  of  flagrant  abuses  in  the  administration ;  a 
proper  and  bonhjide  representation  of  the  people;  the  abolition  of  priyi- 
leges;  and,  above  all,  the  expulsion  of  Russian  influence,  were  aimed 
at  bj  this  movement.  A  constitution  was  drawn  up  with  the  view  of 
realising  the  reforms  proposed ;  it  was  presented  to  Prince  Bibesco  by  a 
crowd  of  the  inhabitants  who  coUected  around  his  palace,  under  the  guid- 
ance of  those  who  had  composed  it ;  and  he  signed  it,  accepting  all  the 
conditions  which  were  offerea  to  him,  in  the  bdlief  that  the  change  would 
place  a  crown  on  his  head.  He  was  soon  undeceived,  however,  when  he 
perused,  on  the  following  day,  a  violent  protest  which  the  Russian  codsuI- 
geueral,  Monsieur  de  Kotzebue,  lodged  in  the  name  of  the  Cxar,  and, 
fearing  the  consequences  of  assuming  the  responsibility  of  what  had  oc« 
corred,  he  resigned  the  authority  with  which  he  was  invested.  Perceiving 
that  the  game  was  lost,  he  threw  up  his  cards,  and  suddenly  lef^  the 
country  in  despair.  A  provisional  government  was  formed  by  the 
authors  of  the  revolution;  and  the  herculean  labours  of  reform  were 
commenced. 

M.  de  Kotzebue,  meanwhile,  had  struck  his  flag  and  retired  from  the 
capital,  declining  to  recognise,  or  hold  any  communication  with,  the  new 
administration ;  and  his  colleague,  M.  de  Titoff,  the  Russian  minister  at 
Constantinople,  had  addressed  the  most  urgent  remonstrances  to  the 
Porte  on  the  bloodless  collision  between  the  people  and  their  rulers  at 
Bucharest,  which  be  denounced  as  a  puerile  imitation  of  the  recent  rising 
up  in  judgment  of  the  paving-stones  of  Paris,  where  the  streets  were 
strewed  with  corpses.     The  philanthropic  scheme  of  abolishing  Walla- 
chian  servitude  by  apportioning  the  land  in  freehold  tenure  to  the  extent 
which  the  serfs  were  respectively  allowed  to  cultivate  on  their  own  ac- 
count, as  was  the  case  in  many  enlightened  countries  when  the  feudal 
laws  of  the  middle  ages  were  abrogated,  was  represented  as  a  violation  of 
the  rights  of  property ;  and  a  horrible  picture  of  the  complete  disorgani- 
sation of  society  was  portrayed  in  vivid  colours  to  alarm  the  Sultan,  be- 
cause the  pusillanimous  Boyards  had  foUowed  their  traditional  habit  of 
taking  to  flight  on  the  first  appearance  of  a  violent  change.     The  Otto- 
man government,  therefore,  resolved  on  despatching  a  delegate  to  watch 
over  the  welfare  of  the  Danubian  Principalities,  and  Solyman  Pasha  was 
intrusted  with  this  mission.     When  he  reached  Giurgevo,  the  revolu- 
tionary party,  anxious  that  he  should  receive  accurate  information  with 
regard  to  all  that  had  passed,  applied  to  Mr.  Colquhoun,  the  British  con- 
sul-general, whom  they  earnestly  begged   to  meet  him,  as  they  were 
well  aware  that  in  such  hands  uieir  cause  would  be  treated  with  strict 
justice  and  impartiality,  and  their  conduct  represented  with  perfect  inte- 
grity and  good  faith.     Mr.  Colquhoun  considered  it  to  be  his  dutr  to 
accede  to  Uieir  request,  as  the  agent  of  England,  who  is  ever  ready  to 
mediate  in  the  hope  of  preventing  bloodshed ;  and  he  proceeded  to  Ginr- 
gevo.  The  particulars  of  his  interview  with  Solyman  Pasna  did  not  transpire, 
but  it  cannot  be  doubted  that  matters  were  placed  in  their  true  light,  for 
a  long  residence  in  the  country,  and  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  people^ 
enabled  Mr.  Colquhoun  to  form  a  more  correct  estimate  of  the  facts  than 
any  other  foreigner  at  Bucharest,  while  his  neutral  position  as  a  didnte- 
rested  eye-witness  of  all  the  recent  incidents  rendered  his  testimony  more 
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dispassionate  and  trustworthy  than  that  of  any  native ;  his  account  of  the 
revolution  could  not  be  garbled  and  distorted  like  that  of  the  Boy  aids; 
and  his  advice  to  the  Sultan  s  emissary  would  not  be  dictated  by  any 
secondary  motive,  as  that  of  M.  de  Titofif  to  the  Porte  must  have  been ; 
and,  from  a  British  gentleman,  Turkey  could  neither  fear  to  receive  the 
artful  misstatements  of  unprincipled  venality,  nor  the  insidious  counsels  of 
false  friendship.     Whatever  may  have  be^n  the  tone  of  their  conference, 
its  result  was  that  the  existing  government  of  Wallachia  was  formally 
reco^ised  by  Solyman  Pasha  in  the  name  of  the  Ottoman  Porte;  and» 
as  the  representative  of  the  sovereign  of  the  Principality,  he  addressed 
circulars  to  the  different  consulates  inviting  them  to  transact  business 
with  it.     Russia  refused  to  do  so;  it  did  not  suit  her  views  that  an  admi- 
nistration should  exist  in  Wallachia,  which  was  likely  to  ameliorate  the 
condition  of  the  inhabitants ;  it  did  not  suit  her  views  that  a  portion  of 
the  Turkish  Empire  should  advance  in  prosperity;  and  it  did  not  suit  her 
views  that  liberal  institutions  should  be  established  so  near  the  frontiers 
of  her  own  empire.     M.  de  Kotzebue,  therefore,  still  remained  at  Galatz, 
whither  he  had  retired,  and  M.  de  Titoff  renewed  his  manoeuvres  at  Con- 
stantinople with  increased  energy.     He  went  so  far  as  to  suspend  amicable 
relations  with  the  Sultan's  government     The  latter,  unwilling  that  a 
war  should  ensue  without  having,  at  least,  attempted  further  to  arrange 
matters,  appointed  Fuad  Effendi,  a  distinguished  statesman,  commissioner 
in  the  Danubian  Principalities,  and  recalled  Solyman  Pasha.     The  new 
representative  of  the  Porte  soon  arrived  in  Wallachia,  and  he  was  accom- 
panied by  General  Duhamel,  a  Russian  diplomatist,  who  had  been  em- 
ployed on  two  former  occasions  at  Bucharest,  and  who  now  returned  as 
commissioner  of  the  Czar.     They  were  backed  by  a  strong  Turkish  force, 
under  the  command  of  Omer  Pasha.     The  convent  of  Kotrotcheni,  on 
the  outskirts  of  the  town,  was  selected  as  a  suitable  place  for  their  head- 
quarters, and  the  members  of  the  provisional  government  were  invited  to 
meet  the  commissioners  there  for  the  purpose  of  considering  the  state  of 
the  country.     The  presence  of  the  Russian  agent  precluded  the  possibi* 
lity  of  Fuad  Effendi  coming  to  a  satisfactory  understanding  with  the  re- 
formers ;  and,  after  a  short  discussion,  in  which  it  soon  became  evident 
that  a  compromise  was  hopeless,  Omer  Pasha  marched  into  the  town  with 
the  troops.     Some  resistance  was  offered  by  a  corps  of  Wallachians,  but 
it  was  soon  overcome ;  and  the  career  of  the  revolutionaxy  party  was  cut 
short,  after  existing  only  three  months.     Constantino  Cantacuzone,  a 
Boyard  in  the  Russian  interests,  was  named  Caimacam,  or  Regent  of  the 
province;  the  old  system  was  again  installed;  and  a  fiirious  persecution 
commenced  against  those  who  had  sought  to  better  the  condition  of  their 
fellow-countrymen.     Some  of  them  took  refuge  at  the  British  consulate, 
and  many  left  the  Principality  under  the  protection  of  passports  granted 
to  them  by  Mr.  Colquhoun;  in  this  he  only  followed  the  invariable  policy 
of  England,  who  extends  a  generous  and  fearless  hospitality  to  political 
exiles  of  every  class,  from  every  country,  and  in  every  cause ;  out  the 
Russian  party  were  so  exasperated  by  it,  that  they  md  not  scruple  to 
spread  the  most  malignant  and  calumnious  reports  on  the  subject.     The 
British  consul-^neral,  however,  seems  to  enjoy  that  unfeignea  respect  of 
the  great  majonty  of  the  Wallachians,  as  an  individual,  which  so  well  be- 
comes the  representative  of  a  power  like  Great  Britain,  and  he  probably 
treats  with  truly  English  indifference,  which  is  inspired  by  self-respect^ 
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the  idle  gossip  of  a  small  proportion  of  them,  and  the  too  transparent 
stratagem  of  Russian  detraction. 

Another  treaty  was  concluded  between  Turkey  and  Russia,  known  by 
ihe  name  of  that  of  Balta-Liman;  it  sanctioned  the  armed  occupation  of 
the  Danubian  Principalities  by  Russia,  and  the  residence  of  her  commis- 
sioner at  Bucharest  to  further  her  schemes  in  concert  with  her  consul- 
general.  The  latter  returned  to  his  post  with  the  hordes  of  Cossacks,  who 
immediately  rushed  across  the  frontier,  and  with  the  herds  of  Boyards, 
who  eagerly  regained  their  luxuriant  pasturage  as  soon  as  it  was  secured 
by  foreign  lances  from  the  inroads  of  the  ravenous  wolves;  disinterested 

{>atriotism,  liberal  institutions,  and  enlightened  administration  were  then 
ost ;  and  the  previous  mode  of  exercismg  and  undergoing  predominant 
influence  was  resumed,  old  abuses  were  revived,  and  the  prosperity  of  the 
country,  which  had  for  a  moment  struggled  to  rise  into  existence,  again 
succumbed  under  the  incubus  of  former  years. 

A  Hospodar  was  appointed  in  the  person  of  Barbo  Demetrius  Stirbey, 
the  brother  of  the  last  Prince  George  Bibesoo,  and  he  continues  to  direct 
the  affairs  of  Wallachia,  with  the  assistance  of  the  two  imperial  commis- 
sioners. It  was  never  an  easy  task,  but  now  it  has  become  still  more  em- 
barrassing, on  account  of  the  conflicting  interests  of  the  rival  courts ;  it 
was  always  a  great  difficulty  for  their  mostj  serene  highnesses  the  Moldo- 
Wallachian  helmsmen  to  steer  clear  of  the  Russian  scylla  of  usurpation 
and  the  Turkish  charybdis  of  open  opposition  to  the  Czar,  which  has 
been  their  constant  bugbear ;  but  at  present  it  is  an  absolute  impossibility, 
because  the  spirited  conduct  of  the  Ottoman  commissioner  obliges  them 
to  take  a  decided  course,  and  the  vis  inertia  with  which  Prince  Stirbey 
strives,  at  the  eleventh  hour,  to  combat  the  dangers  of  his  position,  is  but 
the  effort  of  the  drowning  man  to  save  himself  by  grasping  a  straw. 
The  opinion  of  the  most  clearsighted  is,  that  the  actual  state  of  affairs 
in  the  Danubian  Principalities  will  result  in  a  war  between  Turkey  and 
Russia,  and  that  another  and  more  deadly  struggle  than  any  that  has  yet 
taken  place  will  soon  commence,  in  consequence  of  the  cntical  position 
of  these  provinces. 

History,  therefore,  proves  that  the  connexion  which  has  existed  between 
the  Moldo-Wallachians  and  the  Court  of  Russia  has  never  been  otherwise 
than  most  eminently  prejucUcial  to  the  former;  but,  injustice  to  the  Czar, 
it  must  be  admitted  that  all  the  evils  arising  from  the  exercise  of  influence 
by  Russia  in  the  Principalities  cannot  be  traced  to  St.  Petersburgh  ;  and 
however  unfavourable  may  be  the  broad  facts  of  the  case,  still  the  impe- 
rial cabinet  must  be  aoqmtted  of  many  charges  which  are  often  brought 
against  it,  and  which  might  be  more  equitably  preferred  against  its  agents 
individually,  for  they  naturally  keep  it  in  ignorance  of  those  manoeuvres 
which  have  merely  the  personal  acquisition  of  wealth  or  the  indulgence  of 
vice  for  their  object.  Thus,  the  fiaiction  of  intriguers,  who  wield  at  Bu- 
charest the  powerful  weapon  of  reputed  favour  with  the  emperor,  are  in- 
strumental m  producing  great  detriment  to  the  welfare  of  the  province, 
even  when  they  have  not  the  interests  of  their  employer  in  view;  some 
for  the  purpose  of  sacrificing  to  the  Moloch  ofgain  by  shamelessly  sellinfi' 
their  influence  to  the  highest  bidders  for  o£^,  and  others  in  the  stiU 
baser  pursuit  of  unprincipled  profligacy  by  purchasing  complacency  with 
the  current  coin  of  patronage ;  both  classes  being  totally  regardless  of 
fitness  to  enjoy  it,  and  of  respectability  in  the  country  on  the  part  of 
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ihoae  whom  they  protect.  Beddes  the  baneful  effects  thus  occasioned  in 
the  general  condition  of  Wallachia,  the  tone  of  society,  intrinsically  so 
corrupt  that,  like  the  Cities  of  the  Valley,  Bucharest  seems  to  be  awaiting 
the  fall  of  fire  from  above,  although  there  certainly  may  be  more  than 
one  just  Lot  to  single  out  from  its  inhabitants,  is  evidently  still  further 
lowered  by  the  example  of  those  powerful  partisans,  who  rardy  wear  that 
conventional  mask  of  hypocrisy  which  is  the  involuntary  homage  of  vice 
to  virtue  even  in  the  most  depraved  communities.  Gambling,  too^  is 
also  encouraged  to  an  inordinate  degree  by  the  Russians  and  their  adhe- 
rents, most  of  whom  are  notoriously  addicted  to  that  demoralising  folly, 
and,  with  the  aid  of  ostentation  and  extravagance,  it  has  reduced  almost 
all  the  principal  families  of  Wallachia  to  a  state  of  impending  ruin.  Of 
all  this  it  would  be  unjust  to  suppose  that  the  cabinet  of  St  Petersburgk 
is  fully  informed ;  but  still  a  degree  of  responsibility  must  always  rest 
with  it  on  the  score  of  apparent  indifference  as  to  the  personal  conduct  of 
some  of  the  highest  of  its  agents  in  the  Danubian  Principalities;  and  if, 
as  is  contended  by  many,  Qiat  indifference  be  not  merely  apparent  but 
real — ^if  it  be  positively  the  wish  of  Russia  to  create  disorders  of  every 
kind  in  Wallachia  and  Moldavia,  political  and  social,  material  and  moral— 
why,  then  the  proportion  of  culpability  is  only  the  greater. 


THE    VOICES    OF   NIGHT. 

BT  J.  E.  CABPENTER. 

When  the  lonely  woods  are  still, 
Oh'l  how  sweet  to  rove  at  will, 
When  the  night-bird's  plaintive  song 
Floats  the  evening  breeze  along, — 
List'ning,  in  their  onward  flight, 
To  the  voices  of  the  night, 
That  seem  whispering  to  the  flowers 
From  a  brighter  world  than  ours ! 

Hark!  what  music  greets  mine  ear 
On  the  breeze,  so  loud  and  clear ; 
Softer  now — yet  sweeter  still — 
'Tis  echo  from  her  disUnt  hill. 

Oh !  ye  voices  tell  us  where 

Dwell  ve  ?  in  the  upper  air, 

Or  within  the  caverns  deep. 

Are  the  dwellings  where  ye  sleep  ? 

Come  ye  from  the  coral  caves, 

Hidden  by  the  moonlit  waves ; 

From  your  regions  dark  or  bright 

Answer,  voices  of  the  night  ? 

Hark  !  a  sound— 'tis  echo  still 
That  replies  from  yonder  bill; 
'Tis  echo,  echo — still. 
Answers  from  her  distant  hill ! 


(  «  ) 


A  GALLANT  APPEAL  TO  THE  LADIES. 

BY  MR.   JOLLY  GREEK. 

Thej  are  so  perpetnaUj  aUnned  with  the  apprehension  of  these  and  the  like 
impending  dangers,  that  they  can  neither  sleep  quietly  in  their  beds,  nor  have  any 
rdish  for  the  common  pleasures  and  amusements  of  life. — Gulliver's  Travels, 

It  iBcnr  not  be  forgotten — indeed,  I  think  such  a  thing  scarcelj'  possible 
— ^that  about  three  yean  ago  (when  some  sensation  had  been  excited  bj 
the  letter  of  an  illustrioas  Field-Marshal  on  the  practicability  of  a  French 
invasion)  a  plan  for  the  defence  of  my  native  land  was  matured  and  pre- 
sented by  myself  to  the  British  public.  I  then  suggested  that  it  would 
be  well  for  the  goveranient  to  adopt  immediate  measures  for  fortifying 
the  Goodwin  Sands,  and  placing  that  important  outwork  in  such  a  state 
of  defence  as  would  effectually  prevent  an  enemy's  force  from  landing 
there,  and  thus  becoming  mast^«  of  the  key  to  our  whole  military  posi- 
tion, by  threatening,  or,  I  may  say,  )>lockading,  the  river  Thames  in  one 
direction,  the  British  Channel  in  another,  and  the  Grerman  Ocean  in  a 
tmrcl. 

This  proposition  was  not  attended  to !  Wh^f  I  leave  the  intelligent 
reader  who  remembers  the  ne^ect  experienced  by  Columbus,  by  Gafileo^ 
and  by  Captain  Warner,  at  the  courts  to  which  they  respectivdiy  accre- 
dited, to  guess.  Unfortunately  for  the  welfare  of  mankmd,  the  history 
of  scientinc  discovery  affords  only  too  many  examples  of  the  unworthy 
jealousy  which  actuates  all  governments  in  throwing  cold  water  on  the 
projects  of  enlightened  individuals;  and  that  I  should  be  another  victim 
to  this  paltiy  feeling  can  excite  but  little  surprise.  It  is  not,  however, 
of  my  own  wrongs,  though,  in  point  of  fact,  they  are  the  wrongs  of  the 
Nation,  that  I  desire  to  speak.  The  blood  that  now  boils  in  my  veins 
owes  the  rapidity  of  its  current  to  another  cause;  a  tenderer  chord  has 
been  touched ;  a  softer  emotion  awakened ;  it  is  no  longer  for  ourselves,  as 
JEnghskmen^  that  I  lift  up  my  voice,  but  for  something  nearer  and  dearer 
to  as  than  ourselves — ^fbr  our  better  selves,  in  short — that  I  now  draw  the 
sword  and  throw  away  the  scabbard.  If  we  seek  a  motive  for  preserving  our 
hearthstones,  if  the  lustre  of  our  dining^tables  is  not  to  lose  its  polish,  if 
the  buttons  on  onr  shirts  are  still  to  retain  their  places,  if  the  rosy  wine 
diat  we  sip  is  not  to  lose  its  flavour,  if  the  tendrils  of  the  vine  are  still  to 
ding  round  the  oak,  if  we  don't  mean  tamely  to  surrender  the  dearest 
privilege  bestowed  on  man — ^that  of  drinking  the  healths  of  '^ths 
I.ADIKS,"  whether  in  the  sohtude  of  our  chambers  or  in  ^*  the  halls— the 
halls  of  daasling  light ;" — if  we  care  for  all  or  any  of  these  things,  if  we 
reverence  and  cherish,  and  bless  and  adore  the  beaming  eye,  the  ruby  lip, 
the  ^'  light  fantastic  toe"  of  woman  ; — then,  I  say,  that  tne  manly  hearts 
of  England  are  called  upon  to  fuse  themselves  into  one  mighty  agglo- 
merate, whose  pubatwns  shall  alone  strike  terror  to  the  souls  of  the  ruth- 
less invaders  who  have  never  yet  had  the  audacity  to  make  their  appear* 
anoe. 

My  pen  bebg,  I  will  confess  it,  slightly  out  of  breath,  in  consequence 
of  the  violence  of  my  feelings,  I  pause  before  I  resume  it  to  explain  the 
reason  of  the  eloquent  explosion  to  whidi  I  have  just  giyen  utterance. 

Harii^  wiped  the  dewdropa  from  my  forehead  and  renewed    the 
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Bouquet  aux  Dames  with  which  I  scent  my  pocket-handkerchief,  I  now 
proceed,  calmly  and  philosophically,  to  deyelop  the  cause  of  the  mental 
agony  which  the  reader  has  just  witnessed. 

Owing  to  my  prolonged  absence  on  the -Continent,  I  haye,  for  the  last 
month,  been  sedulously  engaged  in  bringing  up  any  leeway  in  literature; 
^^reading-up,*'  in  fact,  to  the  exigences  of  the  hour,  in  order  that,  to  use  a 
£uniliar  expression,  I  might  not  be  behind  the  time  of  day.  As  may 
easily  be  supposed,  with  so  much  literary  food — ^a  good  deal  of  which  I 
have  been  forced,  in  a  manner,  to  bolt — my  powers  of  digestion  have  been 
pretty  well  exercised;  and  were  it  not  that  I  am  a  kind  of  human  casso- 
wary or  dromedary,  able  to  swallow  anything,  I  might  have  sunk  under 
the  attempt.  I  pass  over  the  majority  of  the  works  which  constitute  my 
**  CTBxn^'*  to  speak  of  one  the  contents  of  which  have  so  rivetted  my  at- 
tention, that,  since  I  read  it,  I  can  think  of  no  other  subject 

As  the  historian  Gibbon  has  permitted  himself  to  describe  the  spot  on 
which  he  sat  when  he  put  the  finishing  touch  to  Milman's  edition  of  the 
'*  Decline  and  Fall,"  so,  perhaps,  I  may  be  allowed  to  mention  that  I  was 
standing  before  the  fire  in  my  study,  .warming  myself  af^  the  manner  of 
the  generality  of  English  gentlemen,  when,  amidst  a  pile  of  books  that 
had  just  arrived  from  Cawthom's,  my  eye  fell  upon  a  volume  arrayed 
like  a  bride  in  the  purest  vir^n  white.  I  concluded  that  it  was  a  volume 
of  poems,  probably  dedicated  to  myself,  by  some  struggling  aspirant  for 
£Eune,  and  I  handled  it  with  the  respect  which  I  always  snow  towards 
the  fiiir  sex,  and  with  the  sympathy  which  I  instinctively  feel  for  vellum. 
In  opening  the  book  I  acddentally  missed  the  title-page,  and  fell  upon 
that  which  followed  it,  bearing  the  following  inscription,  laid  out  in  the 
long  and  short  lines — ^here  a  word  only,  and  there  a  complete  sentence-— 
which  indicates  that  one  is  in  the  presence  either  of  a  dedication  or  a 
tombstone. 

"  To  that  half  of  the  community,  whom  it  is  our  happiness  to  regard, 
our  duty  to  defend,  and  who,  under  the  blessing  of  an  almighty  power, 
have,  as  yet,  only  read  of  war,  this  volume,  maUng  known  their  present 
nnprotected  condition,  is  faithfully  dedicated  and  inscribed  by  the  writer." 

<<  Oh,  ho!**  said  I,  when  I  had  got  safely  through  the  paragraph,  <'  this 
is  something  new,  and  apparentiy  very  pleasant  *  That  half  of  the  com- 
munity'— ^lovely  woman,  of  course — hm,  hm — *  regard' — I  should  have 
sud  *  love* — *  Quty  to  defend* — very  right — '  only  read  of  war' — yes,  yes, 
I  see — Polybius,  Cormontaigne,  Vauban,  the  *  Articles  of  War,'  feminine 
works  all  of  them — *  making  known  their  unprotected  condition' — a  good 
idea,  well  meant,  very  well  meant,  frighten  'em  to  death  and  then  come  in 
gallandy  to  the  rescue — 'unprotected' — ^hm,  hm, — inscribed  by  the 
writer.'  The  writer  I  One  of  the  Punch  men,  I  suppose,  woodcuts  by 
Leech,  text  by  Tom  Taylor — let's  see  what's  on  the  title-page." 

I  turned  back  and  read  as  follows : — 

''  The  Defenceless  State  of  Great  Britain,  by  Sir  Frauds  B.  Head, 
Bart.  Dedicated  to  the  Women  of  England.  John  Murray,  Albemarie- 
street" 

I  paused  for  a  moment  to  consider.  A  ray  of  light  soon  broke  in  upon 
me.  The  subject  upon  which  an  illustrious  Field-Marshal  and  myself  had 
already  exhausted  our  inventive  Acuities,  was  once  more  brougnt  before 
the  public  I  The  imminent  danger  in  which  we  formerly  stood,  when  the 
French  threatened  to  invade  us,  because  we  considered  ourselves  **  done" 
in  the  affiiirof  the  Spanish  marriages — ^that  danger  was,  then,  oonsideraUy 
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augmented,  waa  more  imminent  still.  Nothing  iras  more  likely.  I  had 
been  absent  from  England  for  some  months.  I  don't  mean  to  say  that  war 
was  on  the  point  of  breaking  out  on  that  account ;  on  the  contrary,  my 
retam  would,  in  all  probability,  oblige  the  enemy  to  think  twice  oefore 
he  set  his  armies  in  motion;  but  what  I  wish  to  convey  by  this  allusion  to 
my  own  movements  is,  that  having  been  occupied  with  other  diplomatic 
matters,  I  had  not  had  the  opportunity  of  inquiring  what  we  were  now 
on  the  eve  of  going  to  war  about 

The  condition  of  affairs  in  Germany  was  bad;  and  perhaps  it  followed 
as  a  matter  of  course,  that  if  France  wished  to  take  advantage  of  the 
struggle,  and  recover  the  Rhenish  provinces,  the  most  direct  and  obvious 
conduct  on  her  part  would  be  immediately  to  cross  the  Straits  of  Dover. 
The  preparations  for  war  which  she  was  making  on  the  plain  of  Satory 
were  evidently  directed  against  Eugland;  for  what  other  motive  could 
the  President  of  the  Republic  have  in  view,  when  he  caused  to  be  dis- 
tributed among  his  ferocious  troops  so  many  thousands  of  sausages  and 
cigars?  Invaders,  now-a-days,  understand  their  business  much  better 
than  they  formerly  did  ;  and,  instead  of  pointing  to  the  promised  land, 
like  Moses  or  Hannibal,  and  desiring  theu-  soldiers  at  once  to  go  in  and 
win,  they  now  stimulate  then*  energies  with  champagne,  and  excite  them 
to  battie  with  smoke— at  a  very  respectful  distance.  So  secret>  also,  are 
they  in  their  plans,  that,  so  £Eur  from  giving  the  slightest  hint  of  their 
intentions,  they  allow  it  to  be  insinuated  that  the  President's  object  in 
smoking  and  ranking  with  the  Jeune  Garde  is  merely  for  the  purpose 
of  attadiing  the  army  to  his  person,  and — while  in  a  state  of  inebriety — 
hoisting  him  up  on  the  Imperial  throne.  But  this,  no  doubt,  is  what  is 
well  understood  by  the  diplomatic  world  to  be,  emphatically  ^'  gammon/' 
An  army  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  men,  ''  well  in  hand,**  as  Sir 
Harry  Smith  says,  can  be  moved  as  readily  in  one  direction  as  another. 
Inspired  by  champagne,  and  fortified  by  sausages,  what  is  to  prevent  the 
Praetorian  cohorts  of  Paris  from  marchmg  upon  Boulogne?  And  i^  as 
the  French  themselves  say,  the  President  has  no  chance  of  becoming 
emperor  there,  why  should  he  not  make  the  attempt  to  put  on  the  purple 
in  tiondon?  There  is  only  one  reason  ac^ainst  his  doing  so  that  I  am 
acquainted  with — ^his  fear  of  being  dunned  by  the  English  tailors,  having 
worn  their  purple  too  long  without  paying  for  it.  But,  possibly,  he 
might  intend  to  clear  his  score  after  another  feshion,  like  his  predecessor, 
Brennus  ;  and  if  so,  I,  for  one,  should  scarcely  be  sorry  ;  for  I  have  paid 
too  many  tailors'  bills  to  care  much  about  what  befals  the  whole  tribe. 
There  is  another  reason  also  why,  for  tiie  last  three  years,  the  chances  of 
invasion  are  so  great:  and  this  is,  the  profound  tranquillity  which 
France  has  enjoyed  during  the  whole  of  that  time,  and  which,  as  the 
Prendenf  s  late  message  assures  us,  is  so  likely  to  last;  particularly  when 
we  consider  how  firmly  united  all  parties  are, — ^how  fond  the  Repub- 
licans are  of  the  Legitimists,  and  how  sincerely  attached  to  each  other 
the  partisans  of  the  Comte  de  Paris  and  Loub  Napoleon.  There  never, 
indeed,  was  a  period  in  the  history  of  the  two  nations  when  England  had 
more  to  fear  from  her  enterprising  rival ;  and  this  is  precisely  the  view 
of  the  question  that  is  taken  botn  by  Sir  Francis  B—  Head  and 
myself. 

Our  cordial  agreement  on  this  point  renders  what  I  have  to  say  of 
<<  The  Defenceless  State  of  Great  Britain"  a  pleasing  and  agreeable 
undertaldng,  tiiough  the  subject  of  which  it  treats  is  so  much  the  re- 
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▼erne.  I  must,  howeyer,  do  my  duty;  and  if  it  should  happen  tfaat^ 
from  the  stores  of  my  experieQce^  I  should  add  to  the  feaiful  illustFatioaB 
jtdduced  by  Sir  Francis  B Head,  I  can  only  plead  Bottom's  apology, 

and  say. 

We  do  not  coine  as  minding  to  coutent  joa. 

Our  author's  volume  is  a  bulky  one ;  as  indeed  it  ought  to  be,  being 
so  full  of  ominous  portent;  but  with  the  earlier  sections  it  is  not  my 

Eurpose  to  deal,  as  the  immediate  object  of  the  present  notice  is  to  bring 
ome  to  the  bosoms  of  ^Belgravia,"  and  other  pofite  <2uarter8  of  the 
metropolis,  the  more  immediate  dangers  that  are  likely  to  accrue  from 
the  occupation  of  London  by  a  French  force.  This  is,  indeed,  the 
strong  ground  of  Sir  Francis  B  Head,  and  it  shall  be  mine. 

Passing  over,  therefore,  those  divisions  of  the  work  which  treat  of 
militaxy  and  naval  warfiEire  in  general — though  I  Uiink  I  could  throw  in  a 
few  strong  touches,  if  1  deemed  it  advisable  to  do  so — and  merely  noticiiig 
with  respect  an  admirable  suggestion  by  Sir  Francis,  that  this  inscrip- 
tion— "  Men-traps  and  spring-guns  are  set  on  these  premises" — should 
be  written  on  the  cliffs  <^  Dover,  in  very  huge  xihanuiers,  which  might 
have  the  elfect  of  deterring  the  invaders; — ^I  suppose,  with  Sir  Francu^ 
that  the  prcject  of  invasion  has  been  entertained,  and  the  executi<m  car- 
ried out  with  so  much  seciecy,  that  not  a  single  human  beiog-^not  even 
the  Paris  correspondent  of  the  Times — shall  have  been  aware  of  the 
&ct  till  it  proclaimed  itselE  As  the  amount  of  the  invading  army  is  set 
down  by  Sir  Francis  at  160,000  men,  and  as  an  express  train  from  Paris 
to  Boulogne  accomplishes  the  distance  in  about  five  hours, — that  is  to  say, 
during  dke  dark^  at  any  season  of  the  year^ — it  is  obvious  that  thore 
could  be  no  difficulty  in  transporting  die  invading  foroe  to  their  owa 
coast.     Sir  Francis  B  Head  does  not  state  of  what  troops  this  force 

would  be  composed;  but  I  am  disposed  to  believe  that  the  National 
Guards  of  Paris  would  form  a  large  proportion,  so  many  of  them  having 
already  visited  London,  and  acquired  not  only  the  language  of  the  in- 
habitants, but  an  ardent  desire  to  cultivate  a  more  intimate  aoquaintanoe 
with  their  property. 

When  once  w»  French  army  reached  Boulogne,  diey  would  have 
nothing  to  do  but  cross  the  Channel.  Sir  Francis  does  not  say  how^ 
exactly,  merely  observing  that  the  150,000  men  '^  would  piobably  be 
transported  at  repeated  intervals  of  six  or  eight  hours,"  leaving  the  mode 
of  doing  it  entirely  to  the  imagination  of  the  reader;  the  very  safest 
course  to  adopt  when  the  object  is  to  appeal  entirely  to  that  faculty. 
From  mj  knowledge,  however,  of  the  aquatic  habits  of  Frenchmen,  who 
take  the  water  like  ducks,  particularly  when  it  is  salt,  and  who  have  no 
word  in  dieir  language  for  sea«>sickness,  I  should  say,  that  if  they  did  not 
swim  across,  like  Csosar,  with  their  muskets  and  swords  between  their 
teeth,  they  would  come  over  in  steam-boats,  the  French  government 
having  always  two  or  three  hundred  vessels  of  this  description  ready  for 
such  a  movement,  but  lying  perdue  till  they  are  wanted  in  the  capaciaus 
harbours  of  Calais,  Boulogne,  and  Dieppe. 

It  is  possible,  as  Sir  Francis  says,  that  when  it  was  known  at  Ports- 
mouth that  the  French  armament  had  put  to  sea — ^the  whole  pro- 
ceeding being  based  on  the  principle  of  a  surprise — (an  *'  agreeable  sur- 
prise," like  the  fsLrce  of  that  name) — our  ships  in  ordinary  might  go  out 
to  attack  it ;  but,  as  he  justly  observes,  this  would  be  "  utto'ly  usdees," 
when  we  remember  thi^  the  ammunition  which  is  served  out  to  the 
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ftitiali  nayy  oonsists  of  nothing  more  thsn  ''  chalk,  stable  manure,  salt-- 
ivafter^  and  potash,"  all  ^'  mixed  together."  While  on  this  branch  of  the 
snbject,  it  strikes  me  that,  as  soon  as  parliament  meets — ^if  it  is  ever  per- 
oii^ed  to  meet  again — it  would  be  advisable  that  Mr.  Cobden,  Mr.  Hume, 
or  some  other  eminent  national  refbnner,  should  moye  for  a  committee  to 
inquire  into  this  £ict,  and  report  upon  the  explosive  qualities  of  the  mix- 
toTC.  These  gentlemen — as  ministers  are  well  aware — are  perfectly  ao- 
qoainted  with  the  whole  art  of  blowing-up,  and  their  condnsions  would 
aecessaiilj  hd  invaluable.  K  the  adaptation  oi  the  materials  referred  to 
shovdd  foe  found  to  arise  from  any  deficiency  of  g^powder  in  its  natural 
state,  I  would  recommend  that  the  method  should  be  resorted  to  of  the 
LiputiaQ  philosopher,  whom  Mr.  Gulliver  found  very  busy  at  work  eaJciB.- 
ing  ice  into  that  valuable  combustible. 

The  Groflsing  of  the  invaders  without  interruption,  and  their  landing 
withoat  the  slightest  casualty,  being  accomplished,  the  French  general, 
having  **  no  force  to  oppose  mm,"  would  march  to  Blackheatb,  where,  as 
soon  as  he  arrived,  he  might  exclaim  with  Lord  GrizzUy 

Thus  far  our  arms  with  victory  are  crown'd; 
For  thougli  we  have  not  fought,  yet  we  have  found 
No  enemy  to  fight  withal! 

Wlnle,  on  die  other  hand,  Sir  Francis  B Head,  'or  anybody  ebe 

equally  on  the  alert,  Myself,  for  instance,  might  echo  the  woids  i^iFoodlCy 

and  say, 

•  At  length  the  enemy  advances  nigh, 

I  hear  them  with  my  ear  and  see  them  with  my  eye. 

'*  Frmn  Blackheath,"  continues  Sir  Francis^  ^  the  French  general 
might  offer  to  the  British  people  peace,  or  rather  dictate  to  them  terms  of 
gnhmisdon ;  he  would,  however,  most  probably  prefer,  a  la  Napoleon^ 
to  do  so  in  the  oiemy's  capital;  and,  accordingly,  with  drums  beating, 
hands  playing,  trumpets  resounding,  and  colours  flying,  he  would  continue 
his  march  to  London.''  While  the  bands  are  playing  ^'  The  Rogue's 
March"^— a  favourite  air  vrith  the  French  troops  when  set  in  motion,  par- 
tieularly  in  a  foragn  country — I  shall  be  ask^  perhaps,  what  our  fellows 
are  doing  ?  I  answer,  as  every  man  of  sense — ^mduding  our  author-— 
would  answer,  in  his  own  words  : 

^  The  wisest  course  that  could  be  adopted,  would  be  for  the  army  and 
sovereign  to  retire  to  some  of  our  fortified  dockyards,  or  to  such  other 
points  as  should  be  deemed  advisable,  and  thus  to  abandon  the  palaces, 
the  Houses  of  Parliament,  the  pubhc  buildings,  the  docks,  the  shippings 
the  Bank  of  England,  the  press,  bankers,  merchants,  and  shopkeepers; 
in  short,  the  wealth  and  property,  the  lives  and  persons  of  the  inl^bitants 
— ^men,  women,  and  children — of  London,  to  their  fate.'* 

Just  so — only,  for  our'  better  security,  I  thiiric  it  might  be  as  well 
for  deputations  of  the  bankers,  merchants,  and  others,  to  wait  upon  the 
French  general  with  their  latch-keys,  to  avoid  the  disag^reeable  alterna- 
tive of  having  their  street-doors  blown  in  with  real  gpmpowder.  A  cer- 
tain number,  also,  of  wealthy  citizens — members,  for  instance,  of  the 
city  companies — ^who  felt  that  they  were  too  rich  and  had  enjoyed  them:- 
sdives  too  long,  might  request  to  be  made  examples  of,  and  thus  add  to 
the  general  agrimenL  Patriotic  individuals  of  this  description,  restoring 
the  Paris  shopkeeper's  placard  to  its  original  meaning,  might  assemble 
in  g^ups  at  stated  places,  with  labels  round  their  necks,  inscribed, 
"Here  they  spike  the  English;"  and  that  the  French  soldiers  would  be 
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obliging  enough  to  accommodate  them,  we  are  fully  assured  hy  Sr 
Francis  B Head.  To  attempt  a  defence  like  Zaragoza,  with  a  popula- 
tion of  only  2,000,000,  opposed  to  an  army  of  150,000  mmi,  fresh  from. 
Blackheath,  would  be  a  manifest  absurdity;  for  Sir  Francis  lays  it  down 
B8  a  military  axiom,  which  I,  for  one,  should  be  sorry  to  dispute,  that  no 
number  of  undisciplined  men  can  make  head  for  a  moment  agunst  a 
military  force.  The  whole  of  Barclay  and  Perkins's  draymen,  for  ex- 
ample, if  they  had  not  been  drilled,  secundum  artem,  would  be  no 
better  than  so  many  sacks  of  grains ;  and  this  formidable  force  being*  all 
we  haye  to  rely  upon  in  the  event  of  a  row  (as  we  have  recently  seenX 
what  opposition  could  the  sturdiest  population  make  with  only  tHe 
weapons  which  chance  threw  into  their  hands?  Personally,  I  migiit 
feel  disposed  to  select  my  antagonist,  and  call  him  out,  after  the  fashion 
of  Captain  Bobadil^  or  poniard  him  at  the  risk  of  my  own  life;  but,  on 
a  general  principle,  this  would  never  do.  It  is  the  custom  of  the  in- 
habitants of  captured  cities,  at  least  ever  since  the  siege  of  Calais  by 
Froissart,  to  go  out  to  meet  the  conqueror  with  ropes  round  their  necks 
and  wooden  shoes  on  their  feet — in  token  of  slavery  and  submission  ; 
and  neither  I  nor  Sir  Francis  B  ■  Head  see  any  reason  why  the  old 
practice  should  be  discontinued.  According  to  all  the  rules  of  war,  you 
are  beaten  even  if  you  don't  know  it;  and  nothing  is  left  for  you  but  to 
grin  and  bear  it. 

Here  is  the  actual  mcture  of  the  situatiop  of  this  country,  painted 
by  the  prophetic  pencil  of  Sir  Francis  : 

''  The  nation  would  be  completely  at  the  mercy  of  the  French  gene- 
ral. His  demands,  whatever  they  might  be,  must  be  complied  with. 
Whatever  sums  he  named,  we  must  pay — whatever  colonies  he  demanded, 
we  must  surrender ;  if  he  asked  for  the  whole  of  our  fleet  in  ordinary" 
(stable  manure  and  all)  *'  we  must  give  it  to  him ;  and  as  it  would  oe 
utterly  impossible  for  the  British  people  to  raise,  organise,  equip,  and 
ofiBcer  an  army  sufficient  to  overpower  him  in  less  than  two  or  three 
years,  he  might,  during  that  period,  continue  his  occupation  of  London.**  I 
It  is  clear,  from  the  above,  that  all  the  French  general  would  have  to 
do  would  be  to  get  to  London^  and  then,  like  a  great  spider  iu  the  centre 
of  his  web,  he  could  sit  down  perfectly  at  his  ease,  with  a  lease  of  Lon- 
don in  his  pocket,  and  not  the  slightest  chance  of  being  starved  out,  or 
burnt  out,  or  kicked  out,  or  being  exposed  to  the  least  thing  that  was 
uncomfortable.  He  would  divorce  the  lord  mayor — perhaps  marry  the 
lady  mayoress — shave  with  rose-water,  eat  plum-pudding  and  turtle- 
soup,  and  for  his  amusement  revive  the  national  di*ama. 

Sir  Fxancis  B  Head  does  not,  indeed,  mention  these  probable 

events,  which  to  my  mind's  eye  are  only  too  plainly  visible;  but  what  he 
says  on  this  point  we  shall  see,  when  he  has  described  the  manner  in 
wnich  London  will  be  occupied  by  this  formidable  French  general,  whose 
name  I  am  not  at  liberty  to  mention,  but  which,  if  known,  would  be  like 
that  of  Tom  Thumb-Hso  terrible,  that  "  giant  nurses"  would  ''  frighten 
children  with  it."  The  reader,  however,  may  fancy  any  name  he  likes, 
from  "  Old  Bogey"  downwards. 

''  On  arriring  at  his  goal,"  observes  Sir  Francis,  '^  his  arrangements, 
according  to  the  usual  system  of  military  occupation,  would  be,  probably, 
somewhat  as  follows: — With  a  view  of  establishing  a  cordon  of  close  con- 
finement, the  bulk  of  the  army  would  be  encamped  in  the  most  open,  con- 
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Tenient,  and  commanding  points  in  the  vicinity  of  the  capital,  such 
1.  St.  James  *s  and  Green  Parks;  2.  Hyde  Park;  3.  Regent's  Park ; 
4.  Any  convenient  open  ground  about  Hackney  and  Bow,  and  between 
those  and  Regent's  Park;  5.  Deptford  Dockyard;  6.  Clapham  and 
Camberwell;  7.  Brixton  and  Battersea." 

It  will  at  once  strike  the  reader  why  an  immense  force  should  be  located 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  Pechham.  Sir  Francis  sees  the  necessity  for  it, 
and  so,  no  doubt,  will  the  French  general.     The  former  proceeds: 

^'  All  large  buildings  would  be  occupied — first  for  hospitals,  and  then 
for  barracks ;  efforts  would  especially  be  made  to  obtain  cover  for  all  the 
horses ;  and  as  it  is  quite  usual  for  churches  to  be  taken  for  such  purpoises, 
they  would  no  doubt  be  so  applied.  Every  officer  would  be  bflletod  in 
the  nearest  and  best  houses;  he  would  require  firom  two  to  five  rooms,  ae- 
cordine^  to  his  rank,  and  on  exceedingly  easy  and  familiar  terms  to  live 
with  l£e  family." 

It  is  not  my  desire  to  add  to  the  apprehensions  of  my  timorous  country- 
men, but  my  fair  firiends  in  Belgravia  must  clearly  perceive  that  their  pari, 
of  the  town  is  distinctly  pointed  at  in  the  preceding  paragraph.  Th 
Pantechnicon  is  the  largest  building  in  the  vicinity  of  the  parks,  unless 
the  French  general  has  an  eye  to  the  Crystal  Palace ;  the  empty  churches 
—or  those  that  soon  will  be,  when  the  Decoratives  are  disgamished — are 
St.  Barabbas  and  others ;  and  the  nearest  and  '*  best**  houses  are,  of 
course,  the  Belg^avian  mansions.  Sir  Francis  is  too  modest  in  his  esti- 
mate of  the  French  officer's  wants.  I,  who  know  something  about  those 
gentlemen,  feel  satisfied  that  nothing  less  than  the  run  of  the  whole  house 
would  content  them;  and  as  to  the  ''easy  and  familiar  terms,"  I  am 
unable  to  bring  myself  to  contemplate  what  they  might  not  be  made  to 
imply. 

Sir  Francis  then  details  the  precise  localities  which  would  be  occupied, 
in  order  to  maintain  a  communication  throughout;  he  enumerates,  I 
regret  to  say,  every  public  place  of  interest,  from  Millbank  Penitentiary 
(whose  present  inmates  would,  of  course,  be  sent  back  again  on  the  town) 
to  the  London  Docks,  all  of  which,  he  says  (paying  a  silent  compliment 
to  our  architecture)  are  "  admirably  adapted  for  barracks."  I  need  not 
say  that,  amongst  them,  he  includes  the  National  Gallery  in  Trafalgar- 
square.     He  then  continues: 

"  These  preliminary  arrangements  having  been  completed,  and  with  the 
additional  power,  by  a  few  shells,  carcasses,  and  rockets,  of  burning  the 
whole  town  to  the  ground^  if  necessary,  the  French  general  would, 
probably,  proceed  to  business." 

In  order  to  "lubricate"  the  lo>?er  orders —a  French  method  of  giving 
them  the  benefit  of  baths  and  washhouses — the  general  would  issue  a 
proclamation,  announcing  that  he  had  come  to  bestow  upon  the  English 
people  ''parliamentary  reform,  the  downfal  of  the  oligarchy,  all  the 
objects  which  the  English  republicans  had  at  heart,  and  the  liberation  of 
Ireland."  But,  as  these  "objects"  would  scarcely  suffice  to  fill  the  bellies, 
or  otherwise  "lubricate"  the  lower  orders,  a  share  in  the  plunder  of  the 
metropolis  would,  of  course,  be  added,  the  permission  to  enjoy  which  would, 
no  doubt,  be  taken  advantage  of  by  the  population  who  reside  in  what 
Cardinal  Wiseman  calls  his  "slums," — abodes  not  quite  so  classical,  but 
almost  as  full  of  vice  and  misery  as  those  which  congregate  around  his 
own  pontifical  church  of  St.  Peter  at  Rome.     We  see  by  this  arrange- 
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ment  tlie  wbole  scope  and  purpose  of  i^e  invasion,  which  is  not  so  rnxuii 
to  conquer  England  as  to  repubHcanise  it,  be^nning  in  Belgravia,  and 
ending  (let  me  nope)  in  Tyburnia.  The  chief  operator  in  the  affair  will, 
says  Sir  Francis,  be  a  commissary,  und  if  he  acts  up  to  what  my  gallant 
^end  suggests,  Belgravia,  t^'pifying  the  fair  sex  in  general,  may  nse 
these  lines — taken  from  a  French  version  of  the  song  of  the  ^*  Unfortunate 
Mis6  Bailey" — as  her  epitaph : 

Le  oommissaire  fut  trop  severe 
Envers  una  fille  si  grelee. 

After  piofiding  food  and  comforts  (!)  for  ikte  army,  by  levying  taxes  st 
the  point  of  the  bayonet,  and  emptying  the  shops  of  Gunter,  Farranoe, 
Fortnum  and  Mason,  Morel,  &e,,  the  commissary  will  send  for  the 
editors  of  the  leading  journals,  and  briefly  infoim  them  that  it  vnll  be 
requisite  that  they  should  state  in  the  leading  article  of  an  immediate 
second  edition,  **  that  although  the  aristocracy  are  suffering  severely,  the 
people  at  large  oHfer  no  complaint,  and  that,  on  the  whole,  the  *  morale* 
appears  to  be  fovouraUe  to  the  new  system."  In  the  event  of  the  editor 
of  the  Timeij  and  the  rest,  dedming  to  insert  this  parag^ph,  even  as  an 
advertnement,  observe  what  follows.  I  have  no  doubt  that  it  would  be 
performed  to  the  very  letter. 

'^  If  these  orders  are  not  complied  with,  the  commissary,  either  by  word 
of  mouth,  or  by  a  very  slight  movement  of  one  eye^  directs  that  the 
offender  be  made  an  example  of.  Accordingly,  with  the  butt-ends  of 
muskets,  the  invaluable  printing  apparatus  is  smashed,  the  type  cast  into 
the  street,  and  the  editor,  falling  into  the  hands  of  the  soldiers,  undergoes 
treatment  which  nothing  but  the  ingenuity,  ferocity,  and  frivolity  of  a 
Frenchman  could  devise.  For  instance,  they  will,  perhaps,  first  of  all, 
cut  off  one  or  both  of  his  moustachios — strip  him — ^plaster  him  over  with 
thick  printer's  ink — curl  his  hair  with  it— dress  him  up  in  paper  uniform, 
and  ink  boots  made  &om  the  broad  sheet ;  if  he  open  his  mouth — '  Tiens, 
petit,  tiens !' — ^feed  him  with  pica ;  in  short,  by  a  series  of  innumerable 
and  ever-varying  strange  methods  of  what  they  call  ^  joliment  arrang^- 
ing'  any  refractory  subject  whom  they  may  wish  to  victimise— our 
military  readers  will,  we  are  confident  considerate  these  facets — they 
would  so  intimidate  the  press,  that,  like  every  other  person  in  the  country, 
it  would  be  obliged  to  bend  to  the  storm." 

This  picture  is  no  less  graphic  than  faithfol,  and  its  fidelity  is  strikingly 
apparent  to  those  who  are  behind  the  scenes,  like  myself,  and  know  for  a 
fact  that  all  the  editors  of  the  London  papers  wear  moustachios.  I  need 
not  say  that  they  do  so  to  preserve  the  incognito  which  is  so  necessary  in 
their  position.  There  is  one  slight  error,  however,  in  the  above  descrip- 
tion. It  is  not  with  ^*pica'*  that  their  mouths  will  be  stuffed,  but  with 
something  still  more  difficult  of  digestion — ^they  will  be  forced  to  eat 
their  own  words  I 

Sir  Francis  has  made  use  of  the  term  ^^joliment  arrangL^^  I  agree 
with  him  that  it  is  a  most  expressive  one,  and  that  it  will  be  extensively 
applied,  not  only  to  refractory  shopkeepers,  who  are  to  have  the  benefit 
of  the  plat  de  sabre  on  their  most  vulnerable  parts,  but  to  recalcitrant 
dames,  who  are  to  be  subjected  to  the  Lord  knows  what — the  motto  of 
the  invaders  being,  "  Booty,  Beauty,  and  Revenge" — a  motto  inscribed 
on  tJie  banners  of  aU  great  conquerors,  from  Napoleon  at  Marengo,  to 
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T^d^oomfae  at  Astiey^s.  Amongst  those  who  are  to  profit  by  these 
^  ammgements,"  will  be  "  the  Chief  Commissioner  of  Customs,  and  the 
principal  capers  of  railway,  water,  gas,  and  all  other  companies,  to  each 
of  which  the  commissary  will  appoint  soldiers  to  take  all  the  receipts,  and 
ont  of  them  to  pay  wages  and  salaries  sufficient  to  keep  up  the  supply.'^ 
There  are  one  or  two  omissions  here^  but  when  the  time  comes  I  shall  be 
happy  to  supply  the  commissary  with  the  names  of  a  few  individuals, 
whose  plethoric  state  demands  a  touch  of  the  French  lancet.  I  allude 
to  certain  directors,  bankers,  and  others,  a  list  of  whom  I  have  in  pre- 
paration. 

The  section  which  follows  Sir  Francis  B  Head's  description  of  the 

prospectiye  capture  of  London  is  devoted  to  the  treatment  of  women  m 
war,  more  in  a  general  than  in  a  particular  sense.  I  am  no  CoasadEy 
and  shall,  therefore,  '*  imitate  the  honourable  Roman  in  brevity,"  observing 
merely  that  enough  is  left  unsaid  to  make  the  ladies  shiver  in  their  shoes ; 
bnt  whether  with  curiosity  or  dread,  I  leave  them  to  discover  in  the  book, 
which  so  admirably  answers  the  purpose  for  which  it  was  written — a  pur- 
pose which  may  be  in^nred  from  the  speciaK^  of  the  dedication.  In  refer- 
ence to  this — ^the  author's  great  olnect,  viz.,  to  instil  a  wholesome  fear  into 
the  breasts  of  the  sexier  part  of  the  community,  the  entreaty  of  the  mad 
prophetess,  Cassandra^  ought,  in  my  opinion,  to  be  implicitly  obeyed : 

Yirglna  and  boys,  mid-age  and  wrinkled  elders, 
Soft  infancy,  that  nothing  canst  bat  cry, 
Add  to  ray  ckunoors!  let  us  pay  betimes 
A  moiety  of  that  mass  of  woe  to  come; 

and  for  this  particular  reason,  which  is  singularly  applicable  to  the  present 
(or  futiure — it  is  all  the  same)  state  of  affairs, 

Our  firebrand  brother  Par'a  bums  us  all. 

The   "  Groans   of  the  Britons"  occupy  a  portion  of  the  volumes  of 
Sir  Francis,  which,  I  confess,  I  have  not  had  nerve  enough  to  read. 
Indeed,  if  any  one  could  see  the  piles  of  cambric  which  have  this  week 
been  conveyed  to  my  blanehisseuse,  or  get  a  glimpse  at  the  colour  of  my 
nose  (which  is  Rubens  all  over),  they  would  be  astonished  at  the  fortitude 
which  I  have  shown  in  reading  thus  far.     What  I  have  written  has  been 
in  the  most  admiring  spirit  of  the  author,  whose  eloquent  imaginings  I 
should  have  been  proud  to  acknowledge  as  the  brightest  thoughts  of  one 
who  calls  himself  Jolly  Green  !     But,  though  agreeing  with  him  in 
the  main,  I  must  say  that  I  do  not  altogether  approve  of  the  plan  of 
defence  with  which  he  concludes.     It  is  a  question  of  mere  men  and 
money  :  the  horse-marines  are  to  be  called  out  and  taught  to  shoot  round 
comers — the  mouth  of  the  Thames  is  to  have  a  new  set  of  teeth — India 
is  to  be  fortified — real  ammunition  is  to  be  served  out-^262,000  able 
seamen-gunners  are  to  be  trained  and  provided  with  comfortable  lodgings 
in  the  dockyards,  where  they  are  to  sleep  with  only  one  eye  shut ; — 
these  and  proportionate  equipments  in  the  land-service  are  to  be  made, 
and  the  whole  cost  is  not  to  be  more  than  a  few  millions  per  annum, 
which,  in  the  present  flourishing  state  of  our  finances,  will  be  given  by  the 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  before  they  are  asked  for.     Indeed,  without 
having  recourse  to  an  increased  income-tax.  Sir  C.  Wood  has,  I  under- 
stand, the  sums  requisite  at  this  moment  in  his  possession,  for  I  am 
credibly  informed  that  the  amount  of  consdence-money  that  has  accrued 
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rince  the  publication  of  the  last  budget  is  so  great,  that  he  entertains  ihe 
idea  of  paying  off  the  national  debt  with  it.  I  do  not,  therefore,  abso- 
lutely disapprove  of  Sir  Francis  B Head's  scheme,  which  I  know 

will  give  so  much  pleasiue  to  my  friend  Mr.  Gobden, — ^but  I  have  an 
amendment  of  my  own  to  propose,  which  forms  the  gist  of  the  pre- 
sent article,  and  has  supplied  me  with  its  title. 

Instead  of  raising  so  many  hundred  thousand  men — ^mere  lubbers,  as 
Sir  Francis  has  clearly  shown — let  ministers  at  once  make  an  appeal  to 
the  ladies ! 

Most  of  us,  in  our  early  days,  have  read  of  the  Amazons.  What  is 
to  prevent  us  from  going  bade  to  tiie  dreams  of  those  early  days,  and 
realising  them  on  the  spot?  In  a  word,  let  the  defence  of  England 
BE  INTRUSTED  TO  THE  LADIES.  With  Frenchmen  as  their  antagonists, 
no  one  can  doubt  on  which  side  victory  would  speedily  declare  herself. 

One  word  more.     Sir  Francis  B  Head  has  satisfactorily  proved 

that  we  are  to  have  an  invasion.  "  The  French  nation,"  he  says,  "  under 
a  tempest  of  violent  passions,  has  for  some  time  been  playing  a  game  of 
desperate  expedients,  the  last  card  of  which — it  matters  not  who  holds  the 
game — must  be  the  invasion  of  England." 

This  is  explicit  enough  as  ^ar  as  it  g^s ;  but  although  there  can  be  na 
doubt  that  the  event  will  come  off.  Sir  Francis  has  not  told  us  when. 

I  am  happy  to  have  it  in  my  power  to  be  able  to  state,  from  exclusive 
information  which  I  happen  to  possess,  that  the  invasion,  whenever  it  is 
determined  on,  will  take  place  on  the  first  of  April. 


POEMS  ON  A  TOUR. 

from  the  GERMAN  OF  "  FREDERIC  HALM." 

Br  John  Oxenford. 


I. — FAREWELL. 

PvE  seen  the  maid  I  lov'd  once, 
Clasped  by  another's  arm; 

I've  seen  the  lip  I  kiss'd  once, 
With  other  kisses  warm. 

I've  seen  the  hand  I  press'd  once, 

By  other  fingers  press'd; 
The  glance  that  on  me  beam'd  once, 

Upon  another  rest. 

Beloved,  I  must  tell  thee, 
My  love  for  thee  was  true. 

Now,  go  where'er  thou  pleasest. 
For  ever,  love,  adieu. 


n. — wnrrER  8  night. 
There's  darkness  all  around  me, 

And  in  my  heart  still  more; 
There's  icy  cold  around  me. 

And  in  my  heart  still  more.* 


The  spark  of  fire  poetic, 
The  spark  of  starry  light; 

Can  make  the  night  no  warmer— 
They  only  make  it  bright. 

ni. — FULL  MOCK. 

One  evening  we  were  grieving 
That  we  muAt  part  so  soon. 

Then,  as  a  lasting  keepsake, 
My  love  gave  me  the  moon. 

And  said:  "My  eyes  remember. 
Whene'er  she  nightly  beams;" 

And  siud:  "  My  tears  remember, 
When  mist  her  lustre  dims." 

I  gazed  upon  the  pale  moon 
For  many  a  long,  long  night; 

I  thought  upon  her  sorrows — 
Upon  her  eyes  so  bright. 


*  This  repetition  of  the  same  word  for  a  rhyme  is  in  the  oiiginaL — J.  0. 
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Bat,  ah  I  my  love,  what  did  she, 
While  thus  I  sat  and  sigh'd? 

She  left  me  in  my  moonheams — 
Became  another's  hride. 


IV. — BT  THE  BBOOK. 

lattle  hrook,  whence  comest  thou? 

•*  I  know  not  whence  Tm  flowing." 
Little  brook,  what  stream  seek'st  thou? 

<'I  know  not  where  Fm  going.' 


n 


Heart,  my  heart,  what  troubles  thee? 

^  I  know  not  what  can  tease  me.*' 
Heart,  my  heart,  what  wishest  thee? 

"I  know  not  what  would  please  me." 

T. — ^IN  THE  MIKSTEB. 

Within  the  yaulted  minster, 
Where  lamps  so  faintly  shine, 

I  saw  a  woman  kneeling 
Before  a  holy  shrine. 

Her  eye — ^that  bright  blue  heaven, 
Was  tow'rds  the  image  rais'd; 

Like  pearls  upon  her  eyelid 
Tears  trembled  as  she  gaz'd. 

Her  cheek  was  slightly  redden'd, 

Her  soft  lips  lightly  play'd, 
Her  hands,  devoutly  folded. 

Upon  her  heart  were  laid. 

She  knelt,  to  pray'r  abandon'd, 

By  rapture  overcome, 
In  pilgrim's  garb,  an  angel 

Who  sought  a  heav^y  home. 

But  I — a  thought  came  o'er  me, 
A  thought  like  Eden's  bliss; 

**  Oh,  surely  she  must  love  well, 
When  she  can  pray  like  this." 

VI. — m  THE  WOOD. 

Birds  upon  green  branches  swinging. 
Poets  on  the  moss  so  green, 

Both  their  merry  songs  are  singing; 
Birds  upon  green  branches  swinging, 
Poets  on  the  moss  so  green. 

All  their  songs  of  love  are  teUing, 
And  the  sound  is  soft  and  sweet 
Through  the  air  so  lightly  stealing. 
Ail  their  songs  of  love  are  telling. 
And  the  sound  is  soft  and  sweet. 

Merry  bird  and  poet-lover, 
Ah!  you  only  sing  in  May; 

A£ay,  alas  I  so  soon  is  over. 
Merry  bird  and  poet-lover. 
Ah  I  you  only  sing  in  May. 


Vn.— ON  THE  LAKE. 

Now  comes  the  hour  of  evening, 

The  Nixy  seeks  repose; 
Her  bed's  beneath  the  waters, 

The  mists  above  her  close. 

Along  the  bank  to  light  her, 
The  gentle  moonbeams  creep; 

The  evening  bells  are  ringing 
The  weary  one  to  sleep. 

Now  hark ! — around  the  waters, 

How  whispers  softly  play; 
The  sleepy  waves  and  rushes — 

"  Good  night— good  night" — ^they  say. 


Vni. — Ilf  THE  OARDEN. 

Against  thy  door  I'm  knocking, 
Come  out,  my  dearest,  come, 

And  find  for  me  a  nosegay 
Of  all  the  flow'rs  th^t  bloom. 

Take  mignonette  and  lilac. 
The  bright  narcissus,  too; 

Then  tulips  add,  and  jasmin, 
And  violets  so  blue. 

Take  all  excepting  roses. 
For  those  elsewhere  I  seek ; 

I  pluck  them  fh>m  thy  lip,  love, 
I  pluck  them  from  thy  cheek. 


IX. — SEKBKADE. 

Ye  clear  blue  eyes,  good  night,  good 
night, 
Be  clos'd  for  some  fair  dream, 
And  clearer  wake,  when  morning's  light 
Adorns  the  clouds  with  golden  seam; 
Ye  clear  blue  eyes,  good  night,  good 
night. 

Ye  rosy  lips,  good  night,  good  night: 
Its  cup  of  glory  shuts  &e  rose, 

Whene'er  with  stars  the  heav'ns  are 
bright; 
Thus,  thus,  in  lovely  silence  close, 

Ye  rosy  lips,  good  night,  good  night. 

Thou  lovely  face,  good  night,  good  night. 
For  how  should  we  day's  absence  feel 

While  still  thy  beauty  is  in  sight; 
In  pillows  soft  thyself  conceal; 

Thou  lovely  face,  good  night,  good  night 

X. — MEADOW  ASD  WOOD. 

See,  bright-green  is  the  meadow, 

And  darksome  is  the  wood; 
And  still  I  love  the  meadow, 

And  still  I  love  the  wood. 


52 


Poems  en  a  Tcur, 


The  &ir  one  or  the  brown  one, 
Which  lov'st  thou  moBt,  pray  tell; 

NaT — ^mnch  I  love  the  brown  one, 
And  lore  the  fair  as  welL 

XI. — IS  THE  CONVENT. 

She  stands  within  the  cloister, 
Blossom-white  is  her  gown. 

The  monk  is  standing  by  her. 
Clad  in  his  garb  of  brown. 

Young  spring  with  all  his  Instre, 
Seems  on  her  cheek  to  glow, 

The  monk  looks  like  the  winter. 
With  beard  of  driven  snow. 

With  youthful  hope  and  gladness, 
Her  soft  eyes  brightly  gleam; 

But  oh!  no  more  with  pleasure. 
The  monk's  dull  eye  can  beam. 

A  smiling,  careless  infimt. 
She  greets  the  days  to  come : 

He's  weary  of  life's  desert, 
And  longs  to  rest  at  home. 

She  kneels;  against  his  garment 
Her  ferreut  lips  are  presa'd. 

His  aged  hands  to  bless  her, 
Upon  her  fair  head  rest. 

They  form  a  perfect  picture: 

But  I — ^I  cannot  bear 
To  see  life's  rise  and  setting 

Together  brought  so  near. 

XU. — ^AITER  ▲  STOBU. 

From  the  gloomy  mountain  hollow. 
Now  the  storm  at  length  has  pass'd; 

Mist,  like  curling  smoke  arising. 
Over  all  the  vale  is  cast. 

Gently  folding  o'er  the  landscape. 
As  it  were  a  sleeping  child, 

WhHe  the  ukhh  looks  do¥m  upon  it. 
Like  a  mother's  eye  so  mild. 

Now  the  clouds  of  night  conceal  her, 
Now  I  hear  the  rippling  stream, 

lake  the  kiss  with  which  the  mother 
Leaves  her  infant — does  it  seem ! 

Xni. — BBFOBB  A   SAINT'S  IHAGB. 

Batter'd  by  storms  and  broken. 

Its  head  a  pillar  rears, 
From  yonder  gloomy  forest ; 

A  garb  of  moss  it  wears. 


A  holy  image  sadly 

Looks  from  that  resting-plaoe; 
Maim'd  are  its  limba,  no  longer 

Its  features  can  we  trace. 

Too  many  suns  and  winters, 
By  turns  that  image  bore; 

The  rustic  passes  by  it. 
And  moves  his  hat  no  more. 

The  pilgrim  hangs  no  garland 
On  that  dishonour'd  stone. 

Devotion  has  departed. 
The  Saint's  old  glory's  gone. 

Tet  man's  forgotten  oflfrings 
Kind  Nature  has  replac'd; 

With  ivy  and  wild  roses 
The  image  she  has  grac'd. 

XIV. — BT  THB  RTTEB. 

Upon  the  sand  I  wander. 
Along  the  stream  I  go ; 

I  see  the  glassy  waters 
Before  me  swiftly  flow. 

I  see  the  mighty  vessels 
As  they  rush  proudly  by. 

And  in  the  meadow's  bosom 
I  see  the  green  spring  lie. 

While  all  is  life  around  me, 

I  linger  on  the  strand, 
The  waves  are  wafting  others*. 

I  cleave  to  the  dull  land. 


XV. — RECOVERY. 

I  lov'd,  but  whom  I  know  not. 
Her  form  is  lost  to  me; 

Still  two  black  eyes  that  sparkle, 
Methinks  I  yet  can  see. 

And  two  red  lips  beneath  them. 
That  smiling,  seem  to  say, 

"  Poor  youth,"  with  tone  of  pity, 
And  pearly  rows  display. 

A  pair  of  tiny  feet,  too, 
Before  me  tripping,  pass, 

And  this — of  my  beloved. 
Is  all  that's  left— alas! 

I  lov'd,  and  then  I  fancied 
For  ever  it  would  be; — 

Thus  billows  find  their  level, 
A  plain  becomes  tiie  sea. 
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By  Father  Poodles,  P.  P. 
I. 

TKB  ABBOTT  OF  ST.  KEOT's  AX[D  HIS  STRAHGE  GUEST. 

When  Alfred  came  into  Cornwall,  he  was  taken  uncommonly  sick— 
having  eaten  too  many  pilchards,  most  likely — and  turned  aside  out  of  his 
way  to  rest  at  a  place  now  called  St.  Neot ;  and,  heing  after  a  time  reco- 
Tered,  he  in  gratitude  founded  a  monastery  there.  Now  St  Neot,  who  was 
the  son  of  Ethelwolf,  was  highly  favoured,  according  to  all  accounts,  an^ 
after  heing  persecuted — ^like  everybody  else  who  is  fool  enough  to  benefit 
the  ungrateftd  human  race — was  obliged  to  remove  from  Glastonbury 
into  Cornwall,  and  settled  himself  in  a  little  retired  spot,  where  he 
might  end  his  days  in  peace.  The  place  he  selected  is  in  the  hundred 
and  deanery  of  "  West,  about  eight  miles  north-east  of  Losthwithiel 
(which  meaneth,  in  Cornish,  the  "lofty  palace" — Les-Uthiel,  or  Les- 
hual — and  not,  as  Mr.  Carew,  without  the  slightest  foundation,  has  been 
pleased  to  say  '^  a  Lion's  Tail !"),  about  the  same  distance  from  Bodmin, 
and  about  five  miles  "  west-nor'-west-westerly"  of  Liskeard. 

Well,  it  appears  that  the  good  St.  Neot,  and  his  servant,  Barius,  took 
up  their  abode  at  this  place,  where  the  people  soon  found  the  saint 
out,  for  he  had  such  miraculous  powers,  that  when  he  first  arrived  at  the 
place,  a  spring  of  water  suddenly  burst  forth  for  his  own  peculiar  benefit. 
This  spring  ^adually  became  a  pool,  and  unfathomable,  and  rose  and  fell 
with  the  tide.  (Some  miserable  member  of  the  Hydrochloric-Universal- 
Intermitting-Consqueeg^ng  Society  of  Knowledge  has  had  the  impudence 
to  assert  that  it  is  only  two  or  three  fathoms  deep,  and  that  the  tide  has 
no  influence  on  it ;  but  we  scorn  his  insinuations.)  Besides,  he  managed 
to  get  extraordinary  power  over  a  certain  gentleman  who  shall  be  name- 
less ;  but  this  is  easily  accounted  for ;  for  while  St.  Neot  was  a  monk 
at  Glastonbury,  St.  Dunstan  was  abbot.  Now  St  Neot,  it  appears,  was 
only  allowed  to  take  one  fish  at  a  time  from  the  pool,  lest  he  should  be 
tempted  to  eat  too  much  at  once.  However,  in  spite  of  all  this,  he 
iell  sick,  and  for  many  days  took  no  food.  Alarmed  for  his  safety, 
bis  servant,  Barius,  hastened  to  the  pool,  and  caught  two  fishes,  thinking  to 
boil  one  and  broil  the  other,  to  suit  the  sick  man's  palate.  The  eood  saint 
was  struck  with  horror  at  the  deed,  and  desired  the  "  briled"  and  the  "biled**  ' 
fishes  to  be  taken  back,  when,  to  the  astonishment  of  Barius,  as  soon  as  he 
threw  them  into  the  pool,  they  became  alive,  and  none  the  worse  for  their 
warming.  And  we  have  little  doubt  that,  if  any  worthy  followers  of  "old 
Isaac"  will  fish  in  this  sainted  pool  with  sufficient  patience,  they  may 
catch  some  of  the  descendants  of  these  two  fishes,  ready  broiled  and  boiled. 
One  thing  is  certain,  that  Dosmerry — or,  as  it  is  sometimes  called, 
Dusheiiy — is  said  to  be  never  dry. 

But  this  is  only  a  prelude  to  our  legend* 

Many  years  aUer  the  good  St  Neot  had  been  gathered  to  his  fathers 
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the  great  Earl  Alric,  at  the  instigatioQ  of  his  wife,  Ethelfleda,  founded  a 
religious  house  at  Eynesbuiy,  in  Huntingdonshire,  and  nothing  would 
satisfy  the  earFs  lady  but  she  must  have  the  sainted  bones  of  St  Neot ; 
but  how  this  was  to  be  managed  was  not  so  easy,  for  the  monks  of  St. 
Neot  would  rather  have  died  than  lose  the  remains  of  their  founder. 

It  was  late  at  night.  The  holy  fathers  had  long  retired  to  rest,  save 
one  or  two  delinquents,  who,  for  some  act  of  disobedience,  had  been  sen- 
tenced to  remain  on  their  bare  bones  in  the  chapel  till  morning.  The 
superior  was  snug  in  bed,  having  taken  a  composing  draught,  which, 
though  generally  believed  to  be  a  nauseous  compound  of  herbs,  had  still  a 
miraculous  power  of  always  leaving  in  the  silver  nagon  a  most  enticing  per- 
fume of  mulled  wine  and  spices — a  delusion  of  the  Evil  One,  no  doubt,  in 
order  to  bring  scandal  upon  the  holy  abbot.  Attempts  of  the  Old  Gentle- 
man are  by  no  means  uncommon.  It  is  passing  strange,  how  often 
during  Lent  the  monks  smell  of  roast  shoulder  of  mutton!  Such 
delusions  should  never  be  attended  to,  as  every  one  is  perfectly  aware 
that  the  holy  fathers  mortify  themselves,  during  that  portion  of  the  year, 
upon  fish,  eggs,  and  vegetables.  Suddenly  the  gate-bell  of  the  monas- 
tery was  violently  rung,  and  the  porter  for  the  night,  brother  Ambrose, 
hastened  to  the  wicket  and  demanded  who  was  there. 

'^  One  who  asks  food  and  shelter  for  the  night.  You  shall  be  psdd  well 
for  it." 

"  We  do  not  receive  pay  for  hospitality,'*  answered  brother  Ambrose; 
"  but  who  are  you?" 

"A  stranger  from  foreign  parts,"  was  the  answer,  "wet  and  cold." 

"  Our  door  is  never  dosea  against  the  houseless  and  wanderer,"  said 
brother  Ambrose,  imlatching  the  wicket,  and  holding  up  his  lantern  to 
obtain  a  view  of  the  visitor. 

A  rude  push  sent  poor  brother  Ambrose  staggering  against  the  wall, 
and,  to  his  surprise,  a  knight  in  complete  mail  entered.  The  stranger^s 
visor  was  down,  and  his  armour  from  head  to  foot  was  black. 

"  Give  me  some  food,  good  brother,"  he  said,  "  for  I  have  not  broken 
my  fast." 

**  Follow  me,  sir  knight,  to  the  refectoiy,  where  your  wants  shall  be 
supplied." 

The  clanking  of  armour,  as  the  knight  followed  brother  Ambrose, 
echoed  in  the  cloisters.  Such  a  martial  sound  had  not  been  heard  for 
years  in  that  peaceful  abode. 

The  Black  Knight  was  then  supplied  with  refreshment,  and  conducted 
to  the  dormitory  set  apart  for  travellers;  but  on  that  night  no  sleep 
visited  the  eyes  of  brother  Ambrose.  Who  could  the  stranger  guest  be? 
He  was  evidently  not  one  devoted  to  the  rescue  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre, 
for  the  symbol  was  absent  from  his  shoulder.  And  the  wind,  as  it  rushed 
over  the  turreted  roofs  of  the  monastery,  and  whirled  in  every  nook,  and 
howled  through  its  long  dark  passages,  seemed  to  the  frightened  Ambrose 
a  supernatural  voice. 

At  noon  the  next  day,  the  Black  Knight  was  introduced  to  the  abbot. 

*'  By  what  name  shall  we  call  thee,  sir  knight?"  replied  the  abbot. 
"  We  well  know  it  is  the  custom  of  gallant  warriors,  whilst  remaining 
under  a  vow  to  perform  a  gallant  deed,  to  conceal  their  real  name  for  a 
time ;  but,  nevertheless,  there  is  some  appellation  by  which  they  are 
distinguished,  and  I  would  fain  crave  that  of  my  guest." 
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«*Why,"  replied  the  knight,  m  a  careless  tone,  "I'm  pretty  well 
Imown,  though  by  yarious  names.  The  people  of  this  comitry  call  me 
'  Gwenz,'  that  is,  '  the  wind,'  as  you  well  Imow." 

^<  Well,  Sir  Gwenz,  since  that  is  your  title  for  the  sake  of  the  honour 
of  having  so  noble  a  guest,  I  will  relax  somewhat  from  my  usual  austerity ; 
but  this  being  a  day  dedicated  to  St  Anthony  Lephtusaull,  who  be- 
queathed, in  his  will,  all  his  property  to  our  holy  house,  I  may  not 
relax  my  usual  observance  of  the  day  till  after  vespers,  when,  as  I 
know  you  gallant  knights  love  good  cheer,  I  will  show  you  that  our 
house  is  not  niggardly  on  befitting  occasions.  Meanwhile,  if  you  wish  to 
join  in  our  devotions,  a  place  shall  be  assigned  you  in  the  chapel." 

The  knight  was  hea^  to  mutter  something  about  "  burnishing  his 
armour,  and  looking  after  his  horse.*' 

''  Nay,"  said  the  abbot,  ^'  I  do  not  enforce  our  rules  upon  our  guests ; 
and  till  the  time  of  evening  refection  I  will  leave  you  to  yourself.  'Hiere  is 
much  to  admire  in  the  surrounding  country — at  least,  there  used  to  be, 
for  I  have  been  too  infirm,  from  following  the  rigid  rule  of  our  house,  to 
leave  it  for  these  many  years." 

The  Black  Knight  bowed  and  retired  to  the  apartment  appointed  for 
his  use,  and  shortly  the  bell  of  the  monastery  was  heard  summoning 
the  brethren  to  prayer. 

II. 

SHOWS  WHY  THE  POPE  WILL  NEVER  HAVE  POWER  IN  CORNWALL. 

The  night  was  dark,  and  mists  were  rising  ftom  Dosmerry  Pool.  The 
monks  were  still  at  their  devotions,  when  two  persons,  approaching  from 
opposite  sides,  drew  near  to  the  edge  of  the  water.  A  flash  of  lightning 
showed  them  to  be  the  Black  Knight,  and  Tregagle,  the  steward  to  Tre- 
vordor. 

^'  Thou  hast  kept  thy  trysting,"  said  the  Black  Knight  ^'  It  is  well 
for  thee." 

<<  I  know  not  whether  it  be  well  or  iU." 

"  Thou  hast  gone  too  far  for  consideration,"  replied  the  other. 

*^  Give  me  but  revenge  on  the  proud  monks  who  would  not  have  me 
for  their  steward,  and  I  care  not." 

"  Well,  thou  knowest  the  terms.    To-night  thou  must  decide.     Now, 


OR  TEN  YEARS  HENCE." 


The  storm  was  hushed — a  calm  and  soothing  breath  of  air  came  stealing 
over  the  pool ;  the  moon,  till  then  hidden  in  murky  clouds,  shed  her 
beams  upon  the  landscape. 

"  Now,  or  ten  years  hence,"  repeated  the  Black  Knight,  in  tones  so 
di£ferent  from  his  former  voice,  that  made  Tregagle  start. 

Tregagle  reflected.  The  monks  had  refttsed  him  for  their  steward ; 
he  had  been  taunted  with  it ;  his  pride  was  hurt,  his  spirit  was  revengeful. 

"  I  will !"  he  answered. 

The  calm  breath  of  air  became  a  whirlwind ;  a  flash  of  lightning 
illumined  all  around — a  heavy  peal  of  thunder  shook  the  ground — ana 
the  waves  of  the  agitated  pool  flung  their  spray  on  the  Black  Knight  and 
Tregagle. 

'<  Thou  wilt  be  in  the  chapel  at  midnight  ?"  said  the  former,  as  he  de- 
parted. 
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ULsrrY  were  the  sounds  that  greeted  the  Black  Knighf  8  ear  as  he 
entered  the  refectory  of  St.  Neot's.  The  tables  were  spread  with  many 
an  ancient  dainty;  and  flagons  of  comforting  liquors  stood,  here  and 
thexe^  like  sentinels^  to  see  that  each  toper  did  his  dub^.  Wax-lights 
were  placed  in  sconces  against  the  wall.  At  a  cross-tablei  on  a  daia 
raised  from  the  other  portion  of  tiie  refectory,  sat  the  abbot  in  a  lugh- 
backed  and  sofUy-coshioned  chair.     On  his  right  hand  was  a  vacant  seat^ 

'^  Thott  art  somewhat  ]ate)[sir  knight»"  said  the  abbot,  testily;  for,  lika 
most  elderly  gentlemen,  he  was  of  the  opinion  of  the  renowned  Dr.. 
Kitchener^  that  ^^  it  is  better  for  the  guests  to  wait  for  the  dinner,  than 
the  dinner  to  wait  for  the  guests." 

It  BO  hsqppened  that  among  the  lay  brethren  who  attended  in  the  refisc- 
toiy,  were  two  men,  natives  of  the  county.  The  one  was  tall,  with  ai 
very  large  nose,  and  for  some  reason  ot  other  had  been  termed  the 
Doctor.  He  was  veiy  good-natured  generally,  but  withal  of  a  quick 
temper.  The  abbot  and  the  monks  put  up  with  his  peculiarities,  aiaud 
were  rather  amused  with  them  than  otherwise.  The  oUior  was  a  thin, 
weasened  old  man,  never  in  a  good  temper,  and,  as  he  well  knew,  waa 
never  a  favourite  with  the  brethren;  always  suspicLous,  and,  above  all, 
hated  the  Doctor.  Eds  name  was  Bodiane,  which  means^  in  Cornish,  ''  The 
thorny  dwelling." 

The  abbot  rose  from  his  seat,  and  each  monk,  crossing  his  arms  upon  his 
breast,  stood  in  profound  silence. 

"  Agimus  tibi  gracias,  pro  his,  et  ceteris,  beneficiis  tuis,  per " 

The  knight,  in  the  performance  of  his  devotion,  bowing  down  his  head 
too  low,  upset  one  of  the  huge  flagons  before  him.  He  ht^ly  apologised, 
and  the  abbot  and  the  holy  breuiren  sat  down  to  the  repast,  seemingly 
little  heeding  whether  the  grace  had  been  concluded  or  not. 

<<  Sir  knight,"  said  the  jovial  abbot,  as  he  plunged  the  knife  into  a  fait 
and  juicy  haunch,  "  this  is  a  joint,  I  trow,  thou  didst  not  see  in  the 
Holy  Land?" 

"  No,  lord  abbot,"  returned  the  knight ;  "  but  I  have  seen  what  {leased 


me  more." 


"And  what  may  that  be,  sir  knight?''  rejoined  the  abbot.  "The 
haunch  of  a  swarthy  Saracen,  no  doubt,  whose  heretical  hide  was 
worth  all  the  venison  in  Christendom  ?" 

"  No,"  said  the  knight,  carelessly. 

"Some  purty  wench,  I'll  be  bound,"  whispered  the  Doctor  to  his 
neighbour. 

Just  then  a  stir  was  heard  at  the  end  of  the  hall,  and  a  monk  ap- 
proached. 

"  AJb,  here  comes  Father  O'Conin,"  said  the  Doctor;  "  I  met  him  on 
his  way  to  Les-TJthiel,  where  he  was  going  to  confess  the  rich  widow  of 
Caimzew.  Good  advice  he  would  give  her,  no  doubt  Did  Father 
0*Corrin  ever  tell  you,  most  holy  abbot,  why  the  'Pope  will  never 
have  power  in  Cornwall?'  It  is  a  strange,  heretical  legend;  but  the 
father  affirms  it  is  as  true  as  the  keys  of  St.  Peter." 

"  Indeed!"  exclaimed  the  abbot,  knitting  his  brows.  "  We  must  hear 
the  legend,  and  judge  for  ourselves.  Belate  it  to  us,  Father  O'Coirin  i 
it  may  amuse  our  guest" 

"  Oh,  yer  riverinoe,  I'm  fatagued  somewhat  with  my  joumay ;  but  if 
it  is  your  riverince's  pleasiu'e — ^it^  a  short  story — 1*11  tell  it.     But  per- 
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hafis  your  rivermce  will  jist  let  me  have  the  laast  taste  of  that  eup,  for 
I  am  dean  gone,  as  it  were." 

llie  holy  &ther  received  the  gohlet  at  the  hands  of  the  Doctor,  and 
having  taken  a  sip,  to  try  if  it  were  the  lac  aeidum  of  (vdinary  days, 
swallowed  a  hearty  gulp,  which  seemed  much  to  refresh  the  inwara  man* 

"Well,  your  riverence,  there  was  once  a  blacksmith,  an  unbelaver 
in  the  holy  church — ^may  God  forgive  him,  ef  it's  possible! — that 
lived  at  a  heretic  place  cskUed  Carbis  Wator,  becase  there  was  a  dirty 
bit  of  a  tin  strame  jist  by.  Well,  somehow  or  other,  by  the  help  of 
the  evil  one^  he  had  got  a  translashun  of  the  Holy  Scriptures.  But 
it  happened,  one  day,  jist  as  he  had  turned  away  Father  Simon,  and 
jeered  at  the  image  of  the  Holy  Virgin  which  he  carried,  and  which 
was  made  of  the  best  china  day  from  the  pit  not  many  miles  from 
the  heretic's  door,  that  the  evil  one  came  to  his  forge,  and  said, 
^Father,  ye'll  jist  oome  along  wid  me.'  ^  Whaat's  tha  foosing  about?' 
sajTS  Path».  *  1*11  till  ye  what  it  is,  my  frind,'  says  the  decaver ;  '  ye've 
htA  jer  run,  and  yell  jist  come  away  now.'  'Why,'  says  the  black- 
smith, ^  en  ooose  it's  aai  right,  sure  enough;  but  es  a  fitty  now  to  go 
£ov  to  take  a  man,  as  it  wor,  from  es  childem,  and  not  say,  How  ar^  *e? 
Now,  es  that  fitty  ? — ^now,  essa?  £s  a  roight,  thenk  'e?  I  always  thoft 
you  was  a  gentlemen.'  ^  IJmph !'  says  the  decaver — '  but  my  frind,  this 
won't  do.'  '  WeU,'  says  Father,  '  ef  a  moost  be,  why  a  moost,  a  s'pose. 
But  will  'e  jist  grsjkt  me  thraa  thengs  like,  and — and  caal  agen  to-morra?' 

*  But  what  are  the  three  things  my  &ind  ?'  '  Why,  ye  see,  I  waant  a 
bit  o'  revenge  like ;  and  tha  chaps  do  juke  me  about  my  anvil.  Now,  I 
do  waant  'e  to  graant  that  whoevir  do  sit  on  that  anvil  shaant  cum  foorth 
without  I  let  him.'  '  Oh !'  exclaimed  the  decaver,  '  I'll  grant  that,  and 
I'll  call  again  to-morrow.'  Well,  the  very  nixt  day,  shure  enough,  he 
came.  '  Now,  thin,'  says  he,  ^  off  wid  ye,  body  an'  sowL'  '  Fatla  ello 
why  geil?'*  said  Father,  for  he  understood  the  language  mighlnr  well ; 
snd  1  suppose,  in  his  ignorance,  he  thought  that  the  mvil  didn  t  know 
Cornish ;  but  to  his  surprise,  he  answered,  '  Dah,  durdalatha  why,  deer 
ubba  do.'f  *  Giwell  gerres.'t  ^  Ha !  ha !  dendle  peath  a'n  heaze,§  eh?' 
^  I  caant  coom,  I  caant — ^I  waant — theer  now,'  exclaimed  the  blacksmith, 
running  round  the  annl.  The  ould  villin,  to  catch  him,  wint  to  jump 
over  the  anvil,  an'  slipped  his  fut,  and  sot  upon  it,  an'  was  in  course  fixed 
by  his  thraty,  yer  riverince.  Oh,  how  the  ould  one  did  roar !  They  say 
he  was  heard  beyond — why " 

"  I  heerd  him  away  here,  yer  riverince,"  interrupted  the  Doctor.     "  I 

~  to  Brother  Bodrane  here,  says  I — ^  De  ye  hear  that  ?' " 

"  Ave  Maria,  ora  pro  nobis,"  exdaimed  the  abbot. 

^  Well,  yer  riverenoe,"  continued  Father  O'Corrin,  ''  when  the  decaver 
finmd  how  he  was  situated,  he  discovered  it  was  mighty  unpleasant,  and 
says  he,  '  Father,  it's  a  mighty  dirty  trick  this  of  yours,  now — it's  an 
ungrateful  bast  you  must  be,  to  be  sarving  yer  hist  frind  in  this  way.' 

*  Well,  now,'  says  Father,  *  I  tell  'e,  yer  clunked  down  on  tha  an^ 
and  theer  ye'U  stay  till  tha  da  o'  judgment,  ef  tha  dosn't  agree  to  whaat 
I  say.'     *  Well,  Father,  but  what  is  it?     I  want  to  get  off.'     '  Ess,  in 

•  •*  How  do  you  do?"  t "  Wdl,  I  thank  you ;  come  you  here.** 

t ''  Better  left"  §  '*  To  get  the  wealth  of  the  wodd." 


58  Tregagh. 

coone  je  do ;  why  now,  HI  tell  e.  In  tlie  first  place,  I  wish  my  braath 
ma  aalways  be  pea-soap/  ^  Well,  III  grant  that.'  '  And  next,  that  my 
wife  may  never  have  fower-and-twenty  childem.'  '  Well,  FU  grant  that ; 
that*8  two — now  for  the  third.  Be  quick,  Father,  I  want  to  be  off,  for 
this  carsed  anvil  is  mighty  cold.'  ^  Iss,  8*po8e  a  is ;  but  esna  a  chaange 
for  'e,  eh  ?     Why,  tha  third.     Lord-a-massey,  why  Fve  had  two  aalready.' 

*  Yes — ^yes ;  come  now,  what's  your  third  wiwi  ?'  '  Why,*  says  the  heretic 
Father  (nivir  a  thing  did  he  say,  your  riverince,  but),  ^  may  the  Fope 
KEYE&  HAVE  ANY  POWER  IK  CoRNWAi«L  !*  *'  You  are  the  greatest  bast 
I  iver  met  with,'  says  the  divil.  *  What  do  you  think  will  become  of  me, 
if  I  allow  that  ?  No,'  says  he ;  Mf  I  sit  here  to  all  eternity,  I'll  never 
agree  to  that.'  '  Well,  if  you  waant,'  says  the  heretic,  '  I  caant  help  it ; 
but  here  goes.  I'm  going  to  forge  this  shoe,'  and  accordingly  he  takes 
out  a  red-hot  horseshoe,  and  putting  it  mighty  dose  to  the  sitting  part  of 
the  decaver,  begins  to  hammer  away,  sending  the  sparks  flying  about  in 
all  directions.  '  Father,  Father,  be  quiet;  take  away  that  abominable 
horse's-shoe,  it  is  singing  my  situpons'  already.  Eh — ^ah,  be  quiet,  I'll — 

I'll '     *  Oh,  tha  needn't  git  in  sich  a  foos ;  theest  stay  there  shure 

enough — tha  Fope  or  tha  breches.'  Bang  went  the  hammer,  and  away 
flew  the  sparks,  some  into  the  deeaver*s  eyes,  some  in  his  whiskers. 

*  I'll  grrant  it — stop,  stop !'  *  You  will,  will  'e  ?'  Another  bang.  *  Yes, 
yes.'  Father  thin  stopped,  yer  riverince,  and  the  decaver  took  his  de- 
parture, laving  a  mighty  great  smeetch  of  singed  cloth  behind  him ;  and 
it's  now  the  heretic  is  wanting  absolution,  for  he  thinks  when  the  decaver 
comes  agin  he'll  take  mighty  great  care  not  to  sit  on  the  anvil." 

^'  I'm  very  much  obliged  to  you,  holy  father,"  said  the  Black  Knight ; 
^<  but  still  I  don*t  see  what  this  story  has  to  do  with  the  '  keys  of  St. 
Peter.'" 

<^  Why,  noble  sir,  it  is  jist  this,  that  the  fellow  says  his  anvil  is  bether 
thin  the  kays  thimsilves,  for  they  ounly  bind  and  loose  people,  but  his 
anvil  will  bind  the  divil  hisself ;  and  as  for  his  saying  that  his  holiness, 
the  Fope,  should  have  no  power  in  Cornwall,  why  the  decaver  can't 
prevint  it. 

^'Ferhaps  he  wouldn't  if  he  could,  holy  father,"  said  the  knight. 

The  Doctor  gave  a  most  audible  chuckle,  and  poked  old  Bodrane  in 
the  ribs. 

III. 

THE  STONE  COFFIN. 

The  bell  of  the  monastery  had  just  struck  one,  when  a  figure  was  seen 
to  emerge  from  a  small  door  in  the  chapel,  which  opened  into  the  con- 
ventual garden.  The  door  was  carefully  closed,  and  the  figure  vanished. 
Then  it  was  seen  again,  just  where  the  clouded  moon  was  shining 
through  the  richly-stained  window  above  the  altar. 

"Yein!"  muttered  Tregagle;  for  it  was  he.  "I've  haaf  a  mind 
to " 

"  What !"  said  the  Black  Knight,  who  was  by  his  side. 

"  Oh,  I " 

"  Fool !  there  is  no  time  to  be  lost.  Here  is  the  stone  that  covers  him. 
Wrench  it  up ;  then  bear  away  his  bones  to  your  patron.  Earl  Ulric,  for 
he  will  have  no  peace  till  he  has  satisfied  his  wife,  Ethelfleda." 
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Tregagle  pulled  and  pulled  at  the  stone,  but  could  not  raise  it. 

"  Cusn't  thee  help  ?"  said  he  to  the  Black  Knight,  who,  thereupon, 
touched  the  stone  with  his  foot,  when  it  arose  and  disclosed  beneath  it 
a  deep  chasm. 

Tregagle  stared  at  the  Black  Knight,  and  recoiled  from  the  damp, 
earthy  smell  which  ascended  from  the  long-closed  pit. 

'<  Descend,"  said  the  Black  Knight ;  '*  the  coffin  lies  twenty  feet 
down. 

'*  But,  how  ?     Does  tha  thenk  I'll  braak  ma  neck  ?" 

"  Look  on  the  left,  and  you  will  see  steps.'' 

'^  Will  you  go  too  ?"  said  Tregagle,  half  doubting  whether  the  Black 
Knight  would  venture. 

^'  Fool !  do  you  think  that  /  fear  dead  men*s  bones  ?     Follow  me." 

'*  But  how  shall  we  see  ?"  asked  Tregagle.  Scarcely  had  he  spoken, 
when,  from  the  top  of  the  helmet  of  die  Black  Knignt,  there  gushed 
forth  a  jet  of  light,  small,  but  clear,  and  sufficient  to  enable  them  to 
see  where  they  were  going.  Tregagle  followed,  with  slow  and  cautious 
steps,  his  knees  shaking,  and  his  whole  frame  trembling.  At  last,  they 
reached  the  bottom,  where  they  beheld  a  stone  coffin. 

Around  the  coffin  was  a  black  and  unctuous  pool,  and  through  it  small 
things  like  eels  were  moving  about  sluggishly.  On  the  lid  of  the  coffin 
sat  a  huge  black  toad,  grown,  from  old  age,  to  a  monstrous  size. 

Tregagle  shuddered. 

''A  brave  grave  for  sainted  bones!"  laughed  the  Black  Knight. 
'^  Could  the  poor,  miserable,  deluded  fools  see  this — ^ha !  ha !  hat  They 
kiss  the  relics — they  hug  them — they  bow  down  and  worship  them 
— they  travel  iax  to  behold  them — but  they  never  saw  the  rotting  of  the 
foul  carcase  that  once  enclosed  them.  Open  the  coffin,  if  thou  wouldst 
have  thy  prize." 

Tregagle,  hardly  knowing  what  he  was  about,  approached  and  nused 
the  lid.  It  fell  over  the  side,  and  splashed  into  tne  loathsome  pooL 
Within  the  stone  coffin  was  a  skeleton,  covered  with  the  dust  of  ancient 
robes.  Tregagle  hesitatingly  put  forth  his  hands.  The  instant  he  touched 
the  bones,  a  sheet  of  flame  burst  forth  that  blinded  him,  a  heavy  peal 
of  thunder  rolled  through  the  building,  and  the  wretch  sunk  to  the 
ground.  When  he  awoke,  he  found  himself  on  the  floor  of  the  chapel; 
slowly,  for  he  could  hardly  crawl,  he  crept  out.  The  moon  was  shining 
brightly,  and  all  seemed  calm  and  beautiful.  A  moaning  sound  was 
heaid,  and  whispers  seemed  all  around  to  mutter,  ^<  Gwell  g^rres!*  gwell 
genres!" 

IV. 

ALBERT  PEKKIWELL. 

It  was  evening,  and  the  sun  had  just  disappeared  behind  the  distant 
hills  to  the  west  of  Trevorder,  or  Tre-vor-dour,  which  meaneth,  in  the  old 
Cornish,  "  The  town,  or  dwelling-place,  by  the  great  water."  Trevorder 
is  situated  in  the  parish  of  St.  Breock,  who  is  supposed  to  have  been 
bom  in  Ireland  about  the  fifth  century.  Advancing  in  years,  St. 
Breock  acquired  such  a  deg^ree  of  fame  in  the  Christian  cnurch,  for 
his  opposition  to  Arianism — a  heresy  which  at  that  time  distracted  the 

*  Better  left. 
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Latin  church — that  he  is  retorted  to  hsve  been  chosen  Bishop  of  Armoricay 
in  ^ich  part  his  name  is  no  less  liuniliar  than  in  ours.  Being,  howeyer, 
obliged  to  fly  from  the  penecntion  which  raged,  he  sought  sluelter  in  the 
island  of  Guerosey,  where,  according  to  some  accounts,  he  died,  and 
where  his  remains  lie  boried.  It  does  not  appear  that  he  erer  Tinted 
Cornwall. 

Trevorder  anciently  belonged  to  the  family  of  Tiegago,  or  Treiago ; 
and,  at  the  time  we  are  speaking  of,  it  was  the  property  of  Tregagle, 
who  lived  there.  A  strange  old  place  it  was,  with  its  grey  low  granite 
walls  and  thatched  roof,  for  in  tbaee  days  tiles  and  slates  were  not  over 
plentiful. 

It  was  just  as  the  last  ray  of  the  setting  sun  was  tinging  trees  and  hills, 
and  tops  of  houses  and  comers  of  diimneys,  with  that  roeeate  colour  which 
none  but  Mr.  Danby  can  paint  so  wdl,  let  the  critics  say  what  they 
will,  that  a  young  girl  might  be  seen  standing  in  the  old  porch.  Her  hair 
seemed  to  have  been  neglected,  for  it  floated  long  and  dishevelled  in  the 
evening  breeze.  She  seemed  uneasy,  and  her  anxioas  eye  glanced  fre- 
quently along  the  pathway  that  led  from  ihe  house  in  a  winding  direction 
over  the  distant  hills. 

'*  Oh!  my  poor  father,''  she  exclaimed,  ''where  can  he  be?  He  has 
never  been  out  before  all  night  without  tcJHng  me.  What  can  have  kept 
him  ?  Something  has  come  over  him  lately ;  he  is  not  so  deerful  as  he 
used  to  be.  There  is  some  mystery  about  it  wfaidi  I  cannot  fathom. 
Oh !  Tom,  is  that  you  ?' 

*^  Ess,  miss,  ess.  But  whaat  beest  a  standing  here  aal  in  tha  coold  like 
— ^a  shevering  like  a  quelkin.  Now,  esha  plaze,  I'd  advise  'e  to  go  in 
now  and  waarm  tha." 

"  But  my  father,  Tom — ^where  can  he  be  ?" 

"  Oh,  ers  coom  to  no  haarm,  misses.  Noa,  noa  !  don't  'e  go  for  to 
think  so."  Then  aside  to  himself.  ''  I  caan'tmaakun  out  at  aal;  there's 
something  wraung  about  un,  an  plaze  shure  Til  finden  out  somehow. 
They  do  say  he's  been  and  sould  hisself  to  tha  evil  one,  and  that  his  time's 
near;  and  ^at's  enough  to  maak  any  one  queer,  shure  enough.  Now  do 
'e  go  in,  miss,  now,  do  'e." 

And,  as  if  moved  by  the  piteous  looks  of  the  old  &ithfnl  serving  man, 
she  went  in. 

Poor  Lucy !  hers  was  a  hard  lot.  Her  father  loved  money,  and  had 
strong  prejudices;  and,  unfortunately,  an  attachment  had  arisen  between 
her  and  the  young  Albert  Penkiwell,  who  was  in  the  tnun  of  the  Lord 
Godal-gau,  who  was  about  to  set  out  on  a  journey  to  Spain.  Yoimg 
Penkiwell  had  no  money,  and  that  was  sin  enough  in  the  eyes  of  Tregagle; 
moreover,  he  was  his  superior  in  rank  too,  and  Tregagle  of  course  hated 
him ;  and  when  he  found  that  he  had  an  affection  for  Lucy,  the  steward*s 
rage  knew  no  bounds.  He  threatened  if  she  dared  to  encourage  him  he 
would  turn  her  out  of  doors ;  he  even  cuised  her. 

The  night  was  cold  and  dreary ;  and  the  rain  which  threatened  now 
came  down  in  large  drops,  and  pattered  heavily  against  the  glass.  Sud- 
denly the  quick  tramp  of  a  horse  was  heard. 

^'  Oh  I  father,  where  have  you  been?"  med  Lucy,  rushing  to  the  door ; 
but  suddenly,  as  the  frre-light  shone  upon  the  person  who  entered,  she 
exclaimed — 
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"  Oh !  Albert,  why  have  you  come ;  you  know  you  promised  mo 
But  how  dreadfully  pale  you  look !     What  is  the  matter  T 

**  1  am  come  to  bring  you  tidings  of  your  father." 

**  Oh !  Albert,  what  do  you  know  of  my  father  ?  Where  is  he  ?  Oh ! 
tell  me,  has  anything  happened  ?*' 

'^  You  must  bear  up  agunst  the  news  I  bring  you,  dearest,"  replied  the 
young  man.  ^<  Your  poor  fitther  is  dead.  I  found  his  body  at  the  edge 
of  Dosmerry  PooL" 

Lucy  uttered  a  piercing  cry,  and  would  have  fillen  to  the  ground  if 
Albert  luhd  not  caij^t  her  in  his  arms.  Alanned  by  the  cry,  old  Tom 
SBtmned  inio  the  room. 

^  £sa  ooom'd  to  this?  esa  ooom'd  to  this?**  he  exclaimed. 

^  Your  master,  I  trast,  is  in  heaven,"  said  Albert. 

The  old  man  shook  his  head. 

^  Summon  the  women  instantly  to  aid  your  young  mistress  1"  cried 
Albert,  impatieiLtly,  '^  and  don't  look  so  bewildered.  Get  a  room  ready 
for  me,  sirrah,  for  I  have  given  up  all  idea  of  going  to  Spain,  and  shaU 
take  up  my  abode  here  in  future.  You  may  look  upon  me  as  your 
inaster  W  hencefortL"  ^  "^  ^ 

V. 

DOSMERRT  POOL. 

Tregag^e  had  mshed  he  knew  not  where,  till  he  found  himself  on  the 
brink  of  Dosmerry  Pool,  when,  suddenly,  he  felt  a  hand  upon  his 
shoulders.     He  turned,  and  the  Black  Knight  stood  before  him. 

Tregagle  tried  to  pray,  but  could  not ;  he  could  remember  no  firactioii 
of  a  prayer,  not  even  of  that  prayer  which  his  mother  taught  him  in  his 
lisping  tongue ;  he  raised  his  eyes  in  agony  to  heaveny  but  a  murky  cloud 
shut  out  his  view  of  the  once  dear  sky. 

'^  It  is  too  late  now,"  said  the  fiend ;  ''  thou  must  come  with  me.  See, 
the  waters  are  waiting  to  receive  thee." 

Tregagle  looked  upon  the  pool,  whose  waters  rose  in  unnatural  waves, 
and  hoarsely  lashed  the  shore.  The  Black  Knight  raised  his  arm, 
and  suddenly  eveiy  rock,  and  bush,  and  tree  seemed  changed  into  some 
horrid  shape,  which  waved  its  arms,  and  shrieked,  and  laughed.  The  pool 
no  longer  resembled  water,  but  lurid,  living  fire,  and,  as  it  tossed  its  waves, 
the  frenzied  Tregagle  was  hurled  into  them  by  the  demon. 

A  few  minutes  ^iterwards  his  body  was  cast  upon  the  shore  of  the  pool, 
where  it  was  found  by  Albert  Penkiwell. 

Lucy  and  her  lover  were  wedded,  and  lived  long  and  happily  together. 
Tregagle  was  buried  where  his  body  was  found.  But  he  cloes  not  rest, 
for  through  the  blast,  and  through  the  stonn,  when  the  Western 
Ocean  is  mnging  its  foaming  surges  on  the  shore,  and  the  winter's  wind 
is  sweeping  over  hill  and  over  vale,  the  people  hear  him  howling  as 
he  toils  to  finish  his  endless  doom ;  and  as  they  huddle  around  the  fire, 
the  old  folks  shake  their  heads,  and  fearful  httle  ones  tremble  as  they 
listen  to  the  dismal  '^  Legend  of  Tregagle." 
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T  A  S  S  O.* 
In  Two  Pabts. — Part  I. 

Books  have  their  own  destinies — that  is,  their  time  and  place. 

Even  hefore  opening  the  Rey.  R.  Milman's  *^  Life  of  Tasso,"  we  may, 
perhaps,  he  allowed  to  question  its  opportunity.  The  golden  age  of 
classical  hiography  is  gone  hy.  The  work  of  Roscoe's,  Shepherd's,  and 
Black's  has  been  done,  bien  ou  mal,  and  cannot,  without  transoendant 
merit,  be  done  over  again.  Poor  Foscolo's  mission  is  fulfilled.  Italian 
literature  has  taken  its  place  amongst  us.  Its  very  rapid  and  general 
diffusion  has  had  the  effect  of  cheapening  it.  We  have  nad  as  much  of 
it  as  we  wanted — as  much,  indeed,  as  we  could  well  bear.  We  have  laid 
it  aside  as  something  academical,  something  out  of  keeping  with  our  pre- 
sent wants  and  tendencies.  The  Italian  itself  counts  in  our  schools  for 
little  more  than  a  dead  language. 

A  Life  of  Tasso,  at  the  present  day,  is  an  anachronism.  It  can 
scarcely  be  deemed  worthy  of  greater  attention  than  Campbell's  "  Life 
of  Petrarch ;"  and  yet  the  very  name  of  the  bard  of  the  "  Pleasures  of 
Hope" — the  "poet  making  himself  interpreter  of  a  poet" — had  no 
power  to  save  his  publisher  from  heavy  loss  by  that  ill-starred  speculation. 

We  do  not  mean  to  say  that  there  is  no  room  for  Mr.  Milman's  work 
on  the  shelves  of  circulating  libraries.  We  merely  express  om:  opinion 
that  a  production  of  this  nature,  notwithstanding  its  intrinsic  value, 
cannot  fail  to  render  the  author  liable  to  the  charge  of  dilettantism,  than 
which  nothing  can  well  be  more  offensive  in  the  estimation  of  our  earnest 
and  tant  soit  peu  utilitarian  generation. 

Mr.  Milman's  book,  however,  is  even  of  a  more  idle  nature  than  the 
title  alone  would  have  led  us  to  anticipate.  It  brings  no  new  facts  into 
light,  draws  no  new  conclusions  from  old-established  facts.  "  He  was  not 
aware  of  Black's  *Life  of  Tasso*  when  he  first  composed  his  own 
account."  An  English  scholar,  looking  no  better  at  home,  cannot  be 
expected  to  have  drawn  very  freely  from  more  distant  and  recondite 
sources  abroad.  Wilde's  "  Love  and  Madness  of  Tasso,"|  published  in 
1842,  seems  equally  to  have  escaped  his  attention,  inasmuch,  at  least,  as 
no  allusion  to  that  work  occurs  in  any  part  of  the  more  recent  publication. 
Perhaps,  with  some  of  our  friends,  he  threw  the  American  essay  con- 
temptuously aside,  with  the  cool  remark,  "  What  should  a  Yankee  have  to 
say  about  Tasso?"  The  work  of  the  American  critic  is,  however,  far 
more  to  the  piurpose  than  that  of  the  English  biographer.  The  point  at 
issue  between  Dr.  Black  and  Mr.  Milman  is  the  same  that  put  asunder 
Tasso's  earliest  and  most  sympathising  biographer,  Manso,  from  the  more 
accurate  and  painstaking  Serassi.  It  all  revolves  upon  the  "  truth  of 
Tasso*s  attachment  to  Leonora."  Black,  on  the  evidence  of  Serassi, 
calls  that  attachment  in  question.     Mr.  Milman  believes  that  the  argu- 

*  The  Life  of  Torquato  Tasso.  By  the  Bev.  R  Milman.  2  vols.  London: 
Ck>lbum.    1850. 

t  Conjectures  and  Researches  concerning  the  Love,  Madness,  and  Imprisonment 
of  Torquato  Tasso.  Bj  Richard  Hemy  Wilde.  2  vols.  New  York:  Blake.    1842. 
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ments  of  Gingnene,  SiBmondi,  Ranke,  and  espemllj  Rosini  (Tasso's 
latest  editor),  **  established  tius  point  almost  to  a  certainty."* 

The  elucidation  of  this  great  tact — all-important  in  Tasso's  biography 
—would  seem  to  constitute  the  main  object  of  Mr.  Miiman's  enterprise, 
besides  a  pious  and  most  laudable  wish  to  **  warn  any  youth  of  the 
dangers  wnich  attend  a  yivid  ima^nation,  and  the  indulgence  of  its 
glittering  day-dreams,**  &c. ;  or,  in  other  words,  to  make  an  example 
of  Tasso. 

Unquestionably,  any  work  that  could  bring  new  light  upon  the 
subject  of  Tasso*s  misrortunes,  and  enable  us  to  solve  its  great  mysteries 
to  our  satisfEiction,  would  be  entitled  to  general  attention.  Rosmi  and 
Wilde's  essays  had  no  other  hope,  and  they  felt  that  they  could  but  indif- 
ferently be  helped  in  their  task  by  the  compilation  of  a  complete  bio- 
graphy. Mr.  Alilman  was  more  sanguine,  and  did  in  no  way  oread  the 
weariness  he  would  inflict  upon  his  readers  by  the  accumulation  of  minute 
irreleyant  facts,  not  immediately  bearing  on  the  contested  point,  and  by 
die  repetition  of  all  the  particulars  respecting  Tasso's  birth,  lineafi;e,  and 
parentage;  all  about  ''the  courier's  horn  quartered  in  the  Sunily^s 
armorial  bearings,"  and  "  the  badger's-skin  on  the  frontlet  of  posthorses 
in  olden  times,"  &&;  aU  that,  on  the  authority  of  old  Serassi,  we 
had  learned  from  Black,  and  which  we  are  made  to  read  over  again  in 
the  same  words,  with  the  very  same  remarks,  and  only  with  less  method 
and  perspicuity ;  all  that,  merely  because  Mr.  Milman  chose  to  overlook 
two  large  quarto  volumes,  bearing  the  title  of  ''  Life  of  Tasso,"  and 
staring  at  him  from  the  shelves  of  any  indifferently  well-stocked  English 
library. 

Mr.  Milman  also  has  peculiar  notions  about  the  needlessness  of  quota- 
tions, which  must  have  been  *'  either  so  sparing  as  to  be  unsatisfactory, 
or  so  voluminous  as  to  be  cumbersome" — a  way  of  reasoning  somewhat 
akin  to  the  arguments  of  that  philosopher  who  dissuaded  his  friend  from 
marriage  on  tne  plea  that  the  woman  he  chose  would  be  *'  either  plain, 
and  then  he  would  not  like  her,  or  &ir,  and  then  there  would  be  too 
many  to  like  her" — a  way  of  reasoning,  at  any  rate,  which  would  induce 
us  to  believe  that  he  was  not  quite  in  earnest  about  his  establishment  of 
new  facts ;  and,  in  that  case,  we  are  reaUy  much  at  a  loss  to  understand 
what  all  his  book  was  written  about,  unless  he  hoped  to  afford  amusement 
by  **  his  simple  narrative,"  or  to  point  a  monu  for  the  benefit  of  the 
imctgina^e  youth  aforesaid. 

But  whilst  )ve  refer  such  of  our  readers  as  are  in  need  of  either  enter- 
tainment or  moral  edification  to  Mr.  Milman  himself,  we  are  almost 
willing  to  thank  him  for  the  opportunity  he  affords  us  to  say  ''  one  word 
more*'  upon  a  subject  that  has  not  been  earnestly  handlea  since  Bosini 
flattered  niraself  to  have  come  to  a  final  and  triumphant  conclusion,  in  his 
essay  of  1835,|  but  about  which,  we  apprehend,  ne  only  gathered  a  fog, 
more  dense  by  far,  and  more  noxious,  than  the  mist  in  which  time  and 
man's  neglect  or  malice  had  originally  involved  it. 

Mr.  Wilde,  whose  industry  and  diUgence  in  collecting  and  sifting  eri- 
denoe  deserves,  perhaps,  greater  praise  than  his  acuteness  of  perception 

*  Opere  di  Torqnato  Tasso.    35  vols.   Pisa:  Coparro.   Rosini's  Edition.    1832. 
t  Saggio  sugli  amori  di  Torquato  Tasso  e  snlle  Cause  della  sua  Frigionia. 
Tasso,  opere,  vol.  zzxv.    Edition  of  Pisa. 
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or  mdop^ndeooe  of  judgment,  thus  eums  up  the  opini(m  of  ▼arieus  writecf 
of  ancient  and  modem  times  xefpecting  the  source  of  Tasso's  miafor* 
tones: — 

Jfanto  (Taaao's  own  friend  and  eexlieet  biographer}  asserts  tbe  psasioQ  of  Tsmo 
fbr  the  prinoeu  (Leonora  of  Este),  and  refisrs  to  bis  letter  to  tbe  Dnlce  of  UrUiuv 
more  than  hintmg  that  matters  of  love  were  tbe  cause  of  his  punishment ;  and 
yet,  moved  by  prudence,  or  fidsifled  by  the  apprehension  of  the  publisher,  be 
attsribateB  Torquato's  imprisomnent  to  tbe  duke's  desire  of  restorii^  quiet  to  bis 
distempered  imagination  by  the  aid  of  m^cine,  to  which  end,  he  adds,  plesaant 
and  excellent  apartments  were  ossicned  him  in  the  hospital  of  St.  Anna. 

With  regard  to  his  hero's  reputed  madness,  Manso  is  not  free  from  ambiguit^^ 
and,  after  detailing  his  long  imaginary  interriews  and  eloquent  conyersation  with 
a  *"»'"■>  sfarit,  besitatea  whether  he  sboidd  be  tiiougfat  iospired  or  insane.  The 
geoeral  scope  of  his  lessoning,  bowerer,  is,  that  Tasso  was  not  mad,  though  bis 
&ncy  was  often  heated  and  disturbed. 

Serassi  (whose  life  of  Tasso,  in  a  large  quarto  Tdume,  was  first  published  in 
1785)  indignantly  repels  the  idea  of  tbe  TOet*s  mental  sJienation,  and  cites  bis 
wonderftd  productions  as  an  unanswerable  argument.  According  to  him,  Tasso 
WBS  confined  in  St  Anna  for  fklse,foolish,  and  daring  words  against  tiie  duke.  It 
does  not  appear  to  have  occurred  to  him  that  tbit  penalty  of  seven  yeses'  impdson- 
ment  was  at  all  disproportioned  to  the  hemousness  of  the  ofBsaco,  and  he  mentioos 
it  amid  eulogiums  on  Alfonso's  magnanimity. 

Thraboschi,  in  a  note  to  his  second  edition,  adopts  all  Serassi's  views  with  less 
csntion  and  reserve  than  might  be  expected  from  so  sound  a  critic 

Muratori,  here  as  elaewhkek  fiir  the  most  part  candid  and  judic&oas,  q«ote« 
Tasso's  letter  to  the  Duke  of  Urbino,  already  mentioned,  and  now  so  longer  to  be 
found,  respecting  amorous  faults;  thinks  the  poet  not  absc^utely  mad,  though 
flighty;  and  cannot  persuade  himself  that  so  heavy  a  pumshment  was  inflicted  by 
a  just  prince,  on  a  disi^pointed  courtier,  for  a  few  angry  words. 

Black  joins  Seiassi  in  denying  tbe  love  of  Tssso  for  Leonora,  but  divides  from 
him  on  the  subject  of  his  author's  derangement.  He  finds  numerous  and  coO" 
elusive  proofs  of  madness  in  his  conduct,  and  annexes  learned  notes  on  the  nature^ 
origin,  and  symptoms  of  mental  maladies. 

Qingnene,  in  his  lively,  ingenious,  and  interesting  artide  on  Tasso,  shrewdie 
suspects  his  attachment  to  the  princess  was  not  so  chimprical  as  Serassi  pretended. 
But  he  admits  the  poet's  insanity,  and  suggests,  among  other  causes,  a  new  OD^ 
obvious  and  adequate  enough,  perhaps,  to  a  Frendunan.* 

On  the  other  hand,  if  we  are  to  {credit  Quadiio,  Bamfialdi,  and  Bosini, 
Tasso's  madness  was  feigned,  to  avoid  worse  consequences  firom  a  discovery  of 
his  love. 

We  may  add  that  Cavedoni,  and  others  of  Bosini's  opponents  in  Italy 
and  elsewhere,  no  leas  than  Mr.  Wilde  himself  after  a  great  waste  of 
words,  have  lefb  the  question  more  or  less  in  the  precise  position  in  which 
they  found  it. 

Before  we  enter,  in  our  turn,  into  a  hrief  examination  of  these  confiict- 
ing  opinions,  we  must  glance  at  the  dates  of  the  main  events  of  Tasso^s 
life,  such  especially  as  may  appear  connected  with  its  most  tragic  catas- 
trophe—his  seven  years'  imprisonment. 

Torquato  Tasso  arrived  at  Ferrara  towards  the  end  of  Octoher,  1565, 
and  was  there  admitted  as  a  gentleman  in  the  service  of  the  Cardinal 
Ludovic,  of  Este,  brother  of  Alfonso  II.,  Duke  of  Ferrara.  The  poet  was 
then  in  his  twenty-first  year.  Besides  the  cardinal  and  the  reigning  duke, 
Tasso  found  at  that  court  their  two  sisters,  the  Princess  Lucrezia,  afi;er- 
wards  Princess  and  Duchess  of  Urhino^  aged  thirty-one  years,  and  the 
Princess  Leonora,  younger  by  one  year. 

' '   '  ■    ■  ■       I-       .  ■  I      I  .  ■  ■   ,     ■  ■  , .  ■         .       ,  , 

♦  The  result  of  strong  moral  and  religious  restraint  upon  a  warm  sensual  tem- 
perament.— Histoire  Lit,  d^Itdit^  voL  v.,  p.  248. 
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Homo  recBained  at  Ferrara  (with  the  excepidosi  of  J&eqnent  and  some- 
fines  pcvloiigcd  ezeuisianB  to  Mantua  azai  Padua)  till  the  jear  1570| 
when,  towards  the  end  of  the  year,  he  travelled  to  France,  is  the  suite  of 
CMkuJ  Ludofic,  and  did  not  jetum  to  Ferram  till  the  month  of  April 
«r  May,  1572,  after  an  absence  of  at  least  fifteen  months. 

On  ids  setting  out  for  France,  Tasso  wrote  his  will — a  memonal  to  his 
ftiend  firaok  HondioeUi,  in  which,  amongst  other  imunctions^  he  charged 
him,  in  the  eysixt  of  lus  death,  to  collect  and  publish  all  his  own  love 
touaets,  Aadi^Bls,  &c. ;  but  with  regard  to  those^  whether  amorous  or 
otherwise,  which  he  had  written  for  any  friend^  he  requested  that  tke^ 
akould  M  (with  the  exception  of  one  which  he  mentions*)  he  hurled 
with  him,    . 

Disgusted  with  the  sojourn  of  Pasi^  or  with  Caidinal  Ludovicv  lie 
leaves  France,  in  the  company  of  one  of  the  cardinal's  secretaries,  and 
amves  in  Borne  in  December,  1671,  or  January,  1572« 

fi^  the  inteiveesion  of  the  Princesses  of  Esta,  he  is  taken  into  the  im- 
mediate service  of  Duke  Alfonso  II.,  with  a  hsffidsome  appointment,  and 
SBtoms  to  Ferrara  in  April  or  May,  1572. 

Tasso  writes  his  "Aminta"  in  two  months,  between  January  and 
Mavch,  1573,  That  pastoral  is  acted  at  Ferrara  m  the  spring  of  the  same 
year.  In  the  summer,  the  poet  is  invited  to  the  court  of  Urbino,  bj 
AincreaBa  (since  1570  Princess  of  Urbino),  and  remains  with  her  at  Pesaro 
and  Castel-Durante  till  the  end  of  September. 

Tasso  completes  his  poem,  '^  Jerusalem  Delivered,"  after  infinite  labour, 
in  the  spring  of  the  year  1575. 

At  tins  epoch,  which  may  be  looked  upon  as  the  vlcsbd^  of  Tasso's  pros- 
perity, as  a  poet  and  as  a  courtier,  he  begins  to  evince  symptoms  of  dis- 
Btttisnotion  with  the  court  of  Ferrara,  April  6th,  1575. 

He  is  haunted  by  serious  suspicions  of  being  closely  watched  by  un- 
known enemies,  and  of  his  papers  being  stealthily  pried  into,  May  Srd, 
1575. 

He  intends  going  to  Home  for  the  solemnities  of  ilie  jubilee,  and  for 
the  revision  of  his  poem,  and  is  stronglv  dissuaded  by  the  Princess 
Lucreaa,  now  Duchess  of  Urbino,  July  20th,  1575. 

He  travels  to  Home,  notwithstanding,  and  arrives  there  towards  the 
middle  of  November,  1575. 

He  returns  from  Rome,  December  29th — ^through  Sienna  and  Florence, 
January  6tli — and  arrives  at  Ferrara  in  mid- January,  1576. 

During  a  short  absence  to  Modena  (in  Lent,  1576),  he  discovers  that 
desk  has  been  opened  with  fs^se  keys,  and  some  of  his  papers 
ahstracted. 

He  has  an  hostile  encounter  with  a  (suspected)  treacherous  finend,  in 
^ptember,  157& 

He  is  arrested  and  confined  in  one  of  the  camerim  (cachets  or  dun- 
geons ?  )  of  the  court-yard  of  the  ducal  palace,  for  havin£^  thrown  a  knife  at 
a  servant,  in  the  apartment  of  the  Duchess  of  Urbino,  June  17th,  1577. 

Upon  his  anxious  solicitations  he  is  released,  and  taken  by  the  Duke 
Alfonso  to  his  country  seat  of  Belriguardo. 

He  is  sent  back  to  the  convent  of  St  Francis,  in  Ferrara,  there  recom« 
mended  to  the  monks  for  safe  keeping,  July  11th. 

*  «  Or  che  V  aura  mia  doloe  altrove  spira."    Soxmet  11^  voL  L,  p.  62. 
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He  effects  hu  empe  from  the  oonyent,  July  20tli,  and  trayds  on  fixxt^ 
witKoot  mesos  or  efiects,  as  far  u  Sorrento,  where  he  takes  refuge  w^ 
his  sister  Cornelia. 

He  leaTes  Sorrento  and  repairs  to  Rome,  where  he  arriyes  (Noyember 
1577X  <u[^d  hence,  upon  his  own  request,  returns  to  Ferrara  in  March  or 
AjHil,  1578. 

He  departs  from  Ferrara,  travels  to  Mantua,  Padua,  and  Venice ;  is 
reported  m  the  last-named  city  on  die  lOth  of  July,  1578. 

From  Venioe  he  crosses  over  to  Pesaro,  whence  he  writes  in  date  of 
July  20th. 

He  remains  at  Pesaro,  or  in  other  parts  of  the  duchy  of  Urbino,  till 
October,  1578. 

He  appears  at  the  gates  of  Turin,  in  such  a  plight  as  to  be,  like  a  vaga- 
bond, rnused  admittance,  November  2nd,  1578. 

Afto  a  stay  of  three  months  at  Turin,  he  insists  upon  returning  to 
Ferrara,  in  contempt  of  the  advice  of  all  his  friends,  and  arrives  there  on 
the  21st  of  February,  1579. 

He  is  arrested  and  confined  in  St  Anna,  an  hospital  for  the  sick  and 
insane,  about  the  middle  of  March,  1579. 

He  leaves  the  hospital  on  ihe  5th  or  6th  of  July,  1586,  after  a  confine- 
ment  of  seven  years,  two  months,  and  several  days. 

He  drags  on  a  life  of  wandering  and  misery  to  his  dying  day,  the  25th 
April,  1595. 

Even  from  our  rapid  and  barren  enumeration  of  mere  dates,  it  will  be 
obvious  that  we  are  not  always  in  possession  of  the  most  important  parti- 
culars of  Tasso's  life;  and  the  farther  we  carry  our  researches,  we  find  our 
uncertainties  increase  in  proportion  to  the  intensity  of  our  interest,  and 
to  our  anxiety  to  establish  facts  with  anything  like  accuracy  and  dis- 
tinctness. 

Hosini,  and  after  him  Wilde,  in  sheer  despsur  of  bringing  into  light  any 
precise  information  from  what  may  be  thought  neutral  and  disinterested 
sources,  are  eternally  referring  to  Tasso*s  own  writings,  in  prose  and 
verse,  sometimes  even  with  utter  disregard  of  well-authenticatea  and  un- 
disputed facts.  Now,  whilst  we  are  willing  to  do  the  fullest  justice  to 
Tasso's  loftiness  of  character,  and  unswerving  devotion  to  truth,  at  least 
m  matters  of  any  moment,  we  still  think  it  must  seem  very  dear  that  the 
poet  s  evidence,  pro  or  contra,  must  depend  upon  our  own  conviction  of 
the  entire  soundness  of  his  mind.  Roaini,  it  is  true,  entertains  no  doubt 
on  the  subject ;  but  that  subject  is  precisely  the  one— the  aU-important 
poi  nt  at  issue.  The  patient's  assertions,  however  grave  and  eloquent,  can 
or  inemselyes  have  no  great  weight  with  a  commission  sitting  to  pronounce 

n\l  VLlt'^'l^'i  19*  "^^""^^  ^«^  *^08«  very  writings,  or  fit)m  any  otlier 
c  rcumstantial  evidence,  that  Tasso,  at  any  time,  kfoured  under  aiiy  par- 

effLt  U^  ™^°*^^  aberration ;  or  even  i/the  least  doubt  it^mains  to  that 

of  hU  ^L  J*'^  ?lu  *^^*  ^""^  ^^"^  ^*"^«  fro°»  i^  «°der  the  influence 
ot  his  disorder  must  be  received  with  suspicion. 

confurn.'rt!^?^*^^*"*''^  ^"^  ^"*  ^^^^  to  us  in  the  most  egregious 
thf tides  aST  t^!  f^°  ^"^'^^  "^^^  ^^^  still  palpably  ina?cu«te ; 
tsttmio^r^^^  ^4^  ^anks  at  the 

qini  AJi  WO  flKair>An  k—  ^  ^  SP?  "^'  ^"^  conjecture;  and  Ro- 
Sim,  a.  we  .haU  we,  ha,  „«!,  ^^i^ay  free  witt  them,  but  they 
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bardly  oonstitate  a  safe  ground  upon  which  to  hase  any  plausible 
theory. 

In  the  three  or  four  volumes  of  lyrical  poems,  which  constitute  Tasso's 
**  Canxoniere/'  in  Rosini's  edition,  the  editor  finds  the  substance  for  his 
arguments  in  &your  of  Tasso's  love  romance,  or  romances. 

Some  of  those  poems  were  published  in  academical  collections  as  early 
as  1565  and  1567;  others  in  several  more  or  less  unauthorised  editions 
dnrine  the  poet's  imprisonment  in  St.  Anna;  others  finally  by  himself 
after  his  deliverance ;  a  few  more  came  out  posthumously. 

By  a  careful  examination  of  these  various  coUections,  Rosini  made  out 
the  discoyery  of  Tasso's  early  love  for  one  Laura  Peperara,  to  whom 
Serassi,  a  cnurchman,  and  intent  upon  mver  topics,  had  only  made  a 
passing  allusion.  This  young  lady  seems  first  to  have  engaged  the  poet's 
affections  during  one  of  his  visits  to  Mantua,  her  native  ci^,  probably  in 
1564,  Tasso  bemg  then  still  a  student  in  the  university  ot  Padua.  We 
find  her,  afterwards,  established  at  Ferrara  as  an  attendant  upon  the 
duchess,  or  some  other  of  the  ladies  of  the  reigpiing  family ;  and  we  are 
told  that  Tasso  still  loved  her  with  all  the  vehemence  of  his  soul,  fifteen 
years  after  their  first  acquaintance,  in  1579 ;  at  the  time  of  her  marria£;e 
witih  Count  Annibale  Turchi,  and  after  that  event.  **  Such  being  the 
ooimption  of  morals  in  those  times,*'  the  professor  remarks,  "  that  not 
only  did  Tasso  continue  in  his  attachment  to  a  married  woman,  but 
actually  acknowledged  it  without  disguise."  He  quotes  a  few  cold,  xm- 
meanin^  verses*  written  in  honour  of  the  wedding,  and  also  a  sonnetf 
intended  to  be  kept  strictly  private,  by  which  the  poet  unblushingly  con* 
soles  himself  with  the  thought,  that  notwithstanaing  Laura's  new  con- 
nexion, he  ''would  not  be  left  to  sigh  in  vain."  This  during  the  rery  few 
days  elapsing  between  Tasso's  last  return  to  Ferrara  on  the  21st  of 
Februaiy,  1579,  and  his  confinement  to  St.  Anna,  towards  the  middle  of 
the  ensuing  March ;  at  the  time,  that  is,  that — dragged  by  his  passion 
for  Leonora,  which  was^  according  to  Rosini,  his  fatslity — Tasso  broke 
out  into  those  ''  false,  rash,  and  violent  words"  which  led  to  his  im- 
prisonment 

Rosini  himself  seems  startled  by  the  s^laring  inconsistency  of  this 
monstrous  assertion,  and  tries  to  explain  it  by  the  ''  strange  contradic- 
tions and  deep  mysteries  of  the  human  heart"  But  then  *'it  were 
vain,*'  he  concludes,  ''on  our  part  to  resist  evidence.  It  forces  itself 
upon  us  in  spite  of  ourselres." 

Now,  then,  what  does  this  irrefutable  evidence  actually  rest  upon? 
Merely  on  the  hct  that  Tasso  celebrated  the  nuptials  of  a  Mantuan  lady 
with  one  Turco  or  Turchi,  and  that  this  imion  seems,  from  a  yery  clear 
allusion  in  one  of  the  epithalamic  poems,  to  have  taken  place  almost  im- 
mediately after  the  solemn  entrance  into  Ferrara  of  Margherita,  Princess 
of  Mantua,  and  third  bride  of  the  Duke  Alfonso  IL — an  event  bearing  a 
well-established  date  of  the  23rd  of  February,  1579.  It  is  utterly  impos- 
sible, even  if  we  would  not  challenge  the  correctness  of  the  above  parti- 
culars, to  identify  the  bride  of  Annibale  Turchi  with  that  vergineUa 
whose  impending  marriage  is  contemplated  by  the  poet  with  a  guilty 

*  Sonnet  214th,  torn.  liL,  p.  112.    Madrigals  300,  301,  tom.  ii.,  pp.  226,  236* 

litofKsa.  1832. 

t  Sonnet  20tfaf  Bame^  torn,  i,  p.  15* 

"Amor,  adei,  cfae  vergineDa  amai*' 
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liope  that  another  man's  lawful  possession  may  not  prednde  all  chance  of 
&ture  happiness  for  himsel£ 

Mr.  "Wilde,  who  generally  evinces  an  almost  superstitious  deference  to 
all  RosinPs  conclusions,  hegs,  however,  most  distinctly  to  differ  with  faim 
on  this  point ;  and  hy  coupKng  that  ohnozions  sonnet  with  a  eanzofte 
in  the  same  stndn,  winch  was  actually  published  in  1567,*  supposes  both 
poems  to  have  been  written  at  a  very  different  period,  and  not  hy  any 
means  in  honour  of  Laura  I^eperara,  but  ^'  for  an  intended  match  of  tlie 
Princess  Leonora/' 

For  our  own  ^art,  there  is  no  surmise,  however  wild  and  (ar-fetehed 
(provided  it  be  given  as  such),  that  we  would  not  cheerfully  admit,  rather 
than  subscribe  to  Rosini's  co-existence  of  two  passions,  equally  violent^ 
and  so  headlong  as  to  overstep,  in  the  one  instance,  al!  bomidaries  of 
sheer  decency,  even  allowance  being  made  for  the  hixity  of  manners  in 
the  sixteentn  century,  and,  in  the  other,  the  most  obvious  dictates  of 
prudence.  One  love  at  a  time,  of  that  nature,  ought  to  be  enough  fot 
any  man's  fancy  and  temperament.  By  this  we  win  not  pretend  to  say 
that  all  that  is  not  probable  may  not  be  true ;  but  we  contend  that  sncn 
opinions  cannot  have  our  assent,  unless  their  actual  certainty  can  he 
unanswerably  established. 

But,  after  aU,  Tasso's  attachment  to  this  Laura  Peperara  is  only 
episodical  in  the  history  of  Tas8o*s  tragical  Kfe.  Roaini  seems  only 
anxious  to  prove,  by  his  arguments  in  fevnur  of  this  k)wer  amaw,  that 
Tasso^s  hesurt  admitted  of  a  plurality  of  affections  at  the  same  time,  and 
that  hn  love  for  the  princess,  which  wrought  him  so  much  misery,  was 
Aroughout  neither  all-absorbing  nor  exclusive. 

Our  attention,  therefore,  mnst  now  be  turned  upon  the  &ct9  that  may 
be  said  to  go  any  length  towards  the  solution  of  this  main  question.  We 
must  first  see  wnat  the  real  nature  of  Torquato's  devotion  for  tfak  royal 
ladv  was;  next,  what  consequences  it  actually  had  on  his  destinies. 

r^ot  a  few  of  Tasso's  acknowledged  love  poems  are  dearly  composed  m 
honour  of  the  Princess  Leonora.  Independent  of  all  personal  feelings, 
the  manners  of  the  times  demanded  of  the  court  poet  a  tribute  of  poetieal 
flattery  to  almost  any  of  the  ladies  of  rank  that  graced  the  ducal  pdlace 
with  their  presence.  A  certain  degree  of  respectful,  however  otherwise 
earnest  and  Hvely,  gallantly  was  allowed  to  any  poet  towards  any  h/iy 
with  even  a  shade  of  pretension  to  beauty.  It  was  a  style  of  poedc 
homage,  in  which  it  is  not  difficult  to  recognise  a  relic  of  ancient  chivai- 
xous  feelings.  Petrarch  had  taken  it  from  the  Provencal  troubadours — 
the  poet-knights ;  it  was  perpetuated  in  Italy  throughout  a  whde  host 
of  his  hnitators,  and  was  quite  the  order  d  the  day  in  the  idle  and 
proffigate  Italian  courts  of  the  sixteenth  century.  A  sonnet,  a  madngri, 
or  a  song  to  his  ''mistress's  eyebrows,**  had  no  more  meaning  at  Florenoe 
or  at  Ferrara  than  the  glove,  or  scarf,  or  cdours  of  the  **Iady  of  his 
thoughts,"  worn  by  a  knight  at  a  tournament  at  Aix  or  at  Thouloose. 
The  lady  might  he  ever  so  higjh  or  ever  so  low^ — ^wedded  or  unwedded — 
nay,  she  might  or  might  not  be  a  real  substantial  thing — that  mattezed 
not;  no  bard  or  ehevalier  was  allowed  to  go  passionless — and  his  love- 
.  passes  in  the  liata,  oc  in  the  halia  of  royalty,  did  not  pievent  him  fiom 

*  Canzone  1,  Hime,  tom.  u.^  p.  1.   Fisa  editku. 

<*  Amor,  ttt  vedi  •  non  n'kai  duoio  ovdegno." 


htrng  tbe  pattern  of  respectable  fiunilj  men,  in  the  hmnble  prose  of  hSi 
domestic  circle.  Ariosto  gives  as  a  long  enumeration  of  all  the  celebrated 
beaoties  of  his  own  times  (princely  ladies  most  of  them),  and  ascribes  to 
each  of  them  a  couple  of  poets,  who  were  dragged  to  their  chariots  as 
licensed  and  acknowledged  adorers. 

AH  this  assidnons  and  coarteous  homage  and  servitude  might  have  no 
meaning  or  conseqnence ;  but  it  might  also  lead  to  more  than  was  really 
meant ;  the  ladies  were  vain,  and  fond  of  that  poetical  adulation,  beyond 
all  comprehension  of  our  more  sober  times.  Some  of  their  bards  would 
consider  their  efiusions  sufficiently  repaid  by  half  a  smile  of  encourage^ 
ment,  or  a  glove  or  favour  adroitly  dropped ;  but  others  insisted  for  a  re- 
turn of  warmer  feelings,  oi*  looked  forward  to  the  more  substantial  remu- 
neration of  pecmuary  emolument  or  princely  patronage. 

In  all  cases,  it  was  at  the  time,  and  must  be  still  more  after  a  lapse  of 
ages,  extremely  difficult  to  unravel,  from  what  was  merely  cMvalrous  or 
academical,  that  which  might  have  a  more  serious  and  denberate  impori 
All  the  efforts  of  Petrarch's  numberless  and  unweary  commentators  nave 
fguled  in  establishing,  to  any  man's  satisfaction,  the  precise  relation  m 
which  the  poet  stood  to  Laura;  although  that  loyal  bard  never  celebrated 
the  charms  of  more  than  one,  although  he  himself  long  survived  the  col- 
lection and  wide  £ffiision  of  his  amatory  verses,  and  although,  too,  he  had 
but  little  reason  for  concealment,  or  for  apprehension  from  the  vindictive- 
ness  of  interested  parties. 

In  his  devotion  to  a  princess  of  the  pixmd  and  jealous  house  of  Este, 
Tasso  had  the  utmost  need  of  caution  and  forbearance.  In  the  verses 
published  by  him  in  her  honour,  it  hardly  needs  be  said,  we  can  find 
nothing  that  voluntarily  overstepped  the  limits  of  discretion.  Something 
might  unawares  have  slipped  thovugh  his  lips  which  would  commit  him; 
but  we  are  indeed  at  a  loss  to  determine  what  amount  of  flattery,  what 
exaggeration  of  passionate  admiration  he  might  not  allow  hims^  ere  an 
unfiivonxaMe  construction  would  be  put  upon  his  expressions,  either  by 
the  lady  herself,  or  by  those  most  sensitive  on  the  spotlessness  ci  her  de- 
putation. 

The  very  character  the  Princess  Leonora  bore  in  the  estimation  of  tte 
court  and  city,  for  lofty  virtue  and  transcendant  piety,  would,  indeed,  so 
clearly  have  placed  her  above  suspicion,  that  the  poet  might  have  pro- 
fessed or  affected  not  only  enthusiastic  admiration,  but  even  stark  raving 
love  for  her,  without  exciting  more  than  a  smile  of  compassion,  even  from 
the  stem  countenance  of  Alfonso  himself 

Tbe  vehemence  of  his  affection  would  have  been  looked  upon  merely  as 
a  proof  of  the  exalted  loveliness  of  its  object,  or,  at  the  most,  of  the  er- 
treme  susceptibility  of  the  poef  s  heart. 

But  it  would  have  been  otherwise,  if  the  poet  had  allowed  himsitf 
even  the  slightest  hint  of  the  lady's  partiality  in  his  fiivoor;  if  he  had  so 
fax  forgotten  himself  as  to  boast  of  any  token  of  reciprocated  tenderness, 
or  even  of  any,  however  vague  and  remote,  hope  of  the  ultimate  gratifi- 
cation of  his  unhallowed  wishes. 

Much  has,  at  all  times,  been  considered  as  fair  in  love :  much  more  was 
lawful,  at  those  times,  in  poetry.  But  in  order  that  a  poetical  flirtation 
might  be  connived  at,  and  even  applauded  by  the  facile  and  genial  spirit 
of  the  age,  the  first  requisite  was  that  all  should  be  '^  fair  and  above- 
board  ;"  anything  in  the  least  bordering  upon  intrigue  would  have  been 
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looked  v^Km  with  no  mote  oomplaeency  than  at  any  other  period,  and 
would  have  led  to  even  more  fatal  results. 

We  have  in  Taaso's  *^  Camoniere"  ample  proofe  of  this  kind  of  erotic 
eouitship  for  the  princess  Leonora.  The  same  homage  was  equally  paid 
to  her  sister  Lncreda;  to  Eleonora  Sanyitale,  according  to  Manso;  to  a 
third  El&moray  whom  Rosini  fancies  he  recognises  in  me  person  (A  that 
same  Laura  Peperara,  to  whom  allurion  has  already  heen  made. 

Bosiniy  Wilde,  and  many  pthen,  indeed,  £uicy  wey  can  detect  in  the 
Tersesy  intended  as  a  homage  to  the  Princess  Leonora,  a  certain  warmth 
and  tmthfulness  of  affection,  different  from  the  feeling  pervading  the 
poems  in  the  same  strain  intended  for  more  indifferent  objects.  It  may 
be  allowed  to  entertain  different  opinions.  In  the  first  place,  it  is  not  well 
proved  that  poets  are  most  eloquent  on  the  subject  that  is  nearest  unto 
their  hearts.  All  strong  feelings,  and  love  especially,  have  indeed  power 
forcibly  to  rouse  their  imaginative  faculties;  but  passion  very  of)«n,  in- 
deed universally^  works  indirectly  or  retrospectively.  It  has  but  little  to  say 
of  itself.  If  it  is  not  actually  mute,  as  it  has  often  been  justly  described,  it 
deUghts  in  abstraction,  or  seeks  its  vent  in  remote  and  extraneous  specu- 
lation. Had  Tasso's  love  for  the  Princess  Leonora  been  as  violent  as  it 
ii  supposed,  we  conceive  that  it  would  have  made  him  tender  in  the 
*^  Aminta,"  or  eloquent,  gorgeous,  passionate  in  the  *'  Jerusalem ;"  but 
unless  Tasso  was  indeed  a  great  exception  in  the  common  rule  of  mankind, 
if  he  had  attempted  to  descend  into  his  own  heart,  or  to  give  utterance  to 
his  own  passion,  at  the  time  of  its  greatest  ferment,  he  would  probably 
have  found  in  himself  such  deficiency  and  inadequacy  of  utterance  that  he 
would,  in  sheer  despair,  have  desisted  from  the  attempt 

But  amongst  the  poems  confessedly  written  by  Tasso  in  praise  of 
Leonora,  we  nnd  not  a  few  of  those  cold  conceits,  plays  upon  words  and 
other  puerilities,  which  Petrarch  had  brought  into  fashion  in  Italy,  and 
which  prove  nothing  so  clearly  as  the  cool  and  comfortable  state  of  the 
poet*8  mind  at  the  time  he  was  writing  Such  are,  for  instance,  the  tricks 
upon  the  lady's  name,  which  may  have  been  intentional  or  not,  but  which 
are  certainly  the  result  of  anything  rather  than  of  genuine  passionate  in- 
spiration:— 

Se  ferir  brami,  scendi  al  petto,  scendi 
£  dl  si  degno  cor  too  stra  ls  onora.* 

E  le  mie  rime 
Che  son  vili  e  ncglette  se  non  qoanto 
Costei  LE  ONORA  col  bel  nome  santaf 

All  these  concetti^  bUticci^  and  other  freddure  to  convey  under  the 

diiffuise  a  pun  or  anagram,  a  name  which  he  often  wrote  at  the  head 

of  nis  conoipositions,  or  to  which  he  paid  most  unequivocal  homage  in 

other  efinsions;  as  for  instance  in  the  madrigal— 

Cantava  in  viva  al  flume 

Tirsi  d' Eleonora 

E  rispondean  le  selve  e  Tonde  onora! 

Or  chi  fla  che  ronori  e  che  non  rami  fX  


•  Sonnet  232.    Eime,  tom.  i^  p.  121. 

.   -,  "  Bose,  che  Tarte  invidiosa  ammira." 

t  Canzone,  19,  Rime,  tom.  ii^  p.  56. 

•.  .  .    .  "Mentre  che  a  venerar  muovon  le  genti." 

$  Madrigale  12ft,  Bime,  tom.  a,  p.  198. 
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But|  upon  these  acknowledged  poems,  whether  addressed  to  one  of  the 
two  or  three  Leonoras,  or  distinctly  referable  to  the  princess,  or  yasuely 
addressed  to  that  coDvenient  abstraction,  *'  La  sua  Donna,"  Rosini  is  too 
wise  to  lay  any  great  stress.  If  these  verses  had  had  any  meaning,  the 
princess,  uie  duke,  and  his  prying,  gossiping  court,  would  have  detected  it 
long  before  us;  and  Tasso*s  troubles  would  have  begun  long  before  the 
year  1577. 

Tas80*tf  passion,  according  to  Rosini,  mast  be  looked  for  in  those  verses 
which  were  published  or  circulcated  without  his  knowledge  or  consent, 
those  that  were  surreptitiously  taken  from  his  desk,  or  those  that  con- 
tinned  inedited  and,  to  a  great  extent,  obscure  and  unknown  up  to  a  very 
recent  period. 

That  some  of  Tasso's  poems  came  into  the  world  under  false  titles  there 
seems  to  be  excellent  reasons  to  believe. 

Amongst  others,  we  find  a  sonnet  *^  To  the  Queen  of  France,"  in  which 
the  poet  descants  upon  the  reciprocal  feelings  arisen  in  the  lady's  breast 
from  the  report  of  the  poet's  fame,  and  in  the  latter's  heart  from  a  view 
of  the  lady's  portrait* 

The  declaration  of  so  platonic  an  affection,  even  with  all  the  poetic 
exaggeration  of  the  fiame  which  ^'  consumes*'  the  bard*s  too  susceptible 
heart,  might  surely  have  been  made  public,  no  matter  what  the  rank  of 
the  person  might  be  for  whom  it  was  really  intended.  We  feel  confident^ 
that  had  this  sonnet  borne  the  name  of  the  Princess  Leonora^  it  might 
have  passed  muster  with  many  of  its  fellows,  without  any  great  hfum 
in  it 

It  was,  however,  first  published  in  1681,  in  the  second  year  of  the 
poet's  imprisonment,  with  the  dtle  above  quoted.  Rosini,  and  after  him 
Wilde,  must  needs  refer  this  sonnet  to  the  verses  written  about  the  year 
1566  (they  give  no  reason  for  their  surmise) ;  and  as  the  Queen  of 
France,  at  the  time  of  Tasso's  journey  in  1570,  could  only  be  Elizabeth 
of  Austria,  bride  of  Charles  IX.,  with  whom  Tasso  was  harcuy  acquainted, 
or  Catherine  de  Medici,  the  dowager,  who  was  now  in  her  fiftieth  year, 
these  critics  take  it  for  granted  that  the  sonnet  was  intended  for  Leonora 
of  £ste  ; — that  it  alluded  to  Tasso's  first  introduction  to  the  court  of 
Ferrara,  at  which  time  the  princess  was,  and  continued  for  some  time, 
indisposed ;  so  that  Tasso  might  have  seen  her  portrait  before  he  saw 
her;  and  that,  as  the  sonnet  might  have  been  offensive  to  Alfonso,  and 
aggravated  his  captive's  sufferings,  the  fiiendly  editors  gave  it  that  vague 
and  absurd  title  to  mystify  the  reader,  and  call  away  his  attention  from 
the  real  subject 

To  this  we  answer,  simply,  that  the  sonnet  was  not  of  a  nature  seriously 
to  commit  Torquato;  that  the  mere  alteration  of  the  title  was  less 
likely  to  lead  astray  Tasso's  contemporaries  than  his  acute  critics  of  afier 
ages ;  that  any  attempt  to  hide  the  truth  under  so  flimsy  a  veil  would 
only  have  the  effect  of  raising  the  very  worst  suspicions  in  Alfonso's 
mind ;  that  the  sonnet  might  have  been  written  any  time  before  the 
year  1581;  that  Tasso  was  for  a  whole  year  in  Paris;  and  that  the  poem 
might  pass  for  an  overstrained,  but  by  no  means  absurd,  compliment  to 
either  queen,  due  regard  being  had  to  the  laudatory  style  of  the  age.f 

*  SSonnet  149,  Rime,  torn,  i^  p.  80. 

**  Nel  tuo  petto  real,  da  vod  sparte." 
t  Elizabeth  of  Austria  was  married  to  Charles  IX.  November  26,  1570.    Tasso 
airived  at  Paris  in  Januaiy,  1571,  and  remained  ihlly  a  year. 
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A«  ««Be  tide,  in  »  smaU  colbctioQ  dedij^  Sf  Jri!l!2!I.°!^  T* 
6om  bis  prisoa  in  St  Anna,  and  Mddtoll»h!-!  P™***?  «f  E«««, 

re^  for  i^kind  of  gr^  J^^,  StSS^f^'L^^ 
«mld  impoae  upon  the  pnncm^  and  their  iLS!-  ^u  ^i  '^''  ** 
hope  that  Ws  simulation  would  esca^eSL^^  *.  ''"•T  H  '^'^ 
6iendsorhin«elf  badanyfearT^iSii  l^tfl'  "^  «*«'.»* 
^thia  sonnet,  its  on.is^n  wonU  ba^TT^ettirS^:? 

-ught  ^t  e«il,  ha  Jescaped  the  ^^^^Vx^of  ^l^^T ' 

O  can  Bimnlacri,  o  nobfl  d<mo 
Onde  mi  bei  si  dolcemenle  ed  aidi 
Che  il  viver  braoK)  aim  che  il  foco  eatinto. 
More  meanm  J  nught  be  fo^^^       another  wimet,  pablished  br  V««^ 
Lmdunngthepoet^^  indited  «S  ZD^hJ  J^ 

bino.  •  It  IS  written  m  praise  of  a  ImIv'h  >vian».  -xu  ^"*^y^  '-''^- 
Aatlnsoiou.,  »«e^olonre/umg4e%Eh  o^l  111  ~"°'*^  °^ 
kTWspoems.     BoArn,  ^  FTuZ^^ '^  ^'^l^'^'^ 

ss,*^  r:^"  ""^^  ^  *^  pHn<*^SK;?:Ld*t£K:j 

«ie  r(»d«r.  Unt  tf  the  sonnet  was,  mdeed,  too  free  to  be  onenlv  «d^ 
^sed  to  a  royal  lady  we  do  not  see  how  the  poet's  fete  (whitt  £ 
^,m,jht  he  considered  as  already  se»led  in  1581,  at  the  tin^f  C 
^n  Uc««  w«  alre«ly  dead  or  dying)  might  be  mitigated  hi  m^ 
plying  the  enennMiwitha.gan.ents  proving  that  the  poT wrote  iTa 

"wMws.     If  a  subsMution  of  names  was  practicable,  it  had.  at  lent 

F^.n!^  K  P":T*  •?  "  **  fi«t  stance,  when  that  of  the  Quemrf 
ftmnce  had  been  taken  m  rain ;  and  to  inscribe  the  sonnet-i^  mdeed, 
my  .nscrq,tion  was  needed-to  some  imaginary  lady,  say  the  Empress 
of  Cathay,  or  ike  Queen  <rf  Golconda.  ■>       j       J  r"==» 

«nJ!.T°*  ■?  '^  r^  ***  '''"*'  ^""^^  ^^  »t  «>™»  bter  period,  to 
undo  Rework  of  those  blundering  editors;  for  when,  after  h^J^ 

*l»e  exnreS^i  trif!}  f"  *'^'^/^  '^h*  frequently  altered,  some  of 
a  S^Kw  1?*^"'  ""^  *  commentary  added,  with  a  view  to 
UrWno"  ia  Sr  f  ^^  P^T**^"  T**®  ^o""**  "^o  the  Duchess  of 
»eno  occui^^^tb^tw^  ? '  l!!!-"  "•*"**  Madonna."  The  real 
«»««s  to  it.  «S««i,^ISj"4^^  *«  ""ff^  '««';  -nd  some  aUn- 
wther  princess  (both,  at  Wt  fc^  "**™'  "PP''*^  ***  *•»«  "»*«"  •»»  «f 
»w  season.  Rogini  looks  umvT^  ^^  '''*^'''  "*  «fen«<i  to  the  ncM- 
fiwoor  of  his  hypothesis  •  for  K  !?•  .  ™<»*fi«rtions  as  conclosiTe  in 
!«t;sd«i»to  ofiLnrte'an  La^Tl^  them  brought  about  br  the 

"s^  "^  ^  -7  Ss:f  ^Uon  tihrc's:^  3  E 
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Atan  di  Uibino^-^nratt  have  appeared  to  Taaeo  iiimaelf  an  x 
aereen ;  aad  we  must  bdiere  that  the  soimetv  printed  as  it  was  in  1581, 
most  have  wrought  all  the  mischief  it  possiUj  could,  and  criminated  the 
poet  as  fuUy  as  if  it  had  home  its  genuine  original  title— indeed,  more 
liiUj ;  inasmnch  as  to  its  ohjectionahle  tone  was  now  added  the  attempt 
at  deception,  aad  the  abuse  of  another  no  less  leTered  name.  Now,  then, 
if  in  1581 — that  is^  whilst  the  poet  was  in  his  great  enemy^s  power — 
"Ab  sonnet  could  go  finrth  into  the  world  under  so  thin  adisenise,  printed 
under  the  fcrj  eyes  of  the  dukc^  and  with  a  dedication  to  the  princesses, 
kow  could  the  poet  feel  any  necessity  for  further  concealment  in  1 592, 
when  Al£)oso  had  volnntanl j,  howerer  reluctantly,  released  him ;  when 
Tasso  had  every  reason  to  think  that  the  past  was  already  amply  ex- 
piated, and  when  he  must  feel  that  the  best  way  of  undoing  it  was  by 
giving  it  to  utter  oblivion? 

But  Tasso^  we  concave,  at  the  time  of  lihe  compilation  of  those  edi- 
tions, was  actuated  by  mere  literary  viewsL  He  substituted  explanatory 
smbjedt  instead  of  hue  names  or  tides;  and  if  he,  indeed,  thought  it 
proper  to  do  away  with  the  names  of  either  of  the  princesses,  he  did  it  in 
obedience  to  the  same  feeling  which  prompted  him  to  remove  the  name 
mi  Rinaido  of  Eate  from  his  *'  Jerusalem  Delivezed,''  lest  ibe  praises 
reflecting  from  that  imaginary  hero  on  the  house  of  his  patron  should 
confer  upon  this  house  a  £une  which  he  had  now  good  reason  to  grudge 
it.  This  equally  aeoomts  for  ihe  sabslitution  of  ^aste,  instead  or  royal 
breast,  in  the  sonnet  at  present  under  our  examination.  As  for  the 
summer  fruits  celebrated,  instead  of  riper  ones,  it  seems  very  evident 
that  the  poet,  who  now  treated  hia  subjects  in  the  abstract,  and  had  no 
longer  any  motive  for  falling  into  raptures  in  sight  of  the  charma  of  a 
pnncess  aged  forty,  felt  the  absurdity  of  that  disparaging  ei^reasion,  and 
put  it  back  by  a  month  or  two,  so  as  to  render  it  more  consonant  with 
mankind's  adopted  views  of  the  proper  season  of  female  attractions. 

The  word  Madonna,  or  La  sua  Donna  (may  it  not  displease  Pro- 
foflsor  Boains  I),  has,  indeed,  no  proper  meaning,  but  is  a  mere  abstract 
phrase,  applicable,  wad  actually  applied,  to  any  of  the  many  ladies  cele- 
brated by  the  poet,  who  happens  to  be  the  subject  of  the  poem  imme- 
diately before  hiuu  It  stands  indifferently,  in  Tasso*s  own  commentary^ 
for  Laura  Peperara,  for  any  of  the  Leonoras,  for  any  of  the  ladies  whose 
names  are  obviously  lost  to  us>  but  to  whom  Torquato  was  equally 
lavish  of  his  praises*  It  is  the  Doe  or  Roe  that  was  current  before 
the  courta  of  love  at  the  time.  The  Princess  Leonora  was  indeed  the 
poet's  lady  for  the  time  being — one  of  the  many  who  called  forth  his 
inq^iiatiansy  whose  glove  or  sash  he  wore  at  one  of  those  many  touma- 
menta  of  wit. 

The  same  reasoning  may  equally  apply  to  another  sonnet  '^falsely"  in- 
scribed to  the  **  Duchess  oi  Ferrara**  on  her  appearance  at  a  masked  ball, 
and  to  another,  t  whi^  may  be  classed  amone  hia  earliest  compositions, 
and  which  bears  no  other  title  than  ^'Lodala  gola  della  sua  Donna." 
Who  his  kufy  might  be  at  the  time  cannot  be  ascertained.  It 
published  without  either  name  or  title  by  Baldini,  in  1582,  in  his 

*  Sonnet  128,  torn.  L,  p.  69. 

'^  Era  la  notte  e  aotto  11  manto  adomo." 
t  Sonnet  12,  tom.  i.,  p.  10. 

<«  Tni  il  bianco  vise  e  il  moDe  e  casto  petto." 
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quarto  edition ;  but  in  a  smaller  e<Ution  of  the  same  year  it  bears  the  f<^ 
lowing  inscription,  "  Sopra  la  gola  della  Signora  Giolia."  Further,  than 
ifaat  the  sonnet  was  meant  in  honour  of  the  neck  of  some  lady,  we  think 
it  would  be  difficult  to  determine. 

Verses  of  this  nature,  and  upon  the  same  or  analogous  subjects,  were 
written  by  Tasso  with  an  astonishing  profusion,  and  with  a  catholic  de- 
Totion  to  the  sex,  which  ought  to  satisfy  any  reader,  both  of  the  wayward- 
ness and  versatility  of  his  taste,  and  of  the  eagerness  of  most  ladies  of  his 
aoquuntance  to  secure  such  metrical  compliments  to  themselves. 

That  some  of  these  eloquent  and  even  high-flown  compliments  fell  to 
the  lot  of  the  Princess  Leonora  was  not  a  matter  that  required  any  over^ 
strained  demonstration.  We  only  inquire  to  what  extent  Tasso's  worship 
for  that  lady  exceeded  the  limits  prescribed  by  the  peculiar  morality  of 
the  times. 

Tasso  himself  characterised  the  nature  of  his  love  for  Leonora — such,  we 

mean,  as  it  ought  to  have  been — in  the  episode  of  '^  Olindo  and  Sofronia," 

in  which  personal  allusions  have  been  universally  recognised,  in  those  very 

expressive  words, — 

Brama  assai,  poco  spera  e  nulla  chiede.* 

He  has  conveyed  the  contrast  between  desire  and  duty  in  those  fine 
lines  of  the  very  finest  of  his  canzoni : — 

E  oerto  11  piimo  di  che  '1  bel  sereno 
Ddla  tua  fh)nte  agti  occhi  miei  s'offerae 
£  vidi  armato  spaziarvi  amore; 

Se  non  che  Riverenza  allor  converse 
E  maraviglia  in  fredda  selce  il  seno 
I  vi  peria  di  doppia  morte  il  core,  t 

An  effusion  openly  intended  for  and  inscribed  to  her  without  disguise. 
The  poet*s  admiration  for  his  patron's  sister  was  matter  of  common  noto- 
riety; hence  would  the  poet  have  needed  the  greatest  circumspection^  if 
he  ever  allowed  his  feelings  to  outstep  the  boundaries  of  reason,  if  ever  he 
gave  those  feelings  vent  in  his  compositions. 

Rosini  may  quote  love  poems  addressed  to  the  princess ;  he  may  even 
refer  to  her  some  of  those  that  were,  either  by  mischance  or  purposely,  in- 
scribed to  other  persons.  But  it  were  vain  to  attempt,  we  still  believe,  to 
trace  any  of  his  licentious  verses  to  her;  at  least  among  those  which  saw 
the  light  during  the  poet's  lifetime. 

To  what  extent  Tasso's  feelings  for  the  princess  might  admit  of  free 
discussion  at  the  court  of  her  brother,  may  be  inferred  from  the  rivalship 
and  war  of  wit  he  engaged  in  with  a  worthy  and  generous  rival,  Guarini. 
Rosini  sees  in  it  new  arguments  in  support  of  his  views;  and  we  musty 
therefore,  give  some  of  our  attention  to  tne  verses  quoted  to  that  effect 

In  a  sonnet  addressed  to  Laura  Peperara,  Guarini  thus  expresses  himself: 

Bench^  la  cetra  che  gran  tempo  ardio 
Garrir  piii  che  cantar  de'  vostri  onori 
Per  vol  si  taccia;  e  spent!  i  primi  amori 
Sperando  nutra  un  novo  e  van  de8io,% 

By  which  lines  Guarini  attempts  to  console  Laiva  for  the  loss  of  a 
truant  lover  (Tasso),  who  forsakes  her  in  pursuit  of  a  new  and  unat* 
tainable  object.  This  object,  Rosini  concludes,  must  be  the  Princeat 
Leonora. 

•  Jems.  Deliv.,  canto  ii,  st.  xvi. 

t  "  Mentre  che  a  venerar  muovon  le  gentL"    Rime,  torn.  iL,  p.  68. 

X  QaariDi,  Opere.  torn,  ji.,  p.  80.    Veroiw  edit 
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Ta80Oy  in  one  of  hu  lonneia^  flayB-— 

Ma  non  oonsenta  amor  ch'  alta  bbllbzza 
Che  a'  tool  fidi  aequaci  in  premio  noga 
Preda  sia  poi  degl'  infedeli  e  rd. 

This  ALTA  BEiXEZZA,  according  to  Ro^ini,  can  only  be  the  PHncets 
Leonora. 

Ghiarini  answers — 

Bi  due  fiamme  si  Taata,  e  stringe  e  spezza 
Fi^  Ytdte  un  nodo,  e  con  quest'  arti  piega 
(Chi  1  crederebbel)  a  suo  fiivore  i  Dbi. 

*'  /  Deif"  Rosini  imagines,  can  only  be  meant  for  the  Princess  Leonora. 

Nothing  would  indeed  be  easier  than  to  prove  that  the  new  flame  was 
that  Eleanara  SanvUale,  who  made  her  first  appearance  at  the  court  of 
Ferrara  in  the  carnival  of  the  year  1576,  and  who  created  so  great  a  sen- 
sation that  the  duke  himself  seemed  to  be  captivated  by  her  charms;  that 
the  ALTA  BELLEZZA  refers  solely  and  exclusively  to  the  loftiness  and 
Btateliness  of  person — ^the  expressioo  being  used  in  that  sense  in  a  hundred 
instances  by  Tasso  himself — and  that  the  gods  (if  indeed  it  meant  any- 
ihbg ;  for  poor  Guarini  was  writing  an  answer  a  rime  (Obligate,  and  there 
is  no  saying  what  a  poet  may  be  driven  to  by  a  stubborn  desinence) 
meant  merely  the  worldly  prosperity  his  rival  had  attained,  in  spite  of  his 
double  dealings  in  love.  This  is  so  true,  that  in  the  closing  tercet  the  poet 
says,  '^  Though  by  these  arts  he  wins  the^avour  of  the  gods,  it  shall  not  be 
said  that  love  should  warm  and  bind  the  heart  of  so  £ur  a  lady  in  &vour 
of  a  fjEdse  soul  used  to  low  deceits,  that  lady  which  he  destines  as  a  reward 
to  my  true  and  chaste  affections." 

Amor  no,  che  per  alma  a  fturti  aweiza 
Si  bella  donna  egli  non  scalda  e  lega 
Fremio  de'  fldi  e  casti  affeiti  mieL 

1£  the  fidr  cause  of  contention  was  indeed  the  princess,  Gnarini's  pre« 
sumption  was,  at  least,  as  outrageous  as  that  of  his  rival ;  and  yet  Guarini 
contmued  at  large  long  after  Tasso's  confinement,  and  only  lost  Alfonso's 
favour  from  well-known  causes,  altogether  foreign  to  the  present  subject. 

We  repeat,  if  all  these  amorous  professions,  rivalries,  and  endless 
vagaries,  had  any  sense  at  all — and  that  would  be  admitting  not  a  little 
—it  is  at  least  quite  evident  that  they  were  carried  on  in  the  open  day, 
in  the  presence,  and,  as  it  were,  for  the  amusement  of  the  whole  court ; 
and  that  the  favours  for  which  the  rival  bards  so  freely  did  battle,  must 
have  been  of  that  harmless  and  meaningless  nature  tnat  a  lady  might 
award  without  disparagement  to  her  name. 

We  take  the  love  sung  by  the  lyrical  poets  of  Italy  in  the  sixteenth 
century  to  be  somewhat  akin  to  that  nameless  "  dangling  about  married 
women"  which  became  so  prevalent  in  the  same  country  at  a  later  period, 
when  women  well  known  for  their  modesty  and  high  private  virtues  never 
went  out  into  the  world  without  the  escort  of  a  cavaUere  servente:  an 
absurd  and  idle  practice  at  the  best,  and  liable  to  the  most  fatal  abuse ; 
but  it  was  a  well-establbhed  and  received  custom,  and  in  so  far  as  it 
placed  every  such  liaison  before  the  scrutiny  of  public  curiosi^,  it  did 
sway  with  much  of  the  romance  and  all  the  mystery  of  a  love  intrigue* 
We  shall  not  pretend  to  say  that  every  cicisbeo  carried  the  lady's  fan  and 
shawl  in  all  instances^  a  bocea  aaduUa.  But  the  mere  met  of  his 
acknowledged  claims  as  a  well-known  suitor  must  have  put  all  interested 
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parties  on  their  guard,  and  chaUenged  public  attention.  In  jU  aich 
cases  we  know  the  proDeiiMs  of  the  public  to  exaggerate  and  misconstrue 
rather  than  spare  or  screen  offisnoes  :  and  we  kaow  \kow  many,  in  the  case 
in  question,  were  the  enemies  interested  to  make  tlie  most  of  Tasso's 
rulmesfl,  and  to  tseasore  up  any  unguarded  ezpcession.  But,  indeed,  a 
poet's  devotion  to  a  royal  lady  not  only  admitted  of  less  measured  teraois 
in  consequence  of  the  g^reat  distance  that  separated  the  worshiper  from 
his  idol,  but  must  naturally  have  been  interpreted  as  an  adroit  instrument 
of  courtly  flattery— «  veiy  e£Bcient  means  of  secoring  princely  &vour 
and  worldly  preferment. 

Amongst  the  many  documents  brought  forward  in  support  of  the 
theories  built  up  on  the  subject  of  Tasso  s  love,  it  is  pleasing  to  come  at 
last  upon  a  specimen  both  of  his  prose  and  verse  to  which  a  date  may  be, 
at  least,  safely  attached.  It  is  first  reported  by  Serassi,*  as  a  proof  of 
the  coldness  of  Tasso's  feelings  for  the  Princess  Leonora.  But  Mr. 
Wilde  justly  observes,  ^'  Book-learned  men,  and  ecclesiastics  especially, 
are  but  incUfferent  judges  of  the  passions  of  active  life."  It  is  a  letter 
of  Tasso  to  the  princess,  written  from  Castel  Durante,  4)n  the  3rd  of 
September,  1573.  He  was  then,  and  had  been  for  several  months,  ^th 
the  Princess  Lucrezia,  at  one  of  lier  villas  in  the  Duchy  of  Urbino,  whither 
be  had  been  invited  soon  after  the  dgnal  success  of  ms  '^  Aminta.'' 

I  have  not  written  to  your  ex(£lleDcy  (Tasso  says)  for  so  maov  months,  rather 
firom  lack  of  subject  than  of  will.  Now  then,  as  an  opportmiity,  however  trifling, 
offers  itsdf,  I  was  unwillmg  to  neglect  it 

I  send  your  exoelleDcy  a  Kmnet,  which  will,  far  thli  time,  hetlie  osoae  of  vecail* 
ing  me  to  your  memory,  as  I  think  I  promised  to  send  aajUung  that  I  might 
happen  to  write.  The  sonnet  will  by  no  means  be  like  the  beautiful  ones  whic^i  I 
imagine  your  excellency  hears  now  very  frequently,  being  indeed  as  poor  in  skill 
and  thought  as  I  am  in  Inek.  Tet  I  send  it,  trusting  that,  whether  good  or  bad, 
it  will  have  the  effect  I  intended  it  for.  In  order,  however,  that  it  may  not  be 
supposed  that  my  thoughts  an  al;  the  pieseot  time  so  unoccupied  that  any  love 
may  find  place  in  my  breast,  your  excellency  must  know  that  it  was  not  written  on 
my  aocoont  (for  it  might  in  thiA  case,  peiiiape,  not  be  quite  so  bad),  but  at  the 
request  of  a  poor  lover,  who,  having  long  been  angry  with  his  lady,  and  now 
unable  any  longer  to  resist,  Is  compelled  to  surrender  and  ask  for  mercy. 

I  have  no  more  to  say,  save  only  that  the  coming  of  your  excellency's  sister  is 
likely  to  be  put  off;  and  she  wOl,  I  think,  not  leave  for  Fenura  before  the  18th 
of  titds  month;  and  I  most  humbly  kiss  yonr  exodlency's  hands,  &&,  4bc. 

The  enclosed  sonnett  adds  nodiing  in  Bignificanoe  to  this  important 
epistle.  Its  subject  and  object  are  sufficiently  conveyed  by  the  mere 
title.  It  is  a  lover  ^  humbling  himself  alter  a  quarrcii,  and  snuig  for  a 
reconciliation." 

'^  These  feelings,"  such  is  Bosini's  remark,  ''  are  not  expressed  to  one 
who  has  never  been  addressed  in  terms  of  love,  or  only  of  iiopeless  love. 
Quarrels  presuppose  peace  and  good  understanding.     (Poet  e  ddettLy 

There  is  no  gainsaying  this.  We  have  already  said  it.  Tasso  was 
an  acknowledged  suitor  to  the  princess.  His  absence  from  Ferrara,  in 
the  company  of  Leonora*s  fiEur  lovelier  and  kinder  sister  (for  Lucrezia 
alwiws  showed  the  warmest  feeling  for  Tasso,  and  was  supposed  to  be  as 
muen  in  love  with  him  as  he  was  with  Leonora,  and  in  the  present 
instance  she  was  hardly  ever  without  him,  and  loaded  him  with  tokens 
of  her  highest  regard),  might  have  been  looked  upon  as  a  defection  from 
his  wonted  allegiance.  He,  on  his  turn,  might  find  fault,  or  affect  to 
find  fault,  with  die  princess's  fiivourable  reception  of  another — possibly 

♦  Serassi,  "  Vita  di  Torquato  Tasso,"  vol.  L,  p.  208.    Bergemo,  1 790.      ^ 
t  **  Bdegno,  debil  guenier,  campione  audaee."    Sonnet  86,  voL  i,  p.  48. 
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of  Cruttiiii's — poetical  senritude*  There  might  be  reciprocal  ynongs  am 
both  ndes ;  vii  the  cavalier  ii,  of  oourse,  the  first  to  hoki  oat  the 
olire-hranch. 

A  whole  zomanee  is,  veir  i^ainlj,  to  be  made  out  in  the  few  lines  of 
thatffiDgolar  missiye.  Only  does  it  refer  to  a  daodestiiie,  and  conse- 
quently serious  and  more  ox  less  culpable  connexion,  or  is  it  merely  an 
interchange  of  that  poetical  chivalrous  gallantry  whidi  had,  it  may  be 
provedy  its  war  and  peace,  its  rivalries  and  jealousies,  as  well  as  ^t\B 
earnest  passion  of  which  it  was  the  counterfeit?  Will  the  professor 
assert  that  that  letter  and  the  enclosed  sonnet  were  intended  for  furtive 
conveyance^  or  were  they  of  a  nature  to  admit  of  a  perusal  before 
Alfonso  and  his  court  ? 

Even  within  these  terms  mere  court  etiquette  might  require  of  him 
that  poor  love-stratagem  by  which  his  own  feelings  were  lepresented  as 
the  interpretation  of  another's ;  but  can  it  be  dreamt  that  so  common- 
plaee  a  feint  would  have  imposed  upon  any  man,  supposing  the  letter  to 
have  falko  into  hands  it  was  not  intended  for  ?  How  could  a  dodge 
that  appeals  so  clumsy  to  us,  hav^e  mystified  those  who  were  fn  famiHar 
with  eveiy  trifling  ciicumstaace  of  the  writer's  position  with  regard  to 
the  object  of  his  homage  ? 

Cestainly,  if  the  quarrel  must  needs  imply  ihe  pact  and  dileiti  to 
which  the  professor  alludas,  the  ceremonial  mode  of  address,  and  the 
whole  tone  of  the  letter,  notwithstanding  its  clear  tmnmeTidoes,  evince  a 
great  deal  of  affected  because  unnecessary  respect.  Tasso's  manner  is 
still  diat  of  a  subject,  though  evidently  of  a  petted  and  spoiled  one. 

Our  objections  mighty  indeed,  go  no  £Effther  than  to  prove  Tasso's 
egregious  rashness  and  indiscretion;  and  we  could,  of  course,  have  no  re- 
source left  but  to  admit  that  he  was  as  mad  as  most  lovers  are,  and 
therefore  not  amenable  to  the  laws  of  plain  common  sense^-if  the  letter 
were  a  bona  fide  love-letter ;  but  we  tsd^e  it  in  its  literal  sense,  and  see 
nothing  in  it  but  one  of  those  niaigeries  of  gallant  courtdiip,  such  as  the 
idle  spirit  of  the  age  universally  coxmtenancecL 

Of  the  real  nature  of  Tasso's  feelings,  in  short,  nothing  is  known  bat 
what  may  be  made  out  firom  his  writings — a  vague  and  dangerous 
guidance.  Still,  out  of  such  of  his  writings  as  may  with  sumcient 
prohabilitv  be  referred  to  the  Princess  Leonora  (even  after  all  Rosini*s 
trouble),  it  would  not  be  easy  to  quote  anything  half  as  conclusive,  half 
as  pregnant  with  meaning,  as  the  single  line  cut  with  a  diamond  on  a 
pane  of  glass  by  Sir  Walter  Baleigh,  when  that  gallant  was  anxious  to 
make  his  way  at  the  court  of  Elizabeth. 

We  cannot,  with  Wilde  and  Rosini,  assume  that  the  fact  of  the 
Princess  Leonora's  being  occasicmally  designated  by  Tasso  as  "his  lady," 
and  of  some  of  his  seeming  love- verses  being  addressed  to  her,  authorises 
us  "  to  asogn  to  the  princess  such  of  Tasso's  love-verses  as  cannot  by 
some  fair  presumption  he  appropriated  to  another." 

The  consequence  of  suca.  a  sweeping  mode  of  reasoning  would  be  to 
attribute  to  the  princess  such  compositions  as  the  madrigal  118  (which 
Mr.  Wilde  is  sure  was  written  for  her),  though  it  concludes  with  the 
following  lines:*— 

£  8*  ella  fosse  pur  vaga  d'  altezza 

Chi  n'  ha  pid  del  mio  core 

Dov'  ha  il  sue  regno  e  le  sue  pompe  amore? 

*  '*  Perch^  di  gemme  t'  incoroni  e  d'  ore."    Hime,  tom.  ii.,  p.  195. 
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By  which  the  poet  counterhalanoeg  the  wealth  of  his  own  heart  with  the 

Ctness  his  riyal  could  offer  to  the  lady,  and  expresses  his  conviction 
loTC  will  carry  the  day.  It  were  surely  more  sensible  to  suppose 
that  the  sonnet  alluded  to  Eleonora  Sanvitale ;  and  that  the  rival  who 
had  rank  and  greatness  to  tempt  her  with,  could  be  no  other  than 
Alfonso  himself — a  noted  admirer  of  the  countess. 

Nor  are  our  doubts  as  to  the  real  object  of  Tasso's  most  passionate 
productions,  to  any  extent,  cleared  up  by  the  letter  first  brought  into 
fight  by  Serassi,  in  which  Tasso  evinces  his  '*  willingness  to  risk  country, 
reputation,  and  life,'*  for  one  glance  of  his  lady's  eyes ;  and  in  which  he 
pleads  guilty  of  rashness  for  *'  having  raised  his  thoughts  so  high ;''  ex- 
pressions which  Rosini  thinks  could  only  be  addressed  to  a  lady  of  royal 
rank. 

That  document  is  professedly  a  mere  sketch  of  a  letter.  It  was  dic- 
tated, it  is  said,  ^^  to  oblige  a  friend ;"  and  the  mode  of  address  is  to 
pour  ladyship  and  not  to  your  excellency^  the  invariable  style  adopted 
by  Tasso  in  his  communications  with  the  ladies  of  the  house  of  Este. 

We  need  not  say  that,  even  if  Tasso  had  ever  sent  that  letter — even  if 
he  had  nsed  it  for  his  own  purposes-— the  expressions  Rosini  lays  so  much 
stress  on  need  not  apply  to  a  royal  lady;  for  ^'country,  reputation,  and 
fife"  may  equiJly  be  endangered  by  excessive  devotion  to  a  lady  of  high 
rank,  such  as  £!leonora  Sanvitale,  when  married ;  and  a  lover  is  ever 
ready  to  charge  his  aspirations  with  presumption,  and  to  consider  himself 
unworthy  of  the  <'  Lofty  Beanty*'  of  the  "  Lad;^  of  his  Thoughts," 
independent  of  any  accidental  difference  of  social  position.  These 
remarks  will  equally  be  applicable  to  a  line  in  a  metrical  dialogue,  which 
is  raneed  by  Rosini  amongst  the  £atal  poems  that  must  have  hopelessly 
committed  Torquato.* 

"  L'  umiltiL  mia  di  sua  bellezza  indegna."  ^'  By  declaring  himself  un- 
worthy of  her,"  says  the  critic,  '*  he  shows  that  he  held  'his  lady* 
immeasurably  above  himself;  and  above  the  rank  of  a  gentieman  there  is 
only  that  of  a  reigning  family.'*  But  Tasso  does  l^ot  say  "  unworthy  of 
her,"  but  only  '*  unworthy  of  her  beauty" — a  significant  difference,  we 
presume. 

But  we  have  already  too  long  followed  the  professor  in  the  examination 
of  particulars.  We  need  only  conclude  by  saying  that  he  is  not  borne 
out  in  his  assumption  tiiat  the  Princess  Leonora  was  to  Tasso  anything 
more  than  one  of  the  many  persons  by  him  raised  into  a  poetic  idol.  It 
is  very  true  that  we  find  in  some  of  Tasso's  lyrics  a  certain  warmth,  a 
downright  wantonness  of  expression,  by  whicn  we  may  argue  that  he 
looked  upon  beauty  with  the  eyes  of  a  Titian  rather  than  a  Raphael. 
This  ficentiousness  is  apparent  in  every  part  of  his  works — ^nowhere,  per- 
haps, more  so  tiian  in  some  passages  of  his  epic  poem ;  but  we  are  not 
ready  to  admit  that  any  of  the  erotics  distingtiished  by  excessive  freedom 
of  language  may  legitimately  be  traced  to  the  princess. 

*  "  Tu  cbe  i  pii^  chiusi  affettL"    Dialogo  iii,  Bune,  torn,  ii.,  p.  1 19. 
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DON  JOHN  OF  AUSTRIA  AND  THE  DUKE  OF  GUISE  AT 

NAPLES. 

TsE  generality  of  the  citizens  of  Naples,  horror-struck  with  the  bloody 
seenes  which  had  been  enacted  during  the  brief  domination  of  the  fisher^ 
man  MasanieUo,  were  desirous  of  peace  and  tranqnillitj.  But  in  all 
great  cities  there  is  always  a  fragment  of  the  population  to  whom  insur- 
rection and  plunder  are  too  profitable  and  congenial  to  be  easily  fore- 
gone; nor  were  persons  of  this  class  wanting  in  Naples.  Unfortunately, 
tiie  Duke  of  Arcos  was  so  thoroughly  unequal  to  the  circumstances,  that^ 
although  backed  by  a  conraderable  body  of  troops,  the  nobiHty,  and  the 
mass  of  the  inhabitants,  he  took  no  active  or  resolute  steps  to  put  a 
stop  to  the  numerous  disorders  of  a  minor  character  which  continued  to 
oocor  even  after  the  death  of  the  infuriate  captain-general.  Worse  than 
all,  no  very  long  time  had  elapsed  before  the  toll-collectors  appeared  once 
more  on  the  stage,  and  began  to  clamour  for  taxes,  as  if  no  capitulation 
had  ever  been  entertained.  Once  again  all  Naples  was  in  arms.  The 
insurrection  burst  forth  as  vigorous  as  in  the  worst  days  of  Masaniello. 
The  Duke  of  Arcos  shut  himself  up  in  Castelnuovo,  and  offered  terms, 
which  were  rofused  by  the  deceived  and  irritated  multitude.  The  habit 
of  gathering  together  in  tumultuous  mobs,  and  of  committing  all  kinds 
of  ezoesses,  had  become  a  second  nature  with  the  Neapolitans:  not  a  day 
passed  without  disorders  or  excesses  of  one  kind  or  another.  One  day, 
the  gambling-houses  were  sacked ;  another  day,  the  bakers' ;  another, 
the  bankers',  or  some  suspected  nobleman's  palace;  even  churches  and 
convents,  hitherto  spared;  were  now  ransacked,  under  the  most  frivolous 
pretences,  by  the  turbulent  multitude. 

The  populace  wanted  a  chief,  and  Don  Francesco  Toraldo,  Prince  of 
Massa,  who  had  gained  a  military  reputation  in  the  wars  of  Cafklonia, 
accepted  the  dangerous  office,  on  condition  that  the  popular  chiefs  would 
sign  a  solemn  declaration,  to  the  effect  that  the  insurrection  should  not 
affect  the  rights  of  the  king.  Toraldo  appointed  as  his  mestre  de  camp 
Onoirio  Desio^  a  distinguished  officer,  devoted  to  the  cause  of  Spain,  and 
high  in  favour  with  the  viceroy.  It  was  not,  however,  till  the  fire  of 
the  castles  of  Castelnuovo  and  of  St.  Elmo  had  opened  upon  the  devoted 
city  that,  even  under  these  well-affected  chie&,  a  temporary  truce  was 
brought  about. 

The  12th  of  September  news  reached  the  Duke  of  Aroos  that  the 
fleet  commanded  by  Don  John  of  Austria  was  detained  by  contrary 
winds  off  Sardinia.  Upon  this,  he  set  to  work  with  renewed  courage  to 
strengthen  his  positions,  while  the  populace,  on  its  part  also,  openly  car- 
ried on  its  preparations  for  resistance;  moro  particularly  laying  up 
stores  of  arms,  ammunition,  and  provisions,  in  the  towers  of  San  Lo- 
renzo and  of  the  Carmelites.  Tne  master  arquebussier,  Gennaro  An- 
nese,  who  ever  since  the  death  of  Masaniello  had  made  attempts  to  be- 
come the  chief  of  the  insurrection,  and  whose  submission  to  Toraldo 
was  only  nominal,  had  his  stronghold  in  the  latter  tower,  and  held 
absolute  sway  over  the  quarter  of  Lavinaro — the  most  turbulent  in  the 
oity. 

Jan. — ^voL,  xcL  no.  ccclxi.  o 


80  Don  John  of  Austria  and  the 

The  morning  of  the  1st  of  October,  1647,  the  castle  of  Saint  Elmo 
signalised  at  daybreak  the  appearance  of  a  large  fleet  on  the  horizon. 
The  agitation  produced  by  this  intimation  was  electrical  in  its  effect. 
The  astonished  population  covered  the  shores,  the  quays,  and  the  piers  ; 
-while  discharges  of  artillery  from  the  castles  and  forts,  including  even 
that  of  the  Carmelites,  saluted  the  royal  flag  which  floated  from  the  ad- 
miral's ship.  About  mid-day,  twenty-two  magnificent  galleys,  twelve 
large  ships,  and  fourteen  other  vessels,  took  up  their  position  before  the 
Marinella,  under  the  protection  of  the  cannon  of  Castelnuovo. 

Don  John  of  Austria,  the  natural  son  of  Philip  IV.,  was  commander- 
in-chief  of  the  united  squadron.  This  gallant  but  unfortunate  youn^ 
prince  was  at  this  time  only  eighteen  years  of  age ;  his  eyes  glistened 
with  precocious  genius,  and  his  martial  aspect  did  not  prevent  his  fine 
face  revealing  great  goodness  of  heart  The  prince  had  with  him,  as 
friend  and  mentor,  an  old  sailor  of  experience,  Don  Carlo  Dona,  Duke 
of  Tursi,  grandson  of  the  celebrated  Andre,  and  father  of  Giannettino, 
the  admiral  of  the  Neapolitan  galleys.  The  Duke  of  Gandia  and  Baron 
Batteville  also  accompanied  him  as  counsellors. 

The  arrival  of  so  great  a  prince  awoke  for  a  moment  transports  of 
enthusiastic  joy  among  the  Neapolitan  populace  in  insurrection,  but  not 
yet  in  rebellion  against  their  sovereign.  But  this  first  impression  soon 
gave  way  to  less  favourable  feelings.  The  Duke  of  Arcos  was,  in  the 
first  place,  himself  anything  but  gratified  by  the  arrival  of  a  prince 
superior  to  himself  in  rank  and  power ;  the  populace  dreaded  placing  it- 
self at  the  mercy  of  a  powerful  and  revengeful  army ;  and  a  large  party 
hoped  everything  from  the  assistance  of  the  French,  with  whom  they  had 
for  some  time  past  been  carrying  on  active  negotiations. 

From  the  moment  when  a  boat,  freighted  with  fruit  from  the  Island 
of  Procida  to  Rome,  brought  with  it  the  first  news  of  what  was  taking 
place  at  Naples,  and  of  the  elevation  of  Masaniello  to  dictatorial  power, 
the  ambassador  of  France,  the  Marquis  de  Fontenay  Mareuil,  had 
hastedbd  to  communicate  to  his  government  an  account  of  events,  which 
gave  a  favourable  opportunity  to  France  to  carry  on  its  long-intended 
project  of  transferring  Naples  from  the  crown  of  Spain  to  that  of  his 
'veiy  Christian  majesty. 

Cardinal  Mazarin  was,  however,  at  that  moment  carrying  on  war  with 

'Spain  in  a  very  nominal  manner.     No  new  enterprises  were  attempted, 

nor  did  he  wish  to  push  matters  to  such  an  extreme  as  might  preclude 

'ultimate  reconciliation;  and  he  listened  to  the  ambassador's  exhortations 

with  an  indifferent  ear,  contenting  himself  with  equipping  a  fleet  at 

Toulon,  which  should  be  in  readiness  to  profit  by  events. 

But  there  happened  also  to  be  at  that  moment  at  Rome  a  bold,  reck- 
less, and  adventurous  prince,  one  of  the  scions  of  the  at  once  illustrious 
and  notorious  house  of  Guise — Henry  II.  of  Lorraine — who  at  once  set  to 
work  to  make  himself  master  of  the  situation,  without  troubling  himself 
about  the  French  ambassador  or  even  his  own  government.  This  gal- 
lant and  enterprising  young  prince,  whose  appearance  and  manners  were 
alike  in  his  favour,  was  at  the  Pontifical  court,  soliciting  the  annulling 
of  his  strange  marriage  with  the  widow  of  the  Count  of  Bossu.  He 
wished  to  contract  another,  in  all  respects  just  as  disreputable,  with 
3iademoisel]e  de  Pons,  with  whom  he  was  desperately  in  love. 

Wearied  out  with  the  procrastinations  of  tiie  Pontifical  court,  he  was 
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«boiit  to  return  to  Pans,  when  the  news  of  the  insurrection  at  Naples 
made  him  change  his  mind.  A  lucky  accident  threw  the  Neapolitan 
ambassador,  Nicolo  Maria  Mannara,  into  his  interests  as  opposed  to 
those  of  the  French  ambassador ;  and  he  was  not  long  in  laying  down  the 
bases  of  a  bold  and  daring  plan,  the  results  of  which  soon  mani£9sted 
themselves. 

In  the  mean  time,  Don  John  of  Austria  was  quietly  comparing  the 
numerous  forces  in  insurrection  to  those  which  were  at  his  disposal,  and 
which  consisted  merely  of  four  battalions  of  in&ntry,  or  about  3500  men, 
of  which  three  parts  were  Spaniards  and  one  Neapolitan.  Could  such  a 
little  army,  he  thought,  combat  to  advantage  with  150,000  men,  trained 
to  war  by  daily  fight:),  led  on  by  an  experienced  commander,  backed  by  a 
good  position,  and  supported  by  the  entire  kingdom  ? 

The  viceroy  exerted  himself  to  arouse  the  prince  to  action,  by  repre- 
senting that  ne  had  20,000  peasants  ready  to  second  his  first  movement ; 
at  the  same  time  that  he  was  prevailing  upon  the  popular  chiefs  to  visit, 
with  a  due  spirit  of  submission,  the  prince,  whom  accident,  he  said,  had 
brought  to  their  shores ;  insisting  also  upon  a  general  disarmament,  in 
which  he  was  seconded  by  Toraldo.  But  the  people  thought  better  than 
to  place  their  persons  at  the  mercy  of  their  enemies,  and  contented  them- 
selves with  sending  a  deputation  with  presents  to  congratulate  Don  John 
on  his  arrival. 

So  far  was  this  from  satisfying  the  viceroy,  that  an  assault  was  re- 
solved upon.  Toraldo  was  invited  on  board  the  princess  galley,  but  had 
the  good  sense  to  refuse.  Arpaja,  the  brothers  Caffiero,  Salvator 
Barone,  and  several  other  popular  chie&,  were  less  fortunate ;  having  at 
the  invitation  of  the  viceroy  repaired  to  the  castle,  they  were  at  once 
seized  and  executed. 

The  5th  of  October,  about  noon,  the  horses  of  a  carriage  at  the  gates  of  Castel- 
nnovo^  having  taken  a  sudden  fright,  upset  their  driver,  and  galloped'  down  the 
street  of  Tol^o,  causing  a  general  oonfoslon;  the  viceroy  took  advantage  of  the 
circumstance  to  throw  a  regiment  of  Spanish  infantry  into  the  streets,  who 
shouted,  '*Long  live  the  king! — ^long  live  the  taxes!"  He,  at  the  same  time, 
hoisted  the  signal  agreed  upon  on  the  tower  of  Castelnuovo;  and  then  suddenly 
reoiembering  Sie  archbishop,  whom  he  had  for  a  long  time  past  totally  overlooked, 
he  summoned  him  to  exhibit  the  holy  sacrament  in  the  churches,  and  to  call  down 
the  protection  of  the  Almighty  upon  the  arms  of  his  majesty. 

The  prelate  answered  with  indignation,  ''that  he  would  never  prostitute  his 
sacred  ministry  by  asking  from  Heaven  the  accomplishment  of  an  atrocious  sacri- 
fice;" words  which,  when  repeated  to  the  viceroy,  did  not  &il  to  give  him  much 
annoyance,  not  unmingled  with  regrets. 

The  people  had  long  ago  anticipated  that  the  Spaniards  would  finish  by  acting 
on  the  offensive,  but  they  still  thought  that  the  decisive  moment  had  not  come 
yet.  Their  terror  was  only  equalled  by  their  surprise,  when  they  saw  the  royal 
troops  advancing  on  all  sides  to  the  charge;  and  if  they  attempted  to  defend  them- 
selves at  a  few  points,  it  was  with  a  want  of  decision  which  soon  ended  in  confusion. 

New  companies  of  infiuitry  issued  from  the  castle  to  support  those  who  had 
taken  triumphant  possession  of  the  street  of  Toledo,  and,  divided  into  detach- 
ments, commanded  by  resolute  officers,  they  put  into  execution  a  strategetical 
plan,  carefully  prearranged,  of  attacking  the  most  important  positions  of  the  town, 
and  which  they  carried,  without  suffering  great  loss  or  meeting  with  very  serious 
obstacles.  The  public  granaries,  the  oil  repository,  the  lesser  hospital,  and  the 
convents  of  Saint  Martin  and  Pizzo  Falcone,  fell  quickly  into  the  hands  of  the 
soldiery;  whilst  the  people,  thrown  back  in  the  greatest  disorder,  could  not  find  a 
single  point  whereon  to  rally.  A  great  number  of  the  leaders  had  perished  in  the 
struggle;  others  had  been  led  prisoners  to  Castelnuovo;  among  them,  the  famous 
inventor  of  the  mine  which  was  to  blow  up  the  castle  of  St.  Elmo,  Andrea  Polito^ 
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-who  was  inmiedMitelj  hung  from  the  battlementB  of  the  fortress.  Tlie  defenden 
of  the  popular  cause  fled  in  despair  in  every  direction,  and  at  every  point  met  the 
enemy  b^ore  them. 

NevertheleBs  the  Spanish  troops,  distributed  npon  so  many  points,  were  nowhoe 
snfBciently  nnmerous  to  spread  themselves  through  the  suburbs  and  give  support 
to  one  another.  Obliged  to  maintain  themselves  in  the  isolated  posts  of  whidi 
they  had  possessed  themselves,  they  gave  time  to  the  populace  to  recover  firam 
the  effects  of  the  sudden  panic,  and  even  to  think,  with  the  energy  of  despair,  of 
regaining  the  losses  which  they  had  experienced  frtnn  a  first  surprise. 

The  tocsin  was  sounded  from  all  the  bells  of  Naples,  and  the  whole  town  rose  as 
one  man  to  defend  its  rights  and  revenge  itself  upon  its  oppressors.  Even  those 
who  were  in  favour  of  order  and  peace,  and  had  exerted  themselves  to  conciliate 
parties,  cried  out  for  arms,  and  hastened  to  engage  in  the  struggle. 

The  soil  seemed  to 'give  birth  to  popular  legions  that  sprang  up  as  if  by  enchant* 
ment.  More  than  50,000  men,  resolute  and  well  armed,  thr^  themselves  at  once 
upon  all  the  positions  of  whidi  their  adversaries  had  obtained  such  easy  possessioft 
a  few  hours  before.  The  vigour  of  the  defence  was  worthy  of  the  impetuosity  of 
tiie  assailants.  The  Spaniards  did  not  yield  an  inch  of  ground;  but  in  the  £Roe  of 
such  formidable  masses  they  made  signals  for  assistance  from  Castelnuovo. 

How  could  the  viceroy  have  sent  them  any?  He  had  compromised  all  his  forces 
without  even  leaving  the  slightest  reserve!  He  gave  orders  to  the  forts  and  to  the 
squadron  to  commence  the  bombardment  at  once.  Then  the  artillery  of  St.  Elmo, 
of  Castelnuovo,  and  of  other  castles,  as  well  as  of  the  vessels  which  were  anchored 
off  the  shore  of  La  Marinella,  opened  a  terrible  fire;  the  explosions  of  which,  re* 
peated  by  the  echoes,  cast  terror  far  and  wide. 

Don  John  of  Austria,  standing  on  the  deck  of  the  captain's  galley,  contemplated 
this  scene  of  desolation  with  moist  eyes.  Seeing  his  soldiers  surrounded  on  all 
sides,  without  any  one  coming  to  their  assistance,  he  several  times  exclaimed,  in 
a  tone  of  bitter  disappointment,  *^ Where  are  the  20,000  peasants  who  were  to  sus- 
tain us?  where  are  they?"  A  severe  reproach  addressed  to  the  Duke  of  Arcos  and 
his  own  counsellors,  who  by  their  misstatements  had  led  astray  the  instincts  of 
his  hearts 

The  combat  was  carried  on  with  the  same  desperation  on  both  sides.  The 
Spaniards,  driven  into  a  few  intrenchments,  did  not  the  less  resist,  like  a  wall  of 
iron,  to  the  enormous  pressure  of  the  masses  which  seemed  ready  to  overwhelm 
them.  The  shells  and  shot,  poured  by  the  great  guns  of  the  forts  and  ships  upon 
the  devote  city,  made  of  the  beautiful  Naples  only  a  heap  of  ruins;  but  this  only 
exasperated  the  people  the  more.  Twice  taken  and  retaken,  the  public  granaries 
remained  in  the  power  of  the  insurrectionists,  who,  not  knowing  how  to  carry  off 
the  grain,  hastened  to  commit  it  to  the  flames. 

If  the  fire  of  the  squadron  was  effecting  frightfiil  ravages  in  the  quarters  of  La- 
vinaro  and  of  Mandaracho,  the  cannons  of  the  tower  of  the  Carmelites,  Erected  by 
Gennaro  Annese,  were  also  doing  serious  injuiy  to  the  galleys,  and  Don  John  was 
obliged  to  disembark  1500  men — the  last  resource  which  he  had  on  board — ^to  at- 
tempt to  carry  this  position;  but  the  assault  was  so  effectively  received,  that 
the  soldiers  were  obliged  to  retreat  upon  Castelnuovo,  after  having  sustained  great 
loss.  As  to  the  ships,  deprived  of  a  part  of  their  equipage,  and  su&ring  so  severely 
at  their  anchorage,  they  were  ultimately  obliged  to  weigh,  and  take  up  a  i>osition 
under  shelter  of  the  Chateau  de  TCEu^  from  whence  they  could  only  annoy  the 
quays  and  the  quarter  called  Chiqa. 

During  this  disastrous  day,  the  whole  of  the  Spanish  forces  were  placed 
under  the  orders  of  the  General  of  Artillery  De  Batteville,  a  gentleman  of 
Burgundy,  who  accompanied  the  prince  as  a  counsellor  as  before  said.  It  does 
not  appear  why  the  Duke  of  Arcos  did  not  take  the  command  personally,  if 
only  in  the  interest  of  his  reputation.  He  trusted  for  success  to  the  militaiy 
talents  of  an  officer  of  undoubted  ability,  but  who  was  not  intimate  with  the 
scene  of  the  struggle,  and  who  had  never  carried  on  this  kind  of  wai&re. 
Batteville  felt  how  much  the  kind  of  knowledge  here  alluded  to  was  essen- 
tial in  presence  of  such  a  well-organised  enemy,  and  whose  numbers  were 
much  greater  than  had  been  described  to  him;  he  repented  deeply  of  having 
yielded  to  the  entreaties  of  the  viceroy,  and  having  listened  to  his  empty  promises. 
Nevertheless,  hoping  everything  from  the  courage  and  excellent  discipline  of  his 
troops,  he  hurried  from  one  point  to  another  with  a  marvellous  activity,  making 
the  most  skilM  distribution  of  his  forces,  and  multiplying  his  efibrts.^ 
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Bon  Franoesco  Tonldo,  whose  situation  was  so  strange  and  so  delicate,  had 
always  wished  for  peace,  and  in  all  conferences  had  shown  Ids  devotion  to  the  vice- 
roy; but  once  engaged,  he  thought  of  nothing  but  showing  that  he  was  a  loyal 
gentleman  and  a  brave  soldier;  he  could  not  condescend  to  deceive  those  who  had 
pot  their  trust  in  faim ;  he  conducted  their  cause  to  the  best  of  his  aUlities,  and  his 
inteUigent  mancDuvres  embarrassed  the  Spaniards  exceedingly. 

The  incessant  thunder  oi  a  formidable  artillery,  the  bursting  of  shells,  the 
tumbling  down  of  buildings,  the  continual  discharge  of  musketry,  the  shouts  of  the 
oombatants,'  the  groans  of  the  dying  and  the  wounded,  the  shrieks  of  women 
and  chUdien,  flying  distractedly  in  the  midst  of  the  carnage,  and  seeking  in  vain 
for  a  place  of  refuge;  the  terrible  blast  of  trumpets  and  the  beating  of  drums, 
mingled  with  the  sound  of  bells,  rung  with  the  violence  of  despair,  altogether 
created  a  horrible  uproar,  and  made  the  surrounding  populations  believe  that  their 
magnificent  capital  was  at  its  last  day.  Terror  mad^  some  run  over  to  the  party 
of  1^6  Spaniards,  whose  triumph  appeared  to  them  certain.  Patriotism,  however, 
induced  others  to  come  in  from  the  country  to  the  aid  of  the  Neapolitans,  even  if 
they  should  be  buried  under  the  ruins  of  the  capital. 

News  of  what  was  passing  in  the  heart  of  the  kingdom  soon  arrived  at  Bene- 
vent,  whence  the  more  important  members  of  the  noMlity,  and  among  others  the 
ikmous  Duke  of  Maddaloni,  hastened,  by  the  pressing  advice  of  the  counselor 
Miraballo,  to  move  in  aid  of  the  viceroy.  To  this  effect,  they  assembled  levies, 
and  entered  into  campaign  to  cut  off  all  provisioning  intended  for  the  insurgents. 
At  the  same  time  they  forwarded  a  message  to  the  duke,  requesting  that  he  would 
Bend  a  general  of  experience  to  take  the  command  of  their  levies. 

Ni^t  in  the  mean  time  was  coming  on,  dark  and  stormy,  without  the  fiuy  of 
the  oombatants  having  in  any  way  diminished.  The  struggle  seemed,  on  the  con- 
trary, to  become  from  hour  to  hour  fiercer,  without  the  victory  being  decided  on 
either  side.  The  city  remained  a  prey  to  one  of  the  greatest  crises  that  has  ever 
been  recorded  in  history.*** 

The  day  that  followed  was  not  less  hloody,  nor  more  decisive.  A  hold 
and  Yigorous  effort  was  made  hy  the  NeapolitaDS  to  cany  the  heights  of 
Jesus  Maria^  where  the  Spaniards  had  intrenched  themselves,  hut  without 
success^  Greronimo  Donnarumma,  a  dealer  in  vegetahles,  and  a  relative 
of  Masaniello,  was,  to  the  great  disgust  of  Toraldo,  elected  mestre  de 
camp  genSral,  in  the  place  of  Desio,  who  had  gone  over  to  the  enemy. 

The  new  general  gave  eclat  to  his  election  oy  a  characteristic  strata- 
gem. Wishing  to  carry  the  flour  depdt,  which  had  been  fortified  hy  the 
Spaniards  with  a  palisade,  he  let  loose  a  numher  of  buffaloes  from  the 
moantaiDS,  and  set  dogs  upon  them  to  drive  them  against  the  palisade. 
The  plan  succeeded  perfectly;  the  buffaloes  broke  down  the  defences, 
and  threw  the  troops  behind  into  disorder.  The  Neapolitans  followed 
behind,  and  the  soldiers  had  no  quarter  to  expect,  for  none  was  ^ven  on 
«ther  side.  A  fsw  only  escaped  from  the  massacre  by  swimming  to  the 
castle.     The  viceroy  made  a  fruitless  attempt  to  regain  this  position. 

An  offer  of  a  truce  of  six  days  was  refused  by  the  viceroy,  who  kept 
Ottavio  Marchese,  the  envoy  of  the  insurgents,  in  constraint,  merely  lor 
having  been  the  bearer  of  the  message.  Hostilities  were  thereupon 
renewed  with  increased  ftiry.  The  cry  of  *'  Long  live  the  Ring  of  Spain  !*' 
was  no  longer  heard.  The  banners  of  Castile  were  overthrown,  and  a  new 
shout  became  general — "Long  live  the  people  and  St.  Peter!"  to  the 
great  deliffht  of  Cardinal  Filomarino.  The  red  flag  waved  upon  the 
tower  of  the  Carmelites.  Terrified  at  these  symptoms  of  confirmed 
rebellion,  and  the  Spanish  troops  giving  way  before  the  ever-increasing 
number  of  adversaries,  the  viceroy  opened  negotiations,  which  were 
seconded  by  Toraldo,  but  indignantly  repelled  by  the  people. 

•  Insurrection  de  Naples  en  1647.  Etude  Historique  de  Don  Angel  de  Saavedra, 
Due  de  Bivas.    Traduit  par  le  Baron  Leon  d'Hervey  de  Saint  Denys. 
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The  church  of  Ste.  Claire,  in  the  heart  of  the  town,  from  whence  the 
Spanish  soldiery  had  fired  with  great  effect,  was  carried  hy  assault,  and 
the  garrison  put  to  the  sword.  The  prisons  of  the  Vicariate  were  broken 
open,  and  the  prisoners,  among  whom  were  Lmgg^  del  Ferro,  and  other 
partisans  of  France,  were  set  at  liberty. 

At  the  same  time,  Don  John  of  Austria,  shocked  with  the  bloody 
scenes  which  he  had  seen  enacted  daring  the  few  days  past,  and  exaspe- 
rated against  the  Duke  of  Arcos,  who  had  dragged  him  into  so  disastrous 
an  intervention,  withdrew  his  fleet  to  the  bottom  of  the  Bay  of  Baia, 
behind  Mount  Pausilippo.  This  withdrawal  of  the  squadron  naturally 
increased  the  audacity  of  the  insurgents,  who  ventured  to  attack  the  re- 
trenchments of  Monserrato,  which  defended  the  approaches  of  Castel- 
nuovo,  but,  failing  of  success,  the  blame  of  defeat  was  laid  to  Toraldo^ 
who  had  all  along  been  more  or  less  mistrusted  by  the  populace.  At  the 
same  time,  the  genius  of  Donnarumma  having  never  gone  beyond  the 
conception  of  the  buffalo,  expedition,  he  was  supplanted  by  Marco  Antonio 
Brancaccio,  an  experienced  veteran,  seventy  years  of  age,  and  a  g^at 
hater  of  the  Spaniards. 

Brancaccio,  who  would  only  accept  the  command  on  condition  that  the 
object  of  the  war  should  be  to  shake  off  the  yoke  of  the  foreigner,  entered 
upon  his  career  by  a  general  assault  upon  all  the  quarters  occupied  by  the 
Spaniards,  but  having  signally  failed  in  this  bold  enterprise,  his  popularity 
suffered  severely  at  the  onset.  A  subsequent  attempt  made  upon  the  re- 
trenchments of  San  Carlo  de  Mortelle  was  still  more  disastrous;  the 
insurgents  were  defeated,  leaving  the  streets  full  of  corpses. 

Don  John  was,  at  the  same  time,  and  seconded  by  the  Duke  of  Tursi, 
making  frequent  overtures  for  negotiations,  holding  out  more  favourable 
terms  for  capitulation  than  had  been  entertained  by  the  viceroy,  but  in ' 
vain ;  the  Neapolitans  would  not  be  deterred  from  the  struggle  in  which 
they  had  engaged  themselves.  The  Spaniards  had  retaken  the  central 
ana  important  position  of  Ste.  Claire,  and  it  was  resolved  to  take  it  by 
assault. 

The  2l8t  of  October,  the  day  fixed  upon  for  the  assault,  the  popular  lemons  took 
arms  before  sunrise;  they  were  so  numerous  that  the  very  multitude  became  em- 
barrassing; all  Brancaccio's  skill  was  called  into  play  to  move  them  with  eflect. 
The  position  appeared  to  be  lost  to  the  Spaniards,  to  see  the  numbers  and  the 
resolution  of  the  enemy;  but  when  the  mine  was  fired,  which  was  to  open  a  breach 
for  the  assailants,  the  explosion  operated  only  on  one  side,  without  doing  the  least 
mischief  to  the  convent,  but,  on  the  contrary,  by  upsetting  the  neighbouring 
houses,  it  buried  all  the  insurgents  who  had  taken  up  their  position  therein  in  the 
ruins. 

The  terrible  noise  of  the  mine  was  followed  by  a  still  more  sinister  rumour  r 
the  shout  of  Treason  I  came  forth  from  every  mouth ;  the  multitude  fixed  eyes: 
flaming  with  anger  upon  Toraldo.  The  prince  immediately  perceived  the  peril  of 
his  situation ;  he  made  his  horse  turn  round,  and  thought  for  a  moment  of  with- 
drawing from  the  fury  of  the  populace;  but  reflection  told  him  that,  by  endeavour- 
ing to  fly,  he  should  justify  suspicions.  He  accordingly  tightened  his  rein  and  re- 
mained immovable. 

A  vigorous  sortie  of  the  soldiery  completed  the  rout  of  the  populace.  The  mob 
threw  itself  upon  the  unfortunate  general,  and  forced  him  onwards  to  the  market- 
place, loading  him  with  curses  and  abuse.  He  attempted  to  speak,  but  his  voice 
was  lost  in  tlie  uproar;  his  friends  attempted  in  vain  to  assist  him;  his  partisans 
equally  failed  in  trying  to  lead  ofl*  the  irate  mob.  Before  arriving  at  the  market, 
where  perhaps  he  might  have  found  some  defenders,  he  was  already  bruised  all 
over  and  pierced  with  dagger-wounds.  He  fell  in  a  place  called  La  Fietra  del 
Fesce,  and  when  his  head  was  cut  off  his  mouth  was  uttering  these  words, — *^I 
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• 

die  for  Gk)d,  for  the  king,  and  for  the  people.  I  swear  that  all  my  actions  have 
had  no  other  object  tiian  to  conciliate  parties,  and  to  bring  back  peace  to  my 
unhappy  conntry."  His  body  was  hung  by  one  foot  to  a  gibbet  erected  on  the 
market-place.  His  heart  had  been  previously  torn  out  of  his  body,  and,  by  an  act 
of  inhumanity  worse  than  barbarous,  it  was  conveyed  as  a  present  to  the  princesa 
his  wife,  who  had  taken  refage  in  a  convent  for  some  few  days  back. 

The  populace,  after  a  tumultuous  deliberation,  giviofi^  way  as  usual  to  a 
senseless  infatuation,  instead  of  electing  Brancaccio  to  the  supreme  dignity, 
named  the  vulgar,  incapable,  and  not  very  courag^eous  Gennaro  Annese, 
the  arquebussier,  to  succeed  Francesco  Toraldo,  Pnnce  of  Massa,  one  of  the 
greatest  lords  of  the  kingdom.  Annese  began  his  career  by  associating 
with  himself  one  Vincenzo  d' Andrea,  a  barrister,  who  devoted  himself  to 
propounding  a  republic,  as  the  best  form  of  government  and  the  solution 
to  all  difficulties.  Don  John  of  Austria  was  not  long  in  perceiving  how 
grave  and  perilous  the  situation  had  become.  He  accordingly  despatched 
new  emissaries  to  open  negotiations,  empowering  them  at  the  same  time 
to  make  the  most  advantageous  offers;  but  they  obtained  only  one  answer, 
which  was,  that  having  entered  into  negotiations  with  the  King  of  France, 
the  people  could  no  longer  treat  either  with  the  King  of  Spain,  or  with 
his  son,  nor  with  his  ministers.  At  this,  the  historian  De  Santos  relates, 
Don  John,  who  had  hitherto  contained  himself,  lost  all  reserve,  and  gave 
way  to  passionate  indignation.  He  ordered  hostilities  to  be  carried  on 
with  energy,  and  without  any  regard  being  shown  to  the  rebellious  city. 
The  Duke  of  Arcos,  on  his  side,  attempted  to  bribe  Annese  to  surrender 
the  tower  of  the  Carmelites,  but  without  success. 

Nevertheless,  war  continued  in  the  town;  skirmishes  took  place  in  the 
streets,  and  the  fortiBed  posts  were  assaulted  almost  every  day.  General 
Tuttavilla  had  at  the  same  time  blockaded  the  environs  of  the  city.  On 
both  sides  scarcity  of  provisions  began  to  be  felt,  and  the  fatigue  of  so  many 
combats,  without  definite  results,  began  to  show  itself.  Annese  becoming 
unpopular,  revenged  himself  by  issuing  an  extraordinary  decree,  in  which 
he  forbade  his  name  to  be  mentioned  in  conversation  under  pain  of  death. 
A  republic  under  such  a  despotism  was  impossible.  Brancaccio  had 
withdrawn,  disgusted  with  the  ferocity  of  the  arquebussier,  and  the  popu- 
lace themselves  were  now  a  prey  to  universal  discord. 

It  was  under  these  circumstances  that  the  Duke  of  Guise  prepared  to- 
start  with  10,000  crowns,  procured  for  him  by  the  Cardinal  of  Sainte 
Cecile,  a  small  quantity  of  powder  sold  to  him  by  the  Duke  of  Brao- 
ciano,  and  a  numerous  suite,  among  whom  were  the  Sire  de  Cerisantes, 
sent  by  the .  Marquis  of  Fontenay  as  a  spy,  Geronimo  Fabrani,  his 
secretary,  and  Agostino  de  Lieto,  captain  of  guards.  The  Marquis  of 
Fontenay,  the  Cardinal  of  Sainte  Cecile,  and  other  lords  and  prelates, 
accompanied  him  outside  of  the  city  walls.  Arrived  at  the  sea-shore,  as 
each  feluca  could  only  hold  two  or  three  persons,  the  duke  entered  into 
one  with  his  valet  only,  and  the  little  fleet  set  sail  with  a  favourable 
wind  the  13th  of  November,  1647,  at  midnight.  The  Spanish  galleys 
waited  for  them  in  their  passage,  but  the  darkness  of  a  stormy  nignt 
enabled  them  to  get  past  in  safety,  between  the  islands  of  Ischia  and 
Procideo,  and  reach  the  gulf  at  break  of  day.  Sailing,  without  loss, 
through  the  musketry  of  Don  John's  boats,  tne  duke  at  length  reached 
the  shore  of  the  Carmelites,  where  the  people  hailed  his  arrival  with 
the  most  lively  demonstrations  of  enthusiasm. 

Don  John  of  Austria  and  the  viceroy,  however,  considered  the  Duke 
of  Guise  only  in  the  light  of  an  adventurer,  who  was  going  to  impart  a 
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&otitioi]8  energy  to  the  rebellion,  to  become  afterwards  an  obstade,  and 
perhaps  eren  an  instrument  of  weakness  or  ruin. 

Sttch  were  not  the  though ts  of  the  presamptuotu  Hemy  of  Lorraine:  without 
taking  into  consideration  that  he  only  hrought  to  this  young  republic  a  dozen 
adventurers  icnr  all  succour,  seven  to  eight  thousand  crowns  as  his  resources,  and  a 
little  powder,  dazzled  by  the  success  of  his  journey,  the  salutes  of  the  arUUery  on 
Mount  Carmel,  and  the  shouts  of  the  populace,  he  already  fancied  himself  the 
liberator  of  the  people,  the  foimder  of  an  independent  monarchy,  the  predestined 
arbitrator  of  the  lot  of  all  Italy. 

Full  of  these  illusions,  and  surrounded  by  an  immense  crowd,  he  mounted  on 
horseback  and  repured  to  the  cathedral  to  thank  the  Almighty  for  his  safe  arriyaL 
This  duty  ftilfilled,  Gennaro  Annese  conducted  him  to  his  tower  of  the  Carmelites, 
so  as  to  have  him  under  his  eyes,  till  a  more  sumptuous  habitation,  and  one  more 
worthy  of  such  a  host,  could  be  prepared. 

The  fkmiUarity  of  Annese  must  have  appeared  very  strange  to  a  prince  ac- 
cuBtomed  to  all  the  refinements  of  luxury.  The  room  which  he  was  condenmed  to 
live  in  with  the  master  arquebussier  was  revoltingly  filthy,  and  the  dirt  was  made 
stUl  more  glaring  by  the  contrast  with  vases  of  gold  and  silver  heaped  up  in  con- 
Aision  amid  rich  stuffs  and  other  booty.  The  wretched  furniture,  ever3rthing  even 
to  the  suffiicating  odour  of  this  hovel,  would  have  rendered  it  insupportable  to  the 
least  delicate.  The  wife  of  the  generalissimo  of  the  people  was  preparing  in  a 
comer  on  an  earthen  furnace,  with  black  hands,  disordered  hair,  and  doUies  in 
tatters,  the  conjugal  repast  which  Prince  Henry  of  Lorraine  was  expected  to  par- 
ticipate in.  La^itly,  and  as  a  finish  to  the  picture,  whilst  the  lady  looked  after  the 
macaroni,  Gennaro  Annese,  wishing  to  testify  to  his  guest  that  he  did  not  grant 
the  favours  of  intimacy  by  halves,  began  to  dress  a  cancerous  sore  which  he  had 
on  his  leg. 

Ambition  is  the  most  accommodating  of  all  passions.  The  Duke  of 
(juise  not  only  extolled  what  he  was  pleased  to  designate  as  republican 
frankness  in  the  coarse  arquebussier,  but  he  partook  at  night  of  the  same 
mattress,  taking  care,  however,  to  keep  on  his  clothes,  and  rising  early  in 
the  morning  to  visit  the  city.  He  was  received  with  enthusiasm  by  the 
dregs  of  the  populace ;  but  the  Black  Capes,  as  the  middle  classes  were 
designated,  mistrusted  him  as  the  representative  of  French  domination. 
Nor  were  the  results  of  his  examination  encouraging.  There  were  a 
number  of  resolute  men  in  arms,  but  few  were  capable  of  carrying  on  a 
iregular  war ;  there  was  want  of  money,  food,  and  ammunition,  and  a  ge- 
neral depression  of  spirits,  from  lassitude  and  weariness.  Nevertheless,  the 
duke  did  not  allow  himself  to  despond.  Trusting  in  the  prestige  of  his 
name,  in  his  personal  valour  and  his  good  fortune,  flattering  himself,  be- 
sides, that  the  French  court  would  not  abandon  him,  and  that  his  family's 
credit  would  procure  for  him  the  soldiers  and  money  necessary  for  success, 
he  resolved  to  go  on  and  to  profit  by  the  first  burst  of  popularity  for 
effecting  something  decisive. 

So  obliging  Cardinal  Filomarino,  much  against  his  will,  to  give  a  public 
benediction  to  his  sword,  destined  to  exterminate  the  Spaniards,  he  re- 
solved upon  attacking  the  famous  gate  of  San  Carlo  de  Martelle,  where 
Brancaccio  had  been  twice  repulsed,  but  with  the  most  unfortunate 
result. 

The  21st  of  November,  at  daybreak,  the  Duke  of  Guise,  anxious  to  put  his  plan 
into  execution,  advanced  with  about  four  thousand  men  in  good  order,  and  with  a 
first  start  of  success.  The  Neapolitans  carried  the  outworks  and  the  retrench- 
ments that  had  been  raised  in  advance  of  the  position,  killing  a  great  number  of 
Spaniards,  for  no  quarter  was  granted;  after  which  they  broke  into  the  adjacent 
hquses,  giving  them  up  to  pillage  and  fire,  after  having  massacred  the  inhabitants. 

But  Don  Carlos  de  Gante  and  Captain  Fusoo  came  up  to  the  succour  wil^  so 
vigorous  a  charge,  that  the  assailants  were  stopped  short,  and  a  great  number 
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killed^  and  as  the  resem  of  the  popular  troops  came  up  to  the  aid  of  the  flnt. 
Baron  de  Batteyille  made  his  appearance,  followed  bj  Don  Jose  de  Sangro  and  the 
Prince  of  Tersis,  with  a  reinforcement  of  firesh  troops.  Nothing  could  have  been 
more  opportune  than  their  arrival;  they  completely  disrouted  the  popular  oolimm 
vhidi  was  advancing  to  the  aid  of  the  assailants,  already  flying  in  that  diaoider 
which  is  always  attendant  iqxui  want  of  success,  and  they  made  fearftil  havoa 
among  them.  The  people  were  terrified  at  this  disaster,  whidi,  so  far  from  answer- 
ing to  the  ambitious  hopes  of  the  new  chief,  appeared  as  an  omen  almost  fatal  to 
his  good  fortune. 

This  disaster,  the  discredit  which  attached  itself  to  the  humble  suite 
with  which  the  Duke  of  Guise  had  presented  himself  to  the  Neapolitans, 
and  the  dday  that  took  place  in  any  succour  arriving  from  the  French 
fleet,  created  general  discontent.  The  duke,  however,  was  not  in  the 
least  discouraged.  He  attributed  the  reverse  to  the  absence  of  discipline, 
and  he  set  to  work  with  great  resolution  to  organise  the  popular  foroes, 
at  the  same  time  that  he  spared  no  exertions  to  win  over  the  Black  Capes 
to  his  party.  But  the  chief  project  which  occupied  his  mind  was  to 
seize  upon  me  town  of  Aversa,  march  from  thence  upon  Capua,  ancTthus 
open  tne  road  to  Rome.  The  Baron  de  Modena,  '^  a  good  soldier  and 
loyal  gentleman,*'  was  appointed  mestre  de  camp;  and  the  12th  of  De- 
cember the  duke  issued  forth  from  the  city  at  the  head  of  4000  infantry, 
1500  horsemen,  and  four  heavy  guns,  the  whole  in  tolerable  order,  but 
badly  provided  for  in  ammunition  and  commissariat. 

After  taking  possession  of  the  towns  of  San  Giuliano  and  Santantimo^ 
which  the  Baron  of  Modena  hastened  to  fortify,  an  interview,  marked  by 
all  the  chivalrous  courtesy  of  the  time,  took  place  between  the  nobility, 
who  had  stre^thened  themselves  in  Aversa,  and  the  duke,  but  without 
any  result  'Hiis  was  followed  by  a  hand-to-hand  struggle  between  a 
party  of  1 500  mounted  cavaliers  and  the  company  of  guards,  headed  by 
the  Duke  of  Guise  himself  at  the  bridge  of  Frignano.  The  personal 
ralour  displayed  on  this  occasion  by  the  prince  added  immensely  to  his 
renown;  but  the  nobles,  says  the  historian  Duke  of  Rivas,  '^  terrible  in 
the  use  of  the  lance  and  the  sword,"  drove  back  the  prince *s  guard,  and 
he  would  probably  have  paid  for  his  rashness  by  his  life,  had  it  not  been 
for  the  Baron  of  Modena,  who,  with  more  foresight  than  the  gallant 
prince,  had  brought  up  a  body  of  infantry,  and  placinc^  them  in  ambua- 
cade  behind  what  houses,  bushes,  and  other  cover  presented  itself  near 
the  bridge,  protected  his  retreat  by  a  well-directed  fire,  which  committed 
great  havoc  among  the  mounted  gentry  and  nobility  of  Aversa. 

While  these  events  were  going  on  without  the  city  of  Naples,  the 
French  squadron  sailed  into  the  gulf  on  the  1 8th  of  December,  1647. 
It  consisted  of  twenty- nine  large  vessels,  carrying  4000  men  for  field- 
service,  under  the  Admiral  Duke  of  Richelieu,  and  it  brought  with  it  also 
five  fireships.  The  Spanish  fleet  was  divided  between  Baia,  where  was 
Don  John  of  Austria,  Naples,  and  the  coast  of  Castelmare.  There  is 
little  doubt  that,  had  it  been  at  once  attacked  by  the  French  fleet,  it 
would  have  been  destroyed ;  and  the  neglect  of  the  French  commander  to 
take  advantage  of  such  an  opportunity,  led  the  Neapolitans  to  doubt  at 
once  the  sincerity  of  his  intentions.  Certain  it  was,  the  Duke  of  Riche- 
lieu sought  to  come  to  an  understanding  with  Gennaro  Annese  only.  As 
to  the  Duke  of  Guise,  no  notice  whatsoever  was  taken  of  him,  and  the 
prince  became  *'  furious  with  indignation."  He  started  at  once  on  his 
return  to  Naples,  resolved  to  oppose  the  intervention  of  his  own  country- 
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men;  and  the  viceroy  was  so  gratified  with  the  turn  events  had  taken, 
that  he  ensured  for  hun,  even  ft'om  the  "  Black  Capes,**  a  reception  that 
resemhied  a  triumph.  The  duke  then  convoked  the  popular  junta^ 
accused  Annese  of  an  mtention  to  deliver  up  the  tower  of  the  Carmelites^ 
and  got  himself  unanimously  elected  Duke  of  the  Neapolitan  RepuhUc^ 
and  Defender  of  the  State, 

While  the  Duke  of  Guise  was  thus  arriving,  hy  the  most  unforeseen 
turn  of  events,  to  supreme  power,  the  Spanish  fleet  had  succeeded,  under 
£Btvour  of  a  dark  night,  in  reuniting  at  Baia ;  aod  on  the  morning  of  the 
22nd,  Don  John  of  Austria  having  made  his  preparations  with  his  usual 
skill  and  activity,  he  sailed  out  to  give  the  French  battle.  Luckily  for 
both  parties,  a  violent  tempest  that  sprang  up  suddenly,  put  all  chances 
of  collision  out  of  the  question ;  but  the  French  fleet  sailed  out  of  the 
g^ulf,  and  passing,  not  without  danger,  between  the  island  of  Capri 
and  the  point  of  Campanella,  left  the  coast  clear  to  the  Spaniards. 

T^p  return  of  the  French  was,  however,  signalised  on  the  27th.  An 
immediate  attack  upon  the  Spanish  fleet  followed,  but  ^^on  combatiiC 
assez  moUement  de  part  et  d*autre^'  says  our  historian,  and  victory  re- 
mained undecided.  At  last,  the  Duke  of  Richelieu  cast  anchor  off 
Nisida,  whence  he  despatched  a  message  to  the  Duke  of  Guise,  whose 
presence  he  had  before  ignored,  to  ask  for  provisions;  but  the  prince 
sent  back  in  answer  that  the  city  had  not  too  many  for  its  own  use. 
The  Duke  of  Richelieu  had  then  no  alternative  left  but  to  set  sail,  which 
he  did,  capturing  in  his  way  a  vessel  loaded  with  corn  for  the  rebels. 

Delivered  from  the  presence  of  the  French,  who  should  have  been  his 
supporters,  the  Duke  of  Guise  gave  way  unreservedly  to  that  love  of 
luxury  and  passion  for  gallantly  which  were  constitutional  with  him. 
The  widow  of  the  unfortunate  Toraldo,  and  a  sister  of  his  captain  of 
guards,  shared  publicly  in  his  displays.  This  displeased  the  Neapolitans 
so  much,  that  tney  sent  emissaries  to  Rome,  to  complain  to  the  Marquis 
of  Fontenay  of  the  depraved  habits  of  the  duke. 

At  the  same  time,  and  when  the  surrender  of  Aversa  to  the  Baron  of 
Modena,  the  breaking  up  of  the  formidable  cavalry  of  barons,  and  the 
submission  of  most  of  the  chief  cities  of  the  country,  tended  to  render 
the  Duke  of  Guise's  authority  permanent,  had  it  not  been  for  his  licentious 
mannei's,  which  deprived  him  of  the  affections  and  regard  of  the  people, 
Don  John  of  Austria  received  from  Spain  unlimited  powers,  which  left 
him  the  master  to  do  whatever  he  deemed  best  to  stifle  the  rebellion  and 
to  preserve  the  kingdom  of  Naples  to  the  king,  his  father.  Don  John 
was  not  a  prince  to  neglect  answering  to  such  noble  confidence  as  became 
a  loyal  subject  and  a  devoted  son. 

The  Duke  of  Arcos  gave  in  his  resignation  as  the  result  of  the  first 
popular  junta  that  was  held,  subsequent  to  these  powers  being  conferred 
upon  the  prince.  It  was  not,  however,  without  feelings  of  grievous  dis- 
appointment, upon  seeing  that  another  was  about  to  reap  the  fruit  of  his 
long-tried  constancy,  and  his  patience  under  reverses^  that  he  embarked 
the  28th  of  January  for  Cirit^i-Vecchia,  carrying  with  him  the  curses  of 
a  whole  people ;  yet  it  must  be  told  in  fevour  of  his  probity,  that  he  went 
away  so  poor  that  he  was  obliged  to  borrow  the  money  necessary  for  the 
expenses  of  his  journey.  Don  John  then  assumed  the  title  of  temporary 
viceroy. 

With  a  prudence  and  tact  which  would  have  been  scaxcely  expected  at 
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his  age,  he  set  about  attaching  to  his  party  Gennaro  Annese,  and  other 
popular  chiefs,  as  well  as  the  Black  Capes.  It  was  in  vain  that  the  Duke 
of  Guise  assembled  3000  chosen  men,  and  made  a  vigorous  onslaught 
upon  the  quarter  of  Chiaja,  and  assaulted  Puzzuola ;  he  was  defeated  at 
all  points,  and  his  troops  were  driven  back  in  disorder. 

But  the  duke,  as  usual,  never  discouraged  by  reverses,  and  blindly 
confident  in  his  resources,  which  he  exaggerated  to  himself,  resolved  upon 
a  general  and  simultaneous  attack  upon  all  the  points  occupied  by  the 
Spaniards.  It  was  in  vain  that  the  Baron  of  Modena  opposed  this  mad 
project. 

Everything  being  arranged  according  to  the  dispositions  of  the  French  duke, 
who  had  collected  for  the  assault  a  considerable  number  of  bandits,  the  general 
attack  was  fixed  for  the  12th  of  Febraaiy.  The  duke  distributed  the  mass  of  the 
popular  forces  into  divisions  of  from  2000  to  3000  men,  tolerably  well  organised; 
and  he  intrusted  the  different  commands  to  the  bravest  and  most  experienced, 
himself  taking  up  his  position  at  San  Lorenzo,  with  a  numerous  reserve,  composed 
of  chosen  men. 

The  columns  having  been  placed  at  their  respective  posts,  and  the  chiefb  having 
received  their  orders,  the  signal  of  attack  was  given.  Immediately  ail  these 
troops  deployed,  and  each  advanced  resolutely  towards  the  point  previously 
indicated.  In  a  moment  the  combat  became  general  It  continued  fhriously 
during  the  whole  day  and  a  great  part  of  the  night;  and,  although  the  conduct 
and  order  of  the  dnke's  troops  would  have  done  honour  to  a  better  disciplined 
army,  the  defence  made  was  so  resolute,  that  not  one  of  the  positions,  where  the 
standard  of  Castile  floated,  was  carried  by  the  people.  Tet  so  unequal  was  the 
number  of  the  combatants,  that  every  Spaniard  had  ten  assailants  to  drive  bacJc. 
Notwithstanding  this  enormous  disproportion,  victory  declared  itself  for  the  king's 
arms.  Some  idea  may  be  formed  of  the  loss  sustained  by  the  populace,  who,  with 
powetless  rage,  came  again  and  again  to  throw  themselves  upon  the  pidisades  and 
inexpugnable  retrenchments  of  the  Spaniards.  The  Baron  of  Modena,  witness  of 
the  struggle,  says  himself  of  the  latter,  "  that  their  valour  acquired  several  de- 
grees of  glory  on  that  important  day." 

The  next  morning  the  city  presented  evexywhere  the  most  heartrending  scenes. 
The  inhabitants  wept  bitter  tears  on  seeing  the  rivulets  red  with  Neapolitan 
blood.  Here  a  son  sought  for  his  father  in  the  midst  of  a  heap  of  disfigured 
bodies;  elsewhere  others  sought  for  a  son,  a  brother,  a  husband,  a  lover;  some  for 
a  friend  or  a  protector.  Everywhere  there  reigned  a  moumfVd  agitation,  only 
interrupted  by  cries  of  grief  and  despair. 

The  Duke  of  Guise,  his  eyes  sparkling  with  rage,  accused  the  chiefs  of  the 
columns  with  cowardice  and  treachery.  As  he  traversed  the  different  streets  on 
horseback,  he  heard  from  the  terrified  groups  shouts  of  "  Peace  I  peace!  We  wish 
for  peace  r  Some  even  cried  out,  **  Long  live  the  King  of  Spain  !"  In  the  midst 
of  the  general  dismay,  the  necessity  for  repose,  at  any  price,  was  felt  by  all. 

As  if  to  complete  the  disasters  of  the  day,  the  bandits  who  had  taken  a  part  in 
the  assault,  numbering  more  than  5000,  rudely  claimed  their  promised  salary; 
and  as,  in  the  impossibility  of  satisfying  them,  the  duke  caused  only  a  small  sum 
of  money  to  be  distributed  among  them,  they  took  advantage  of  the  dejection 
into  wluch  the  whole  city  was  cast  to  attack  and  pillage  the  quarter  of  Saint 
Antonio^  without  any  one  daring  to  oppose  them. 

New  proclamations,  however,  issued  by  the  duke,  and  the  efforts  of 
his  friends,  brought  back  calm,  and  a  few  minor  successes  gradually 
assisted  in  making  the  plebeian  legions  forget  their  disastrous  defeat. 
The  division  of  parties  became,  however,  more  mailed  than  ever.  One 
called  out  for  the  Republic ;  another  for  the  Duke  of  Guise ;  a  third  for 
peace  and  the  King  of  Spain.  The  duke,  with  the  hope  of  uniting  two 
of  these,  set  up  a  standard,  with  his  arms  on  one  side,  and  the  initials 
S.  P.  Q.  N.  on  the  other.  He  also  had  money  struck  with  hb  effigy,  and 
the  legend  of  the  Neapolitan  Republic. 

Don  John  of  Austria  was,  in  the  mean  time,  with  infinite  tact  turning 
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eyery  ciixsuinstaoce  io  «  aatiBfactoiy  solution  of  this  bloody  and  proLooged 
drama.  The  withdrawal  of  the  Duke  of  Arcos  enabled  him  to  gaiu  over 
the  Cazdinal  Filomarino ;  and  he  was  also  favoured  by  Grennaro  Annese^ 
Yioenzo  Andrea,  and  other  popular  chiefs,  who  were  jealous  of  the 
ascendancy  of  the  Duke  of  Guise.  It  b  almost  unnecessary  to  add  that 
the  nobility  and  the  middle  classes — ^the  Black  Capes — were  all  in  favour 
of  peace  and  the  King  of  Spain.  The  court  of  Spain,  at  the  same  iawB, 
however,  began  to  view  the  success  of  the  piince  with  a  8uq[>iciou8  eye, 
and  the  Count  of  Onate  was  appoiuted  to  supersede  him  in  the  vioe« 
royalty.  Don  John  behaved  under  these  circiunstances  as  became  a  prince, 
a  son,  and  a  gentleman ;  he  received  the  count,  who  arrived  the  2nd  of 
March,  1648,  with  five  galleys,  money,  ammumtion,  and  a  few  troops, 
with  every  mark  of  deference  and  respect  Two  seamen  were,  however, 
killed  by  the  guns  of  the  tower  of  the  Carmelites  in  the  act  of  rowing 
the  new  viceroy  on  shore.  The  Count  of  Onate  was  so  satisfied  of  the 
loyalty  of  Don  John,  who  acquainted  him  with  everything  that  had  been 
doae,  that  he  resolved  to  follow  out  the  Hne  of  conduct  traced  out  for 
him  by  that  intelligent  young  prince. 

The  Duke  of  Guise  was,  at  the  same  time,  daily  sacrificing  his  popu- 
larity to  pride  and  luxury.  He  had  even  imprisoned  the  Baron  of 
Modena,  who  had  yentured  to  reprimand  him  ;  and  having  caught  Gen- 
naro  Annese  and  other  chieftains  in  open  rebellion,  he  hung  a  number  of 
them,  after  having  first  subjected  them  to  the  horrors  of  the  torture. 
The  final  fall  of  the  French  prince  was,  however,  brought  about  by  a 
rather  singular  drcumstanoe.  Either  he  really  expected  &e  Freoch  met 
would  return,  or  he  kept  up  an  illusion  to  diat  effect  to  uphold  his  more 
timid  followers  in  their  aUegiance ;  but  certain  it  is  that,  under  pretence 
of  clearing  a  good  anchorage,  he  issued  forth  from  the  city  at  the  head  of 
5000  men  to  captare  liie  fert  on  the  island  tji  Nisida,  which  was  defended 
by  a  small  garrison  of  Spaniards. 

The  Count  of  Onate,  who  watched  his  every  movement,  saw  at  once 
the  advantage  which  could  be  taken  of  this  false  step,  and,  in  conjunction 
with  Don  John  of  Austria,  the  experienced  old  General  Don  Dionisio  de 
Guzman,  and  a  Neapolitan  counsel  of  war,  resolved  upon  a  general  sortie 
from  all  the  castles  and  fortified  positions.  Fifteen  hundred  good  soldiers 
had  also  just  arrived,  under  the  command  of  Don  Alonxo  de  Monroy,  from 
Sicily. 

The  ibrtillcations  of  the  island  of  Kisida  had  been  carefolly  repaired;  the 
military  positions  of  the  rebels  minutely  reconnoitred;  the  Black  Capes  and  the 
popular  cliiefs  who  had  been  won  over  to  the  royal  cause  were  ix^rmed  of  the 
prqjected  movement  The  night  preceding  the  memorable  day  of  the  6th  of 
April,  1648,  the  count  put  every  disposable  man  under  arms;  stiU  his  forces, 
composed  of  Spaniards,  Neapolitans,  and  Germans,  did  not  exceed  three  thousand 
men. 

Don  John  was  one  of  the  first  to  show  himself  on  horseback,  and  as  tiie  viceroy 
entreated  him  not  to  go  out  of  Castelnuovo,  to  risk  his  person  on  a  day  when  the 
peril  would  be  great  and  success  doubtftd,  he  answered,  like  a  prince  and  a 
resolute  man,  that  these  were  precisely  the  considerations  which  engaged  him  to 
go  where  the  (clot  of  his  name  called  him. 

At  the  given  time  and  signal,  ^e  royal  troops  advanced  together  as  far  as  San 
Sebastiano.  There  they  separated,  and,  wending  their  way  in  the  different  direc- 
tions assigned  to  them,  they  attacked  all  the  popular  positions  simultaneously, 
and  thus  began  the  conquest  of  the  dty. 

The  mestre  de  camp,  Caraffa,  at  the  head  of  one  hundred  and  sixty  Spaniaxds 
and  fi%  Neapolitans,  took  possession  of  the  gate  of  Alba,  and  of  the  bastions  of 
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fhe  gate  of  Conttantinople,  without  meeting  any  serious  lesistanoe,  after  which  he 
effected  a  junction  on  the  square  Del  Abnirante  with  Don  Digo,  of  Portugal,  who 
had  preYionslj  occupied  that  position  at  the  head  of  three  himdied  men,  destined 
to  support  Captahi  Vargas,  who  had  succeeded  in  gaining  possession  of  the  palace 
of  tlw  Duke  of  Guise,  after  haring  dispersed  the  few  guards  that  had  been  left 
there.  Thepost  of  Sant*  Anello  was  T^rously  carried  by*  a  hundred  Spaniards, 
a  hundred  Walloons,  and  two  hundred  dermans,  under  the  orders  of  the  mestre  de 
camp,  Gennaro.  At  the  same  time,  the  Marquis  of  Torrecusa  had  advanced  to  the 
attack,  and  soon  made  himself  master  of  the  Vicariate,  at  the  head  of  a  company 
of  Tetenms  and  rolunteers. 

These  columns  were  closely  followed  by  other  detachments  acting  as  a  reserve; 
and  behind  them,  again,  came  the  cavalry  of  General  Tuttavilla,  who  had  under 
his  orders  the  Marquis  of  Penalva,  Don  Alonzo  de  Monroy,  the  Prince  of  Torello, 
and  other  Neapolitan  gentlemen.  At  one  moment  this  cavahy  acted  in  divisions 
to  protect  the  diiferent  assaults;  at  another,  it  reassembled  on  the  squares,  accord- 
ing to  a  prearranged  plan,  modified  by  the  force  of  circumstances. 

Don  John  of  Austria  personally  directed  the  rear-guard,  surroimded  by  an  escort 
of  Neapolitan  noblemen,  under  the  command  of  the  Duke  of  Andria.  He  had  also 
under  his  control  a  regiment  of  Viedma  and  the  national  cavalry.  Lastly,  the 
Count  of  Onate  closed  the  march  with  the  Burgundian  cavalry  and  a  few  diosen 
arquebussiers.  Generals  Guzman,  Batteville,  Visconti,  and  several  others,  were 
grouped  around  the  viceroy,  who  surveyed  all  the  phases  of  the  struggle  with  an 
hitelUgent  eye,  and  was  ready  to  repair  every  mischance. 

None  of  the  poets  attacked  could  resist  the  shock  of  the  royal  troops;  these  did 
not  engage  in  tiie  pursuit  of  the  fugitives ;  they  did  not  care  to  spiU  the  blood  of 
the  conquered  uselessly,  but,  leaving  only  a  few  men  to  guard  the  positions  which 
had  been  carried,  they  formed  once  more  into  three  columns,  in  order  to  traverse 
the  city,  and  to  assail  simultaneously  the  market-place  and  the  quarter  of 
Lavinaro;  the  iiopular  forces  that  had  been  driven  out  of  their  positions  having 
taken  refage  at  these  two  points,  where  their  numbers  being  increased  by  the 
inhabitants  of  the  most  disreputable  class,  they  were  preparing  to  dispute  with  the 
Spaniards  their  rapid  victory. 

Cardinal  Filomarino  had  not  entered  into  negotiations  with  the  new  viceroy  with 
much  earnestness;  but  when  he  learnt  that  the  prince  and  the  Count  of  Onate 
were  triumphant  on  all  sides,  and  were  actually  passing  by  his  palace  at  the  head 
of  their  conquering  troops,  he  hastened  out  on  foot,  and  In  his  dressing-gown,  to 
felicitate  them,  and  to  offer  his  co-operation.  The  count  received  him  with 
respectful  cordiality.  He  ordered  the  prelate's  ceremonial  dress  to  be  brought  out 
to  him  forthwith,  and  then,  mounting  him  on  a  horse,  superbly  caparisoned,  he 
placed  him  beside  the  prince,  and  continued  his  progress  towards  the  square  of 
the  Carmelites. 

The  masses  were  still  formidable,  and  capable  of  ofibring  a  serious  resistance; 
but  as  the  tread  of  the  footsteps  and  the  jingle  of  the  arms  of  the  Spaniards  came 
nearer  and  nearer,  their  ardour  cooled  visibly.  Only  one  plebeian  chiel^  Matteo 
Amore,  ventured  to  oppose  the  progress  of  the  royal  troops,  and  he  paid  for  his 
rashness  with  his  life.  Pietro  Longobardo  i>eri8hed  in  a  similar  manner,  whilst 
attempting  to  defend  the  quarter  of  the  Port. 

These  two  deaths  finally  discouraged  the  people,  and  by  nine  o'clock  in  the 
morning  the  king's  troops  had  made  themselves  masters  of  the  entire  city,  with  a 
loflgof  not  more  than  ten  men.  In  fact,  as  soon  as  the  soldiers  shouted  "  Long 
I^B^he  King  of  Spain  I  Long  live  abundance  I  No  more  taxation !"  the  arms  fell 
Hn  the  hands  of  the  rebels,  and  the  streets,  the  balconies,  and  the  terraces  filled 
with  a  joyous  multitude,  who  shouted,  as  they  waved  their  white  kerchiefs,  "  Long 
live  peace !    Long  live  the  King  of  Spain  1" 

There  only  remained  in  the  power  of  the  rebels  San  Lorenzo,  Porta-Nolana, 
and  the  tower  of  the  Carmelites.  The  viceroy  sent  two  detachments  to  take 
possession  of  these.  The  two  first  positions  were  carried  without  difficulty,  and 
the  combined  efforts  of  the  two  parties  were  directed  against  the  latter,  which  had 
all  along  been  the  most  important  stronghold  of  the  populace.  The  Count  of 
Onate  having  confided  to  Don  John  the  duty  of  surrounding  the  market-place,  he 
himself  hastened  with  a  few  chosen  arquebussiers,  and  a  detachment  of  light 
cavalry,  to  sweep  the  neighbouring  streets,  and  to  take  possession  of  such  minor 
posts  and  guard-hoases  as  might  serve  as  points  for  rallying  to  the  more 
desperata  He  at  tibe  same  time  took  precautions  that  the  cardinal-archbishop 
diould  not  take  Mmself  off  at  Uus  critical  moment,  by  consulting  him  at  every 
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moment  as  to  the  best  means  of  assuring  tranquillity  when  the  rebellion  should  be 
completely  subdued. 

Don  John  had  arriyed  in  the  square  of  the  Carmelites  without  having  met  with 
any  opposition,  when  a  man,  pale  and  trembling,  rushed  out  of  the  convent,  and 
threw  himsdf  at  his  feet  This  was  the  new  people's  elect,  who,  upon  hearing 
words  of  pardon  and  forgetfulness  of  the  past  fall  from  the  prince's  lips,  rose  up, 
kissed  his  hand,  and,  mounting  on  horseback,  jomed  the  victors.  The  archbishop 
and  the  viceroy  arrived  soon  afterwards.  They  were  surprised  that  Gennaro 
Annese  had  not  submitted  yet;  and  perceiving  that  preparations  for  defence  were 
making  in  the  fortress,  an  energetic  officer  was  despatched  to  come  to  an  under- 
standing with  the  master  arquebussier.  The  latter,  terrified,  answered  that  Car- 
dinal FUomarino  being  there,  he  would  wish  to  treat  with  him.  Annese's  wish 
was  acceded  to,  to  avoid  useless  slaughter,  and  the  prelate  was  introduced  alone 
into  this  great  tower.  He  was  not  long  in  returning,  after  having  convinced  the 
plebeian  chief  that  the  best  thing  he  could  do  was  to  surrender  at  once,  and  with- 
out hesitation. 

The  Coimt  of  Onate  sent  Don  Carlo  de  la  Gatta  to  receive  his  submission;  but 
the  perfidious  Annese,  disguising  his  real  sentiments  by  an  apparent  candour, 
appeared  to  be  very  anxious  to  give  up  in  detail  the  provisions,  arms,  and  ammu- 
nition that  were  under  his  charge,  all  the  time  that  he  delayed  giving  up  his  for- 
midable fortress,  till  the  viceroy,  who  had  got  possession  of  the  convent,  lost  all 
patience,  and  ordered  two  powder-bags  to  be  fixed  to  the  gates  of  the  tower.  The 
explosion,  and  the  effect  which  these  produced,  terrified  the  plebeian  chief,  who 
hastened,  in  the  most  abject  manner,  and  trembling  witli  fear,  to  present  his  keys 
to  the  Spanish  prince. 

I>on  John  received  him  with  pity,  showing,  both  by  his  words  and  actions,  that 
he  pardoned  him;  but  as  this  miserable  man  continued  to  exhibit  unequivocal 
signs  of  distrust  and  terror,  the  prince  exclaimed  to  him,  indignantly,  *^  By  the 
life  of  the  king  my  lord,  get  up,  and  do  not  doubt  your  pardon."  Don  Carlo  de 
la  Gatta  was  appointed  on  the  spot  governor  of  the  tower  of  the  Carmelites,  aiid 
he  established  himself  there,  with  two  companies  of  select  Spanish  troops  and  a 
few  German  artillerymen. 

The  royal  standard  floating  from  the  citadel  of  the  rebellion  announced  to  the 
whole  capital  that  the  city  was  in  the  power  of  the  viceroy,  whose  bold  enterprise 
had  been  crowned  by  success.  The  heights  of  Vomero  and  the  shores  of  Chiaja 
were  also  occupied  by  General  Tuttavilla  and  the  valiant  Alonzo  de  Monroy 
with  a  detachment  of  troops,  to  render  the  victory  still  more  secure  by  preventing 
the  return  of  the  Duke  of  Guise. 

The  distant  sound  of  the  bells  and  the  roar  of  cannon  had  made  the 
duke  aware  that  important  events  were  taking  place  in  the  capital;  he 
had  raised  the  siege  of  Nisida,  and  was  hastening  to  return  to  Naples, 
when  there  came  reports  of  various  kinds,  hut  all  confirmative  of  the 
ffreat  fact  of  the  complete  triumph  of  the  Spaniards.  Immediately  the 
duke  found  himself  abandoned  hy  the  pleheian  bands  whom  he  com- 
manded ;  he  then  resolved  upon  taking  the  road  to  Aversa,  accompanied 
only  hy  a  few  gentlemen,  hoping  to  attempt  a  last  effort  at  the  head  of 
the  forces  that  were  assembled  around  Capua;  hut  the  same  evening 
the  rumour  of  what  had  taken  place  at  Naples  also  reached  that  vh^ 
and  the  popular  army,  as  inconstant  as  it  was  undisciplined,  disp^Pd 
itself  in  a  moment 

Informed  of  the  situation  of  the  Duke  of  Guise,  Don  Luis  Poderico, 
fearing  that  he  would  take  refuge  in  the  Roman  States,  threw  all  the 
cavalry  at  his  disposal  so  as  to  close  the  road  to  him.  Pursued,  sur- 
rounded on  all  sides  hy  his  enemies,  hy  the  peasants,  and  even  hy  his 
own  soldiers,  the  unfortunate  prince  placed  his  last  hopes  in  his  personal 
valour,  and  attempted  to  force  his  way  sword  in  hand ;  hut  his  horse, 
having  received  several  deep  wounds,  was  unahle  to  second  him  in  the 
effortj  and  he  was  obliged  to  yield  to  Visconti,  lieutenant  of  Don  Diego 
de  Cordova's  company  of  cuirassiers.     He  was  conducted  to  Capua  with 
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tea  French  gentlemen  who,  ohedient  to  the  chivalious  devotion  of  the 
time,  were  resolved  to  share  his  fortunes  to  the  last ;  and  Don  Luis  Po- 
derico,  while  he  took  every  care  of  his  prisoner,  did  not  forget  what  was 
due  to  his  rank.  Two  days  afterwards  he  was  led  to  Castelvoltumo,  and 
horn  thence  to  the  castle  of  Ga^ta^  where  the  severe  Count  of  Onate 
would  have  had  his  head  pitilessly  cut  off  hut  for  the  resolute  opposition 
of  Don  John,  who  wrote  to  Madrid  to  ascertain  what  were  the  king's 
wishes.  At'the  end  of  a  few  months  orders  came  to  send  the  duke  to 
Spain,  where  he  was  not  long  before  he  regained  his  liberty.  Some  time 
«fter  this,  the  French  fleet  having  made  its  appearance  at  the  entrance  of 
the  gulf,  a  conspiracy  was  discovered  which  cost  the  turbulent  Annese 
his  life.  The  Count  of  Onate  further  strengthened  Spanish  domination 
hy  taking  the  isle  of  Elba  from  the  French,  whom  he  also  expelled  from 
the  coast  of  Tuscany;  and  when,  some  time  afterwards,  the  intrepid 
Duke  of  Gruise  reappeared  on  the  shores  of  Castelmare,  not  the  slightest 
sympathy  was  awakened  in  his  cause. 

The  insurrection  of  Naples  began  the  15th  of  July,  1647 ;  it  ended,  ex- 
hausted hy  its  own  efforts,  and  overcome  by  Spanish  perseverance,  the 
6th  of  April,  1648;  a  brief  period  of  time,  during  which  the  Neapolitans 
exlubited  brilliant  courage,  and,  at  times,  an  almost  incredible  degree  of 
ferocity,  and  their  conquerors  an  heroic  firmness.  Heaven,  in  its  impene- 
trable decrees,  adjourned  to  another  age  the  period  when  the  emancipa- 
tion and  independence  of  the  kingdom  of  Naples  was  to  be  obtained  by 
more  peaceable  and  more  legitimate  means,  which  also  ensured,  to  a  far 
greater  degree  than  could  ever  have  been  effected  by  popular  commotions, 
its  stability  and  its  glory. 


THE    SPECTRE   HAUNTED. 

BY  COBNELIUS  COLYILLE. 

I  HAVE  heard  it  asserted  that  those  mysterious  occurrences  which  have 
fallen  under  the  observation  of  many  persons  at  various  periods  of  their 
lives,  have  either  arisen  from  a  remarkable  concatenation  of  events,  or 
have  sprung  from  an  unhealthy  state  of  the  mind,  induced  probably  by 
ill-health,  or  by  a  peculiar  construction  of  temperament.  I  know  not 
whether  it  argues  a  well-disciplined  mind  or  otherwise  to  he  the  ex- 
pounder of  such  a  doctrine.  Not  many  years  have  elapsed  since  the 
belief  in  the  probability  of  supernatural  intervention  was  more  prevalent 
than  at  the  present  day,  and  amongst  those  who  subscribed  to  that 
opinion,  were  to  be  found  men  in  every  rank  of  life — men  of  great  intel- 
lectual acquirements — men  eminent  in  the  various  departments  of  litera- 
ture, science,  and  art.  I  speak  comparatively  of  recent  times,  for  I 
apprehend  it  is  needless  to  refer  either  to  the  middle  ages  or  antiquity 
for  further  evidence  in  support  of  a  doctrine  which  even  at  this  day— 
•even  in  the  nineteenth  century — possesses  a  great  nmnber  of  adherents. 
Whatever  advancement  we  may  nave  made  in  other  respects,  it  appears 
to  me  we  have  displayed  no  great  intelligence  or  penetration  in  respect 
to  the  question  in  pomt.  It  is,  unfortunately,  one  of  the  characteristics 
of  our  day  to  dispose  of  a  question  of  this  kind  in  the  most  summary 
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manner,  and  in  a  way  which  preyents  it  from  reoeiving  that  attention  and 
consideration  which  it  requires.  The  doctrine  is  exploded — ^it  was  pecoliar 
to  those  earlier  periods  of  oar  history  when  the  bulk  of  mankind  were  vst 
a  comparative  state  of  barbarism,  and  ere  the  lamp  of  knowledge  had 
shed  abroad  that  glorious  effblgence  which  was  destined  to  efiect  their 
emancipation  from  the  gross  errors  and  superstitions  into  which  they  had 
fidlen.  It  is  in  this  way  that  a  subject  of  the  last  importance  is  disnussed, 
and  a  conclusion  arrived  at  neither  consistent  with  net  nor  any  eqnitable 
system  of  ratiocination. 

It  becomes  not  man  to  question  the  wisdom  of  his  Creator,  or  to 
attempt  to  discern  those  hidden  springs  of  action  by  which  his  conduct  is 
guided.  It  may,  peihape,  however,  be  deemed  neither  piesumptuous  nor 
irreverent  to  suppose  that  He,  in  EUs  infinite  wisdom,  has  permitted  di»- 
embodied  spirits  to  revisit  the  earth  for  wise  and  all-sufficient  purposes, 
yHiich,  however,  may  not  be  intelligible  to  the  limited  understandings  of 
His  creatures.  Innumerable  instances,  indeed,  may  be  cited  where  such 
results  have  actually  accrued  from  decided  and  incontrovertible  cases  of 
supernatural  agency,  though,  at  the  same  time,  I  am  wilHus^  to  concede 
that  there  are  numerous  others  where  no  apparent  benefit  has  been 
derived  firom  the  visitation.  I  do  not,  however,  necessarily  infer  from 
that,  that  they  were  unjustifiable,  or  that  the  Almighty  was  in  error  in 
permitting  them ;  for,  as  I  have  already  observed,  some  object  may  have 
been  attained  with  which  it  was  not  necessaiy  that  we  should  be  ac- 
quainted. 

There  are  few  men,  I  am  persuaded,  however  much  they  may  be 
inclined  to  ridicule  and  throw  discredit  upon  this  subject,  who  have  not 
at  some  period  been  under  the  influence  of  some  extraordinary  feeling,  or 
superstition  as  it  is  more  commonly  called,  and  who,  in  the  solitude 
of  their  chambers,  have  held  communication  with  themselves,  and  whose 
scepticism  for  the  time  being  has  been  completely  overthrown.  It  may 
have  been  occasioned  by  a  dream — ^by  some  singular  coincidence — ^by 
some  remarkable  combination  of  events. 

It  is  not  in  the  broad  light  of  day — it  is  not  in  crowds  that  we  are  dis- 
posed to  reflections  of  this  kind.  It  is  in  solitude— -when  deep  sleep  has 
fallen  upon  men,  and  when  the  stars,  those  beautiful  and  mysterious  orbs, 
are  looking  down  upon  us  firom  their  bright  and  \ohy  eminence,  and 
inducing  a  train  of  thought  foreign  to  the  usual  tenor  of  our  mind.  How 
many  men  have  assigned  to  them  an  influence  over  the  destinies  of  man- 
kind, altogether  incompatible  with  the  notions  of  the  present  genwation — 
how  many  men  have  gazed  upon  them  with  wonder — with  awe — with  asto- 
nishment.   The  lines  of  Horace  will  occur  probably  to  some  of  my  readers : 

Hunc  solem  et  Stellas  et  decedentia  certis 
Tempera  momentis  sunt  qui  formidine  nulla 
Lnbuti  spectant. 

I  repeat,  there  are  few  who  are  altogether  exempt  from  these  mysterious 
influences.  Call  the  feeling  what  you  will,  it  is  still  there.  It  cannot  be 
shaken  off,  and  the  attempt  to  account  for  it  would  be  equally  hopeless. 

I  have  made  these  few  premises  as  an  introduction  to  a  narrative  of  a 
painful  and  startling  character,  and  shall  leave  the  reader  to  form  his 
own  conclusions  as  to  the  circumstances  which  I  shall  relate.  I  may  add, 
that  my  ovni  conviction  is  formed,  and  that  no  reasoning  has  been  suffi- 
ciently strong  to  induce  me  to  relinquish  the  position  I  have  taken.     It 
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lias  been  alleged  that  my  temperament  is  excitable,  that  I  am  subject 
to  optical  delusion,  that  I  inherit  from  my  parents  an  idios3mcracy  subject 
to  occasional  fits  of  mental  aberration,  in  order  to  account,  upon  the  most 
orthodox  grounds,  for  the  strange  occurrences  which  have  befallen  me. 

Ten  years  have  not  been  able  to  erase  the  impression  which  the 
following  singular  incident  left  upon  my  mind.  At  the  age  of  fourteen  I 
was  sent  to  a  boarding-school  at  Lubeck,  in  order  that  I  might  have 
the  advantage  of  a  superior  course  of  instiiiction  to  that  to  which  I  had 
hitherto  been  accustomed.  When  two  years  had  elapsed,  it  was  deter- 
mined that  I  should  be  removed  from  thence,  and  placed  in  the  counting- 
house  of  an  eminent  merchant  in  Hamburgh,  to  whom  my  parents  had 
consented  to  give  a  somewhat  large  premium,  as  the  price  of  my  introduc- 
tion to  the  mercantile  profession.  It  was  during  the  latter  portion  of  my 
second  years  residence  in  Lubeclc,  that  this  strange  event  took  place,  and 
which  nrst  drew  my  attention  to  the  subject  of  spiritual  interposition,  and 
to  tliose  indefinable  influences  to  which  at  several  portions  of  my  life  I 
have  been  exposed.  I  may  observe  that,  at  the  time  the  circumstance 
occurred,  I  was  in  a  perfect  state  of  health,  and  that  my  mind  was  in  no 
degree  predisposed  to  studies  of  a  subtle  or  metaphysical  character. 
With  the  exception  of  the  Erl  Kimiff*  with  which  ballad  I  had  been 
familiar  from  my  childhood,  I  was  totally  unacquainted  with  the  pre- 
vailing superstitions  of  Germany. 

It  was  about  the  dose  of  the  year,  and  when  the  days  had  become  very 
short,  that  a  schoolfellow  and  I  had  strolled  a  few  miles  into  the  country. 
On  our  return,  my  companion  proceeded  to  the  schoolroom,  and  I  went 
to  a  small  apartment  in  the  house,  in  which  the  boarders  of  a  superior 
description  were  accustomed  to  take  their  meals  with  the  principal  of  the 
establishment  and  his  wife.  The  upper  portion  of  the  door  which  gave 
access  to  this  room  was  made  of  glass,  but  a  small  red  curtain  was  hung 
in  the  inside,  which  prevented  persons  passing  along  the  passage  from 
observing  what  was  going  forward  within  the  room.  There  was  no 
means  m  access  to  it  except  through  the  door ;  there  was  certainly  a 
window,  which  looked  over  the  playground,  but  it  was  not  less  than 
thirty  feet  from  the  earth,  so  that  it  was  not  easy  to  effect  an  entrance 
that  way.  I  dwell  particularly  on  these  circumstances,  because,  where 
anything  of  a  supernatural  character  has  taken  place,  it  is  only  necessaiy 
that  the  most  minute  details  should  be  given.  In  matters  of  this  kino, 
nobody  courts  investigation  more  than  I  do,  and  none  is  more  anxious 
for  a  rational  and  probable  elucidation  to  any  mystery  in  which  they  may 
be  enshrouded. 

The  red  curtain  I  have  already  spoken  of  was  not  drawn  to  its  full 
extent^  the  consequence  of  which  was  that  a  small  portion  of  the  glass 
was  uncovered,  and  through  which  I  could  see  if  anybody  were  in  the 
room — a  custom  I  frequently  observed  before  I  entered.  I  looked 
through  the  glass,  and  discovered  a  gentleman  seated  in  a  chair  at  the 
upper  part  of  the  table,  upon  which  two  wax  candles  were  burning.  The 
glass  was  somewhat  dirty,  and  I  could  not,  therefore,  see  the  interior  of 
the  room  with  any  great  distinctness.  I  drew  my  handkerchief  gently 
over  it,  in  order  to  remove  any  dust  that  might  have  accumulated  upon 
it.     Having  done  so,  I  placed  my  face  again  to  the  glass,  to  discover 

*  A  spectre  that  haunts  the  Black  Forest  in  Thuiingia. 
Jan. — ^voL.  zci.  no.  ccclzi.  h 
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who  the  gentleman  was,  and  in  a  moment  started  involuntarily  back ! 
Good  Heavens !  it  was  my  father,  exacdy  at  I  had  seen  him  in  his  own 
house  only  three  months  before.  He  wore  a  blue  coat,  rather  light 
waistcoat,  ornamented  with  a  small  flower;  he  had  his  silver  spectacles  on, 
and  was  engaged  in  reading  a  letter.  From  his  watch-pocket,  as  usual, 
depended  a  large  bunch  of  gold  seals,  and  on  the  little  flnger  of  his  left 
hand  he  wore  the  ring  which  my  dear  mother  had  presented  him  with 
when  they  were  betrothed.  I  was  surprised — overjoyed;  surprised,  be- 
cause I  had  received  no  intimation  of  his  visit ;  and  overjoyed,  because  I 
knew  he  would  not  depart  without  leaving  me  suflicient  Taschengeld  to 
answer  my  piupose  till  Christmas.  I  was,  however,  a  g^ood  deal  agitated; 
the  unexpected  meeting  had  awakened  in  me  the  g^atest  astonishment, 
for  I  could  divine  no  cause  for  his  journey  hither;  and,  besides,  on  former 
occasions,  he  had  invariably  brought  my  mother  along  with  him.  It  was 
enough,  however,  he  was  there :  he  would  be  as  glad  to  see  me  as  i  vras 
to  see  him,  and  I  made  no  doubt  he  had  brought  me  presents  of  all 
descriptions,  both  from  my  mother  and  aunt. 

I  opened  the  door  of  the  room,  and  walked  in ;  he  was  seated  in  his 
old  position,  but  what  struck  me  as  a  remarkable  circumstance  was^  that 
he  disregarded  the  dtsturbanoe  which  my  entrance  had  occasioned,  and 
continu^  to  pore  over  the  letter  as  though  no  interruption  had  taken 
place. 

I  thought  I  would  call  his  attention  to  my  presence^  so  walking  up  to 
where  he  sat,  I  said, 

"  Lieber  Voter  wie  befinden  Sie  sich  f" 

The  words  were  no  sooner  uttered  than,  as  quick  as  thought,  he 
vanished  from  my  sight !  I  was  horrified.  I  stared  about  me  in  amaae- 
ment;  my  knees  knocked  toffether,  and  I  had  the  g^reatest  difficulty  to 
support  myself.  It  was  evident  that  my  hiker  had  been  there.  I  nad 
seen  him  most  distinctly ;  I  had  seen  him  in  the  dress  he  was  in  the  habit 
of  wearing ;  in  the  position  in  which  he  was  accustomed  to  sit.  Yes,  he 
had  been  there :  the  chair  in  which  he  had  been  sitting — ^the  table,  the 
candles,  the  room^-every thing  was  unchanged,  but  he — he  had  gone^  and 
had  left  no  traces  of  his  recent  presence  behind.  I  could  find  no  solution  to 
the  fearful  spectacle  of  which  I  had  been  a  witness.  I  was  disappointed 
and  alarmed.  I  rushed  out  of  the  room,  and  in  the  passage  met  the 
worthy  schoolmaster,  who,  observing  me,  said — 

'<  Wo  gehen  Sie  hin,  Rudolph  f* 

"  Hahen  Sie,  lieber  Herr  Rosenbaum,  meinen  Voter  gesehen  T* 

'' Nein,  Uebes  Kind."* 

"  Er  war  eben  hier.** 

"  Es  istganz  unmogUch,'*  he  said. 

^'  IFcu  ich  Ihnen  gesagt  habe  ist  wirhUeh  wahr^ 

I  related  to  Herr  Rosenbaum  what  had  occurred,  but  I  could  not  induce 
him  to  attach  any  credence  to  my  statement  On  the  following  day  he 
proposed  to  write  to  my  parents,  to  ascertain  if  they  were  well ;  but  it  was 
unnecessary,  for  on  the  ensuing  morning  a  letter  arrived,  informing  me 
of  the  death  of  my  father,  which  had  occurred  suddenly  on  the  previous 
evening,  and  at  the  very  hour  that  I  had  seen  his  wraith.- 

There  were  several  persons  to  whom  this  event  became  known,  who 
endeavoured  to  explain  it  away  by  a  process  of  reasoning  so  utterly  pre- 
posterous and  devoid  of  all  plausibility,  that  I  shall  not  tire  the  patience 
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of  the  reader  by  statiiig  the  grounds  upon  which  they  refused  to  admit  the 
influence  of  spiritual  agency  in  the  matter.  In  support  of  my  own  opinion, 
I  may  be  permitted  to  draw  the  reader's  attention  to  two  points.  In  the 
first  phice,  I  was  unacquainted  with  my  father *s  indisposition;  in  the 
second,  he  had  expired  about  the  very  time  that  I  had  first  seen  him  seated 
in  the  chair.  Whence  was  this?  If  I  was  the  victim  of  some  extraordi- 
nary delusion,  the  coincidence,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  was  most  remarkable. 
If^  however,  disenthralled  spirits  have  really  the  power  to  assume  a  quasi- 
corporeal  appearance,  I  see  nothing  inconsistent  in  the  hypothesis  that, 
in  the  event  of  their  being  suddenly  called  to  another  state  of  existence, 
they  should  wish  to  appear  to  those  absent  friends  and  relations  who  con- 
stituted the  great  charms  of  their  earthly  career,  and,  as  it  were,  prepare 
them  for  the  melancholy  intelligence  that  awaits  them. 

After  my  father*s  fimeral,  at  which  I  was  present,  my  mother  would 
not  permit  me  to  return  a^n  to  school.  I  was  an  only  child,  and  the 
death  of  my  parent  had  of  course  plunged  her  into  the  greatest  distress. 
I  was,  therefore,  kept  at  home,  with  the  view  of  rendering  her  situation 
less  lonely  and  melancholy. 

The  circumstance  whicn  I  have  just  related  gave  a  peculiar  impulse  to 
my  mind.  I  became  thoughtful — ^melancholy.  I  brooded  continiudly 
over  what  I  had  seen,  and  I  took  the  greatest  delight  in  conversing  with 
two  or  three  old  women  in  the  neighbourhood  upon  all  the  superstitions 
peculiar  to  Germany,  and  in  which  they  placed  the  most  implicit  belief. 
This  feeling  grew  with  me,  and,  notwithstanding  the  great  opposition 
which  my  relatives  made  to  the  books  to  which  I  mostly  directed  my 
attention,  I  persisted  in  the  course  which  was  most  congenial  to  my  mind, 
and  employed  all  my  leisure  hours  either  in  listening  to  or  reading  wild 
and  marvellous  stones.  This  mode  of  life  rendered  me  susceptible  to  the 
least  alarm,  and  frequently,  when  alone,  ei^sed  me  to  the  greatest  fear 
and  consternation.  I  became  pale  and  attenuated,  passed  sleepless  nights, 
and  was  often  feverish  and  sick. 

I  had  been  about  eight  years  in  the  counting-house  in  Hamburgh, 
when  an  incident  of  the  most  extraordinary  description  befel  me,  and  which 
added  a  still  deeper  colouring  to  my  subsequent  Ufe,  and,  if  possible,  gave 
a  yet  stronger  bias  to  my  studies  and  pursuits.  I  dreamed  one  night  that 
1  was  in  the  surgery  of  an  eminent  medical  man  in  Hamburgh.  There 
were  three  large  oblong  boxes  in  the  room,  fixed  against  the  wall,  each 
of  which  contained  a  human  skeleton.  A  young  man  was  in  the  room, 
of  a  tall,  slim  figure,  and  dark  complexion,  and  whose  countenance  was 
exceedingly  careworn,  as  if  from  excessive  study.  He  was  dressed  in  a 
suit  of  deep  mourning,  and  pointed  the  skeletons  out  to  me,  and  ex- 
plained the  great  wisdom  and  ingenuity  manifested  by  the  Creator  in  the 
construction  of  the  human  frame.  The  dream,  I  remember,  made  a 
somewhat  painful  impression  upon  my  mind,  but,  in  the  course  of  a  few 
weeks,  it  had  altogether  escaped  from  my  memory. 

I  was  passing,  however,  one  day  along  the  street,  when  a  poor  woman, 
in  attempting  to  cross  the  road,  was  knocked  down  by  two  horses,  which 
were  proceeding  at  a  furious  rate,  and  the  vehicle  to  which  they  were 
attached  went  over  her  body.  I  was  a  good  deal  interested  in  the  ease, 
and  a  surgeon  having  been  summoned  to  the  spot,  I  saw  her  conveyed  to 
a  neighbouring  house^  where  every  attention  was  paid  to  her. 

Having  ascertained  the  name  of  the  surgeon,  I  called  upon  him  the 
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following  nigbt  to  inquire  after  the  woman's  health,  and,  to  my  utter 
amazement,  I  was  shown  into  the  yery  room  and  introduced  to  the  very 
young  man  that  a  few  weeks  before  I  had  seen  in  my  dream.  The  boxes 
stood  exactly  as  I  had  seen  them  with  their  lids  taken  off,  and  the  skeleton9 
fully  revealed  to  my  view.  1  advanced  mechanically  towards  them,  and 
the  young  roan,  taking  up  a  long  stick,  heg^an  to  point  out  the  beauty 
and  order  displayed  in  their  structure.  He  had  not  been  thus  occupied 
many  minutes,  when  suddenly,  and  as  if  by  magic,  the  stick  dropped  from 
his  hand,  and  he  stood  gazing  at  me  with  the  greatest  astonishment 
pictured  in  his  countenance.  He  had  seen  me  before ;  he  had  on  a  former 
occasion  pointed  out  to  me  the  beauty  of  the  human  frame, — my  £ice  wa« 
perfectly  familiar  to  him.  An  explanation  ensued.  I  informed  the 
young  man  of  the  singular  dream  I  had  had ;  and  what  is  most  singular 
to  relate,  he  apprised  me  that  he  had  dreamed  on  the  very  same  night 
that  he  had  been  with  me  in  the  surgery,  and  had  drawn  ray  attentioi> 
to  the  skill  and  arrangement  displayed  in  the  structure  of  the  skeletons. 
It  was  his  dream,  which  suddenly  flashed  across  his  mind,  which  caused 
him  to  let  the  stick  fall  and  stare  at  me  with  such  amazement  Thus  it 
would  appear  that  a  strange  magnetic  relation,  or  curious  psychic  sym- 
pathy, had  subsisted  between  us. 

It  was  an  evil  day  when  I  put  my  foot  into  that  surgery.  The  young 
man,  whose  name  was  Miiller,  and  I  became  intimate  friends — we  were 
almost  inseparable.  He  was  a  firm  believer  in  apparitions,  and  in  every- 
thing appertaining  to  the  world  of  spirits ;  and  had  read  a  great  number 
of  books  upon  the  subject.  I  was  fascinated  by  his  conversation ;  and 
when  he  poured  out,  from  his  well-stored  mind,  accounts  which  he  had 
heard  and  read  of  every  description  of  supernatural  interposition,  I  listened- 
with  breathless  attention,  whilst  a  feeling  of  horror  would  ever  and  anon* 
thrill  through  my  system,  and  cause  me  to  turn  as  pale  as  death. 

I  now  approach  the  most  terrible  part  of  my  narrative.  Miiller  and  I 
hr.d  been  acquainted  about  two  years,  when  we  agreed  to  take  av 
excursion  together  to  the  Rhine ;  for  we  had  both  long  cherished  a  wish 
to  behold  that  classic  stream,  and  the  venerable  castles  and  picturesque 
viUages  with  which  its  banks  are  studded.  Accordingly,  in  the  autumn^ 
we  set  out  together  with  the  intention  of  devoting  a  month  to  the  object  we 
had  in  view.  The  weather  was  tolerably  &vourable  for  our  undertoking ; 
for  during  the  first  week  we  had  nothing  but  an  unclouded  atmosphere 
and  a  brilliant,  but  not  too  powerful,  sun  to  cheer  us  on  our  way. 

It  is  needless  to  describe  the  route  we  took,  or  the  various  places  we 
visited.  At  the  end  of  a  fortnight  we  found  ourselves  at  Cologne.  Not* 
withstanding  the  beauhr  of  the  scenery  and  the  favourable  state  of  the 
weather,  I  cannot  say  that  I  experienced  much  enjoyment  since  leaving 
Hamburgh.  I  was  more  sad,  more  morose  than  usual.  I  knew  not  what 
^vas  the  cause,  but  I  felt  an  oppressiite  weight  upon  my  mind.  I  felt  as 
though  something  were  about  to  occur  which  was  henceforth  to  poison  all 
the  springs  of  existence,  and  to  render  life  insupportable.  Whence  are 
those  feelings — those  strange  misgivings — which  foreshadow  with  such 
unerring  truthfulness  events  still  hid  in  the  womb  of  time,  and  which  are 
often  destined  to  throw  a, dark  shadow  over  the  brightest  portions  of  our 
existence  ?  Is  it  that  the  spirit  within  us  is  ever  disquieted,  or  is  it  ot 
warning  voice  that  apprises  us  of  approaching  danger  ? 

MCdler  perceived  my  restlessness  and  unhappiness,  and  endeavoured'  to 
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administer  consolation.  It  was  in  vain.  His  afforts  only  made  me  more 
firetfol  and  uneasy.  Finding  me  so  intractable,  he  desisted ;  but  I  could 
perceive  that  my  bearing  had  made  a  deep  impression  upon  his  mind. 
He  appeared  to  fear  me--4ie  seemed  to  shrink  from  me  with  an  instinctive 
horror !  If  my  eye,  perchance,  fell  upon  fais,  he  was  abashed  and  alarmed. 
I  began  to  reflect  upon  the  curious  manner  in  which  we  had  become 
acquainted — the  congeniality  of  taste  which  bound  us  together,  and  sud- 
denly a  thought  flashed  across  my  mind,  that  he,  by  some  mysterious 
power,  was  bound  up  with  my  destiny,  and  that  misfortune  and  misery 
were  to  spring  to  both  from  the  connexion. 

MUller  again  endeavoured  to  call  me  to  myself. 

"  Lasset  un$  spatzieren  gehen^'*  he  said,  as  we  sat  together  in  the 
hotel. 

'^  Ee  ist  schon  zu  tpat^*  I  replied. 

As  MQller,  however,  seemed  determined  to  go,  I  agreed  to  accompany 
him.  It  was  a  beautiful  starlight  night,  and  we  both  wandered  on  in 
silence,  our  eyes  fixed  upon  the  bright  orbs  with  which  the  blue  vault 
above  our  h€»ids  was  so  thickly  bestudded.  The  Rhine  lay  stretched 
before  us,  and  the  noise  of  its  rushing  waters  broke  upon  the  ear  with  a 
dull  and  melancholy  sound.  The  night  wind  sighed  mournfully  through 
the  almost  leafless  trees,  and  tended  only  to  engender  a  deeper  feeling  of 
sadness  in  our  breasts  than  that  by  wnich  we  were  already  oppressed. 
Our  thoughts  were  too  busy  for  conversation — ^too  absorbing  to  admit  of 
0ur  admiring  the  magnificent  scenery  by  which  we  were  surrounded.  I 
east  my  eyes  once  towards  my  companion.  I  was  struck  with  the  altera- 
tion in  his  appearance.  His  face  was  deadly  pale,  and  an  expression  of 
deep  sorrow  had  overspread  his  countenance. 

I  shall  not  dwell  upon  the  catastrophe  of  that  night  When  we  had 
proceeded  some  distance  I  drew  from  a  small  sheath  a  beautifully  chased 
dagger,  which  having  arrested  my  attention,  I  had  bought  a  few  days 
previously.  After  I  had  examined  it  a  few  minutes,  a  discussion  at 
length  arose  between  Miiller  and  myself  which  gave  birth  to  a  dispute. 
Angry  words  ensued.  Irritated  by  some  expressions  which  had  fallen 
from  his  lips,  and  by  no  means  recovered  from  my  previous  waywardness 
and  ill-humour,  I  struck  him.  The  dafl^ger  I  unconsciously  held  in  my 
hand  entered  his  breast,  and  he  fell  back  with  a  deep  groan !  Oh !  that 
my  arm  had  rotted  by  my  side  ere  it  had  struck  that  fatal  blow,  or, 
by  some  sudden  stroke  of  paralysis,  it  had  been  rendered  powerless  and 
numb! 

Reeking  with  the  blood  of  my  victim — for  my  hands,  face,  and  clothes, 
were  stained  in  various  places — I  fled.  I  avoided  the  town — I  dreaded 
to  approach  it,  lest  the  badge  of  the  murderer  should  reveal  the  secret, 
upon  the  safe  keeping  of  which  depended  my  life.  I  traversed  miles  and 
miles  of  country,  with  a  rapidity  that  at  one  time  I  should  have  conceived 
incredible.  I  fancied  the  greater  distance  I  placed  between  myself  and 
the  unfortunate  Midler,  the  greater  would  be  my  dutnce  of  safety  and  of 
ultimate  escape.  I  travelled  on  the  most  unfrequented  roads.  I  was 
afraid  to  look  upon  man.  I  felt  myself  accursed.  I  felt  myself  loaded 
with  a  crime,  before  which  all  others  that  are  committed  under  heaven 
sink  into  insignificance.  I  was  loathsome — I  abhorred  myself.  The 
mark  of  Cain  was  upon  my  forehead.  Oh !  whither  was  I  to  fly  ?  How 
was  I  to  escape  the  retributive  justice  that  was  pursuing  me  ?  If  I 
eluded  the  pursuit  of  man,  was  I  not  effectually  punished  ?     Would  I 
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not  be  an  unceasing  prey  to  my  own  thoughts — ^those  yultures  which  feed 
upon  the  human  heart  ?  I  might  avoid  all  the  spares  that  were  laid  to 
entrap  me — I  might  avoid  the  punishment  which  awaited  crimes  like 
mine,  but  no  power  on  earth  could  protect  me  firom  myself.  A  self- 
accusing  conscience  would  cling  to  me  through  life — it  would  be  the 
drug  that  would  henceforth  fill  my  cup  with  bitterness  and  poison. 

1  pursued  my  way.  I  was  still  determined  to  battle  with  fate.  I  was 
endowed  with'  the  most  extraordinary  activity,  and  seemed  as  yet  uncon- 
scious of  the  least  fatigue.  I  knew  not  whither  I  went.  I  had  but  one 
object,  and  that  was  to  escape.  The  time  was  when  I  would  have  wel- 
comed death ;  but  now  that  it  appeared  so  near — ^now  that  I  stood  as  it 
were  almost  withiu  the  portal,  I  clung  with  the  greater  tenacity  to  life. 
The  death  of  the  condemned  criminal  presented  itself  to  me  with  all  its 
horrors.  I  saw  the  preparations  made  for  the  execution — the  people 
standing  around.  I  observed  the  deathlike  silence  that  prevailed — I 
saw  the  sword  of  the  executioner  poised  in  the  air,  ready  to  inflict  the 
fatal  blow,  and  in  another  moment  I  heard  the  shriek  of  the  assembled 
thousands  as  the  head  was  severed  from  the  body.  This  dreadful  picture 
of  the  fete  that  awaited  me  caused  me  to  strain  every  nerve  for  the  at- 
tainment of  my  object.  I  stood  once  to  pause,  to  gain  breathing  time, 
but,  gracious  God !  I  discovered  I  was  pursued — pursued  by  one  fleeter 
of  foot  than  myself — ^by  one  who  flew  as  it  were  on  the  wings  of  the 
wind,  and  to  whom  time  and  space  were  as  nothing.  It  was  not  man, 
for  I  could,  perhaps,  still  have  mustered  courage  to  encounter  him.  It 
was  an  inhabitant  of  those  dark  and  mysterious  regions  which  no  mortal 
has  been  permitted  to  enter.  It  was  the  shade  of  my  departed  friend — 
the  spirit  of  Miiller  that  presented  itself  to  me.  To  endeavour  to  escape 
from  the  phantom  was  useless.  I  travelled,  nevertheless,  some  miles 
further,  and,  at  length  exhausted,  sank  upon  the  ground. 

Day  had  broken  when  I  arose.  I  had  slept  a  few  hours,  but  my  slumbers 
had  not  been  refreshing.  The  scene  around  me  contrasted  strangely  with 
my  feelings.  The  smiling  landscape,  the  songs  of  birds,  the  joyous  voices 
of  the  countrymen,  reminded  me  of  youth — of  innocence — of  home.  I 
had  undergone  a  change.  It  seemed  as  if  age  had  suddenly  come  upon 
me,  and  as  though  my  heart  had  all  at  once  become  a  prey  to  corruption. 
I  felt  that  I  had  committed  a  crime  which  could  claim  no  mercy  at  the 
bands  of  man,  and  it  was  only  by  sincere  penitence  that  I  could  hope  to 
claim  any  at  the  hands  of  God. 

I  wandered  about  all  that  day  without  tasting  food  of  any  kind.  I 
skulked  along  under  hedges  and  down  by-lanes,  where  I  was  least 
likely  to  meet  people.  Towards  nightfall  I  entered  Aix-la-Chapelle.  I 
was  hungry  and  longed  for  food,  but  I  was  afraid  to  enter  a  place  where 
it  was  sold.  I  felt  as  if  I  carried  a  mark  about  me  which  declared  me  to 
be  a  murderer,  and  as  if  every  person  whom  chance  threw  in  my  way 
was  in  pursuit  of  me.  At  length  I  ventured  to  enter  an  obscure  shop, 
where  I  purchased  some  bread,  which  I  devoured  with  the  greatest  vora- 
city. The  woman  who  sold  it  to  me  took  no  particular  notice  of  my 
appearance,  neither  did  she  allude  to  the  crime  which  had  been  perpe- 
trated.    I  concluded  that  she  had  not  heard  of  it. 

Although  I  shunned  society,  and  dreaded  to  enter  it  lest  it  should  lead 
to  my  discovery,  I  was  still  more  afraid  to  be  alone,  for  I  feared  the  reap- 
pearance of  the  spectre  which  had  caused  me  so  much  alarm  on  the  pre- 
ceding night.     I  debated  with  myself  as  to  the  course  I  should  pursue ; 
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and  conceiving  that  as  the  woman  of  whom  I  had  bought  the  bread  did 
not  appear  to  have  heard  of  the  murder,  the  inhabitants  of  the  place 
might  be  equally  ignorant  of  the  fact,  I  entered  the  room  of  an  hotel, 
in  which  a  gentleman  was  seated,  and  with  whom  I  entered  into  conyer- 
sation.  We  discussed  a  variety  of  subjects,  but  no  allusion  was  made  to 
the  one  in  which  I  was  most  interested.  The  gentleman  did  not  remain 
long,  and  his  departure  caused  me  the  deepest  regret.  A  little  embol- 
dened, however,  by  what  had  occurred,  I  resolved  to  remain  where  I  was, 
in  the  hope  that  some  other  individual  ere  long  would  enter  the  room — 
besides,  although  I  was  its  only  occupant-,  I  heard  the  servants  continually 
hurrying  to  and  fro,  which  served  to  relieve  me  in  a  great  measure  of  the 
sense  of  loneliness  by  which  I  was  oppressed.  Having  ascertained  that 
I  could  be  accommodated  with  a  bed,  1  agreed  to  remain  here  all 
night 

I  amused  myself  by  reading  for  a  considerable  time,  with  the  view,  if 
possible,  of  diverting  my  thoughts  from  the  unpleasant  subject  upon 
which  they  had  all  along  been  dwelling.  I  heard  the  clock  strike  eleven  ; 
an  hour  at  which  I  was  generally  accustomed  to  retire  to  rest.  On  the 
present  occasion,  however,  I  determined  to  sit  up  as  long  as  I  heard  any 
of  the  servants  moving  about ;  for  if  I  proceeded  to  the  solitude  of  my 
chamber,  I  should,  perhaps,  be  exposed  to  horrors  gpreater  than  I  could 
bear.  I  kept  my  eyes  closely  ri vetted  upon  the  newspaper,  not  daring  for 
a  moment  to  look  around  the  room,  lest  they  should  again  encounter  the 
apparition.  I  was  anxious,  however,  for  more  refreshment.  It  was 
therefore  necessary  to  summon  the  servant.  Before  doing  so,  I  cautiously 
and  tremulously  cast  my  eyes  round  the  room,  but  there  was  nothing  to 
be  seen.  I  was  overjoyed.  My  eyes,  perhaps,  might  not  encounter  the 
dreadful  vision  again. 

When  the  servant  had  brought  me  what  I  wanted,  and  had  left  me,  my 
eyes  again  involuntarily  wandered  round  the  apartment.  I  was  horror- 
stncken !  It  was  as  if  the  earth  beneath  my  feet  had  suddenly  opened, 
and  threatened  to  engulph  me ;  or  as  if  all  the  powers  of  darkness  had 
begirt  me  with  living  fires.  The  intense  feeling  of  horror  that  took  pos- 
session of  me  can  find  no  expression  in  words.  There  are  thoughts  and 
feelings  which  no  language  can  express.  Mine  were  such.  Mine  were 
those  acute  writhings  of  anguish  which  sometimes  display  themselves  in 
the  countenance,  but  whereof  everything  else  fails  to  give  the  most  distant 
conception.  By  the  feeble  light  from  the  candles,  I  beheld,  in  the  further 
comer  of  the  room,  the  spirit  of  Miiller,  in  a  somewhat  recumbent  atti* 
tude.  The  countenance  was  expressive  of  grief  rather  than  of  anger.  I 
involuntarily  looked  at  my  hands.  Good  God !  the  stains  of  the  blood 
were  still  visible.  A  cola  shivering  sensation  ran  through  me.  I  had 
washed  them  a  hundred  times ;  still  the  damning  evidence  was  there ; 
still  did  they  openly  proclaim  the  blackness  of  my  soul  and  the  enormity 
of  my  guilt.  The  waters  of  the  Nile  could  not  cleanse  those  hands 
again ;  not  all  the  spices  of  the  East  could  impart  to  them  a  perfume. 

I  rushed  from  the  room ;  1  gained  the  street ;  I  fied  amid  the  darkness 
of  the  night.  In  my  precipitate  flight  I  overtook  an  old  man,  a  vagrant. 
I  asked  him  if  he  would  permit  me  to  bear  him  company,  to  which  he 
agreed.  With  him  I  travelled  during  the  whole  of  the  nighty  and  his 
society  had  the  effect  of  banishing  the  phantom  from  my  sight. 

I  had  a  wish  to  behold  my  mother  once  more  before  I  took  my  leave  of 
her  for  ever.     I  obtained  a  suitable  disguise,  and  proceeded  at  once  to 
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Hambui^g^h.  Daring  the  journey,  I  once  or  twice  saw  the  phantom  again 
when  I  was  alone;  and  althougn  my  terror  had  in  no  degree  subsided,  I 
bore  up  with  considerable  fortitude.  I  avoided  solitude,  however,  as 
much  as  possible ;  but  there  were  occasions  when  this  could  not  be  con- 
veniently done. 

I  at  length  reached  Hamburgh.  I  reached  the  house  of  my  mother. 
She  did  not  know  me.  The  alteration  a  few  days  had  made  is  incredible. 
I  was  pale  as  death ;  my  eyes  were  wild,  and  ready  to  start  from  their 
socket^  and  my  gait  tottering  and  uncertain,  like  that  of  an  old  man. 
My  hair  was  more  tinged  with  grey  than  it  had  previously  been,  and 
my  mind  wandered  at  intervals,  and  I. was  subject  to  frequent  fits  of 
absence. 

This  narrative  will,  perhaps,  awaken  some  surprise  and  incredulity.  I 
should  be  better  pleased,  however,  if  it  would  lead  to  an  investigation  of 
the  circumstances  I  have  liud  before  the  reader.  I  did  intend  to  have 
gt>ne  into  the  philosophical  part  of  the  subject  at  great  length ;  but  at 
present  it  may  not  be.  I  feel  sick  and  ill;  I  must  desist.  Heaven 
knows  whether  I  shall  be  able  to  resume  this  subject  or  not. 

It  was  not  permitted  the  writer  of  the  foregoing  pages  to  make  any 
further  addition  to  his  manuscript.  Death  terminated  his  sufferings. 
The  subjoined  letter,  from  a  gentleman  who  occupies  a  high  position 
amongst  medical  men  in  Hamburgh,  may  not  be  uninteresting,  although 
it  throws  little  light  upon  the  subject : 

"Hamburgh,  Nov.  7,  18 — ^ 

'^  Mr  DEAR  Madame, — My  apology  for  not  answering  your  commuiu- 
cation  earlier  must  be  the  desire  to  give  it  that  deep  consideration  which 
it  so  emphatically  requires.  The  case  of  your  unfortunate  son  is  the  most 
extraordinary  that  has  ever  been  brought  under  my  observation.  It  is 
one,  however,  upon  which  medical  men,  though  frequently  consulted,  are, 
unfortunately,  unable  to  give  any  satisfactory  opinion. 

''  I  will  not  pretend  to  say  what  weight  ought  to  be  attached  to  cases  in 
which  it  is  asserted  supernatural  intervention  has  been  employed.  Such 
a  variety  of  opinion  exists  upon  the  subject,  that  no  evidence  adduced, 
either  pro  or  con,^  would  be  regarded  as  conclusive. 

'^  It  must,  however,  be  admitted  that  the  circumstances  attending  the 
spectral  appearance  of  your  lamented  husband  in  Lubeck  are  strongly 
presumptive  of  the  probability  of  spiritual  visitation.  The  dream  pre- 
ceding your  son's  introduction  to  Miiller  was,  indeed,  very  remarkable, 
but  I  believe  other  instances  of  the  kind  have  already  occuiTed. 

''  The  unfortunate  death  of  MUller,  although  occasioned  unintentionally, 
would  be  likely  to  make  a  deep  impression  upon  the  sensitive  mind  of 
Rudolph,  and  his  accusing  conscience  would  probably  cause  his  dis- 
tempered imagination  to  conjure  up  spectres,  which  in  reality  only  existed 
in  his  own  brain.  This  is  a  by  no  means  uncommon  circumstance,  for 
persons  who  have  committed  great  crimes  have  frequently  been  exposed 
to  the  same  hallucination.  I  think  this  will  be  the  view  you  will  take  of 
this  part  of  the  subject  yourself. 

'*  In  conclusion,  allow  me  to  subscribe  myself, 

^'My  dear  Madame,  your  very  obedient  servant, 

*'  Carl  August  Brockelbiann. 
^^  To  Madame  Schwabe,  Hamburgh.'* 
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ALARIC  WATTS'S  LYRICS  OF  THE  HEART.* 

To  occupy  a  place  in  the  literature  of  one*8  country  for  upwards  of  a 
quarter  of  a  century,  is  to  prefer  no  slight  claim  to  puhlic  attention  ;  and, 
not  undistinguished,  to  have  striyen  with  those  whose  genius  has  formed 
an  era  in  the  history  of  that  literature,  is  a  claim  of  wmch  any  man  may 
be  reasonably  proua. 

Mr.  Alaiic  Watts  has  these  distinctions  to  urge  in  appearing  before  us 
in  the  form  which  now  demands  our  consideration ;  and  we  gladly  avail 
ourselves  of  the  opportunity  thus  offered,  to  record  our  sense  of  the  gra- 
tification which  he  has  unintermittingly  afforded  us  during  the  long  period 
to  which  we  have  referred.  The  poetry  of  Mr.  Watts  is  associated  with 
our  earliest  intellectual  pleasures,  and  the  recollection  of  it  will  be  amongst 
the  latest  that  are  vouchsafed  to  us,  for  much  of  what  he  has  written  is  so 
true,  so  simple,  and  so  touching,  that  it  must  take  its  place  beside  the  things 
that  ding  to  our  memories  for  ever. 

It  seldom  happens  that  one  so  highly  gifted  as  Mr.  Watts  confines  his 
efforts  to  that  department  of  his  art  which — in  contradistinction  only  to 
works  of  a  sustuued  character,  and  not  fix>m  relative  merit — are  termed 
*^  fugitive,'*  created  and  dying  with  the  occasion  that  gave  them  birth. 
Of  tne  alnding  character  of  true  poetry,  whatever  form  it  may  assume, 
every  one's  experience  is  full.  An  epic  poem  is  no  longer  held  to  be  the 
sole  test  of  poetic  excellence,  though  unquestionably  the  work  which  in 
itself  alone  awakens  all  the  emotions  of  the  heart,  takes  higher  rank  as  a 
poem  than  that  which  limits  itself  to  the  illustration  of  a  solitary  feeling. 

On  the  other  hand,  there  are  many  instances — the  poetry  of  modem 
days  abounds  with  them — which  prove  how  fleeting  would  have  been  the 
popularity  of  their  authors,  had  they  built  their  hopes  of  being  remem- 
Dered  in  their  line  ^'with  their  land's  language,"  on  their  longer  and 
more  laboured  productions.  These  remarks  are  not  put  forward  as  an 
apology  for  Mr.  Watts's  abstinence  from  the  commission  of  an  epic  poem — 
he  may  even  have  one  in  petto  or  in  perspective  all  the  while,  for  anything 
that  we  know  to  the  contrary — but  are  simply  meant  to  show  tlmt  the 
form  which  he  has  chosen  for  the  development  of  his  poetic  faculty  is  no 
bar  to  the  attainment  of  poetic  fii^me. 

But  besides  the  meed  of  applause  which  is  due  to  his  verse,  the  pubnb 
are  indebted  to  Mr.  Watts  for  the  labours — with  him  a  labour  of  love — 
which  he  devoted  for  so  many  years  to  the  establishment,  of  a  class  of 
works  which  gave  encouragement  at  once  to  the  sister  arts  of  poetry, 
painting,  and  engraving.  We  allude  to  the  "Annuals,"  a  race  whose  exist- 
ence is  more  closely  identified  with  the  name  of  Mr.  Watts  ihan  with 
that  of  any  other  person  during  the  time  in  which  they  flourished.  He 
it  was  who,  by  hu  own  powers  of  versification  and  tne  skill  which  he 
showed  in  marshalling  the  most  attractive  subjects  and  the  foremost 
writers,  made  the  thirteen  years  of  his  editorship  of  the  "  Literary  Sou- 
venir'' and  the  "  Cabinet  of  Modem  Art"  an  epoch  in  the  annals  of  English 
ornamental  literature.  Of  followers  and  imitators  he  had  a  host — many 
of  them  performing  their  spiriting  with  little  abatement  of  grace  and  talent 

*  Lyrics  of  the  Heart:  with  other  Poems.    By  Alaric  A.  Walts.    With  forty- 
one  engravings  on  steeL    Longman.    1851. 
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— but  though  they  all  aimed  at  some  notable  pretension,  or  adopted  some 
attractive  specialty,  none  succeeded  in  fixing  themselyes  so  entirely  in 
public  estimation  as  the  first  and  eldest  of  the  family  which,  of  German 
origin,  had  so  soon  become  natioualised  in  England  That  the  ^^  An- 
nuals" should  ha?e  all  but  disappeared,  is  owing  to  no  want  of  ability  on 
the  part  of  those  who  conducted  or  contributed  to  them,  but  is  rather  at- 
tributable to  changing  fashion — ^that  *^  deformed  thief" — which  sways 
literature  as  it  rules  everything  else,  and  seeks  in  variety  the  stimulus 
which  merit,  wrought  after  the  old  pattern,  fails  to  supply.  Although  it 
is  the  custom  now  to  disparage  the  "  Annuals"  in  an  artistic  point  of 
view,  that  they  gave  an  impetus  to  art  none  can  deny ;  and  were  other 
proof  wanting — of  which,  however,  there  is  abundance — the  illustrations 
which  are  so  profusely  scattered  through  the  present  collective  edition  of 
the  poems  of  Mr.  Watts  afford  ample  evidence.  When  we  see  such  names 
as  those  of  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence,  Bonnington,  Etty,  Stanfield,  Haydon, 
Danby,  Stothard,  Roberts,  Uwins,  Leslie,  Watteau,  Deveria,  and  many 
others  scarcely  less  celebrated,  and  find  their  works  interpreted  to  the  life, 
and  rendered  accessible  to  the  multitude  by  the  skill  of  engravers  so  well 
known  as  Greatbach,  Engleheart,  W.  Finden,  Wallis,  Miller,  Lewis, 
Lightfoot,  and  Willmore;  and  when  we  remember  that  all  these  artists 
were  employed  on  the  '^  Annuals,"  argument  becomes  unnecessary  to 
show  how  greatly  art  must  have  benefited  by  the  concentration  of  so 
much  talent  within  the  compass  of  a  single  volume.  No  one,  as  we  have 
said,  was  more  earnest  or  more  liberal  than  Mr.  Watts  in  thus  attempting 
to  popularise  the  finest  artistical  productions  of  the  day,  and  certainly  no 
one  was  more  successful.  We  wish  we  could  add,  that  he  has  received 
his  reward  for  so  deeply  devoting  himself  to  a  noble  and  generous  pur- 
pose, but  the  very  work  which  we  are  now  contemplating  with  so  much 
admiration  tells  a  different  story,  and  saddens  all  our  enjoyment. 

In  a  brief  but  interesting  preface  to  his  beautiful  volume,  Mr.  Watts 
alludes  to  the  circumstances  which  have  rendered  all  his  efforts  nugatory, 
and  thrown  him  back  upon  the  world  to  begin  his  life  again  when  the 
better  part  of  life  is  spent.  He  is  accounting  for  the  reason  why  the  col- 
lected edition  of  his  poetical  writings  has  been  withheld  from  tibe  public 
till  now,  and  says. 

The  distraction  of  mj  mind,  for  upwards  of  ten  y«ar8,  from  more  congenial 
lAsuits,  by  a  laborious,  harassing,  and  (to  me)  profitless  imdertaking,  which,  so 
soon  as  it  seemed  likely  to  reward  me  for  the  toil  I  had  expended  upon  it,  was 
violently  wrested  from  my  hands,  was  such  that,  during  the  whole  of  that  period, 
I  scarcely  wrote  a  line  of  verse;  and  my  subsequent  ruinous  entan^ement  in  the 
meshes  of  the  Court  of  Chancery  for  nearly  seven  more  years,  left  me  little  lei- 
sure or  inclination  for  poetical  studies: 

Many  a  year,  ambition  dulling. 

Irksome  labour  claimed  my  pen; 
At  the  oar  incessant  pulling, 

^d  the  stir  and  strife  of  men ; 
From  more  calm  pursuits  diverted. 

To  a  task  I  plied  in  vain; 
Tastes  abandoned,  haunts  deserted, 

Which,  though  late,  I  seek  again. 

That  Mr.  Watts  may  find  renewed  pleasure  and  results  of  a  more 
satisfactory  nature  in  what  he  seeks,  we  earnestly  hope,  for,  engaged  in 
the  uncongenial  avocations  which  he  felt  himself  called  upon  to  pursue, 
no  man  ever  acquitted  himself  with  gpreater  honour  or  integprity. 
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Let  us  now  tarn  to  the  work  before  us.  Mr.  Watts  urges  his  preten** 
sions  with  extreme  modesty,  and  in  language  whose  simplicity  is  a  gfua- 
rantee  for  his  sincerity ;  but  there  was  little  necessity  for  this,  the  quality 
of  his  verse  speaking  for  itself  so  well.  The  possible  objection  to  the 
&ct  that  his  poems  are  chiefly  confined  to  appeals  to  the  domestic  affec- 
tions, is  readily  met  by  the  able  opinion  of  Coleridge,  which  Mr.  Watts 
has  very  appositely  cited,  when  he  says  that  *'  the  most  interesting  pas- 
sages in  our  most  interesting  poems,  are  those  in  which  the  author  deve- 
lops' his  own  feelings."  And  that  this  is  not  merely  the  theory  of  a 
poet,  who  may  naturally  be  supposed  to  feel  a  bias  for  the  course  which  a 
poet  is  so  often  inclined  to  pursue,  we  have  the  testimony  of  that  emi- 
nently practical  statesman,  the  late  lamented  Sir  Robert  Peel,  who,  writ- 
ing to  Mr.  Watts  so  far  back  as  the  year  1826,  with  reference  to  two 
of  the  poems  in  this  collection — "  The  Death  of  my  First-bom"  and  "  My 
own  Fireside," — says,  '^  to  have  written  them  would  be  an  honourable  dis- 
tinction to  any  one."  That  which  an  author  has,  perhaps,  the  most  to 
fear  in  presenting  a  collection  like  this  to  the  public,  is  lest  the  repetition 
of  the  personal  theme  should  become  monotonous ;  but  this  difficulty  Mr. 
Watts  has  overcome  by  not  attempting  to  classify  or  arrange  his  poems 
in  chronological  order.  A  pleasing  variety '  is  thus  distributed  through- 
out the  volume,  and  fancy  and  imagination  agreeably  relieve  more  sober 
and  sadder  subjects. 

The  key-note,  however,  is  struck  at  the  very  outset  in  those  beauti^ 
lines  which,  bearing  the  title  of  "  Ten  Years  Ago,"  refer  to  a  period  con- 
siderably more  remote,  when  calculated  from  the  present  time.  They 
present  that  mournful  contrast  which  few  have  past  ten  years  of  manhood 
without  experiencing,  even  though  the  realisation  of  the  heart's  fondest 
wishes  may  have  been  accomplished  in  the  intervfd,  for  sorrow  may 
change  its  aspect,  but  whatever  shape  it  wears  it  is  sorrow  still.  Yet  not 
uncheerfuUy  is  the  contrast  made  in  this  poem,  for  resignation  is  there  to 
soften  pain,  and  hope  to  whisper  brighter  days  in  store. 

In  **  The  Painter's  Dream,  to  which  is  prefixed  an  exquisite  engrav- 
ing by  Miller,  from  a  painting  by  G.  Barret^  which  Claude  himself  might 
willingly  have  owned,  the  various  characteristics  of  Art's  masters  are  well 
set  forth,  and  the  enumeration  shows  in  glowing  lines  how  well  qualified 
the  poet  has  been  for  the  task  of  embellishment  to  which  we  have 
referred. 

"  We  met  when  love  and  life  were  new,"  is  one  of  those  soft  reminis- 
cences which  none  can  recal  with  greater  grace  than  Mr.  Watts;  the 
harmony  of  the  verse,  and  the  tender  sentiment  which  pervades  it,  render 
it  quite  a  gem.  It  is  followed  by  a  strain  of  melody  dedicated  to  '*  The 
Iirst-bom,"  which,  in  sweetly  measured  lines,  breathes  the  fondest  yearn- 
ings of  a  parent's  heart;  but  that  sweetness  is  closely  linked  to  sadness 
when,  at  the  interval  of  a  few  pages,  we  find  how  that  parent's  hopes  were 
wrecked  in  the  death  of  the  chila  so  lovely  and  so  full  of  promise. 

By  one  of  those  transitions  of  which  we  have  made  mention,  a  pretty, 
speculative  poem,  addressed  to  an  alleged  portrait  of  Nell  Gwynn — ^here 
reproduced  from  a  charming  miniature  by  the  -late  G.  S.  Newton,  R.  A. — 
changes  the  current  of  our  thoughts,  and  we  follow^  with  pleased  ear, 
the  dancinff  measure  which  appeals  against  the  origin  of  the  picture  in 
lines  full  of  the  qaaintness  and  richness  of  fancy,  which  suit  the  theme  and 
recal  the  period  to  which  the  subject  belongs.     Much  as  we  love  the 
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laughter-loving  Nelly  for  her  many  good  qualities,  the  attributes  of  diis 
portrait  are  of  too  refined  a  nature,  and  its  expression  too  pure  and  serene, 
to  admit  of  our  doubting  the  poet's  conclusion  that  the  gay  mistress  of 
King  Charles  never  sat  for  it. 

Here  are  two  pretty  lines,  in  a  short  poem  to  which  we  next  turn.  It 
describes  the  conviction  of  love's  existence  without  the  necessity  of  words 
for  the  declaration,  for 

long  before  'tis  time  to  speak. 


There's  nothing  left  to  tell ! 

In  painful  opposition  to  this  graceful  badinage  comes  a  poem  fraught 
with  gloom,  the  deeper  because  of  its  truth.  It  is  the  poet's  autobiography 
— a  review  of  the  past  on  his  fiftieth  birthday.  These  are  moumnil,  and 
would  we  could  say  that  they  are  ideal  lines  : 

Stormy  clouds  are  lowering  o'er  me; 

Baging  billows  gird  me  round; 
And  the  gloom  that  spreads  before  me 

Grows  but  more  and  more  profound: 
Not  a  beacon-light  is  left  me, 

To  my  distant  port  a  clew; 
Fate,  at  one  fell  swoop,  hath  reft  me 

Of  both  chart  and  compass  tool 

Like  a  gallant  ship  succumbing. 

That  no  more  obeys  her  helm, 
Bide  I  now  the  tenth  wave  coming, 

With  its  mandate  to  o'erwhelm: 
O'er  my  hopes,  a  clean  breach  making, 

Sweeps  that  flood  of  wrack  and  wrong; 
Bending  stays,  and  bulwarks  breaking, 

Which  I  once  believed  so  strong! 

Whilst  upon  the  scene  of  ruin. 

From  his  covert  safe  on  high. 
On  the  storm  his  work  is  doing 

Glares  the  Wrecker's  balefUl  eye! 
As  the  stout  ship  goes  to  pieces, 

Tom  each  stalwart  limb  fh>m  limb, 
How  his  sordid  joy  increases, 

If  some  fragment  drifts  to  him! 

This  is  a  dark,  comfortless  picture,  but  not  altogether  without  comfort 
IS  the  writer,  for  the  poem  closes  with  a  trusting  reliance  on  the  com- 
passion of  the  "  Great  Redresser,"  who  may 


firom  **  profitless  dejection' 


lift  the  trampled  spirit  up; 

a  prayer  which  we  earnestly  echo. 

In  bright  relief  to  the  above — and,  though  written  lonc^  before  the 
events  to  which  it  refers,  still  to  be  truly  and  brightly  in  rehef,  we  trust, 
in  a  day  not  far  distant — are  those  lines  to  "  My  own^Fireside,"  which  are 
known  so  well  and  admired  so  widely,  that  to  quote  a  single  one  of  them 
would  be  superfluous.  Turn  we  then  to  the  ruins  of  "  Kirkstall  Abbey 
Revisited,"  a  poem  full  of  beauty,  and  beautifully  illustrated  by  Hoflani 
to  whose  pencil  the  burin  of  Hill  has  done  full  justice.  Here,  as  well  as 
elsewhere — ^particularlv  in  <*  The  Poet's  Home,"  whose  fiinciful  illustration 
acknowledges  Stothard  for  its  author — we  find  not  only  the  poet's  love  of 
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Nature,  but  the  poet's  skill  in  rendering  his  descriptions  real ;  the  last  is  a 
retrospection  which  goes  near  to  deny  the  adage  that 

Joy's  recollection  is  no  longer  joy, 

for  there  mu&t  be  pleasure  in  recalling  a  scene  so  bright  as  that  re- 
verted to. 

In  some  of  the  poems  which  follow,  we  have  evidence  of  the  poet's  capa- 
bility to  address  himself  to  other  than  domestic  themes.  We  may  in- 
stance the  "  Fisherman's  Hymn  to  the  Virgin,"  which  breathes  the  true 
Italian  devotional  strain;  "King  Pedro's  Revenge,"  wUd  and  stirring  as 
the  original  wild  story  of  the  cruel  retribution  inflicted  by  her  lover  on  the 
barbarous  murderers  of  Inez  de  Castro;  "  The  Lament  of  Boabdil  el  Chico," 
an  outpouring  of  royal  grief  over  the  destruction  of  the  chivalry  of  the 
Moors — well  told  in  many  places,  but  never  better  than  here ;  and  the 
*'  Sketch"  of  ^tna,  appropriately  wedded  to  a  noble  landscape  by  Bon- 
nington.  *'  Richmond  Hill,"  where  Barrett  has  again  asserted  nis  mastery 
over  the  fairest  scenery,  will  be  a  favourite  poem  with  many,  commended 
no  less  by  its  truth  than  by  the  eloquent  verse  that  enforces  the  claims  of 
that  well-known  spot  to  as  much  beauty  as  any  foreign  land  can  show. 

How  pretty  are  these  stanzas  '^  To  a  Child  after  an  Interval  of  Ab- 
sence"— -now  sprightly,  and  yet  how  tender: 

I  miss  thee  from  my  side, 

Blithe  cricket  of  my  hearth ! 
Oft  in  secret  have  I  sighed 

For  thy  chirping  voice  of  mirth; 
When  the  low- bom  cares  of  earthi 

Chill  my  heart,  and  dim  mine  eye, 
Grief  is  stifled  in  its  birth 

K  my  little  prattler's  nigh. 

I  miss  thee  from  my  side, 

With  thy  bright,  ingenuous  smile: 
With  thy  glance  of  in&n1>  pride 

And  the  face  no  tears  defile: — 
Stay,  and  other  hearts  beguile, 

Hearts  that  prize  thee  fondly  too ; 
I  must  spare  thy  pranks  awhile; 

Cricket  of  my  hearth,  adieu! 

*'  The  Youngling  of  the  Flock"  is  another  of  those  domestic  pictures, 
in  painting  which  Mr.  Watts  excels.  He  is  the  fitting  interpreter  for  Sir 
Thomas  Lawrence's  exquisite  head  of  a  child  which  graces  the  page  in 
which  the  lines  are  written. 

But  we  have  not  yet  named  our  favourite  poem  in  this  attractive  col- 
lection, and  not  to  have  a  favourite  would  render  the  general  praise,  which 
we  have  so  freely  and  sincerely  uttered,  <' suspect."  Eugene  Deveria  has 
drawn  a  lovely  face  in  portraying  the  lineaments  of  a  fair  ^1,  whose 
beauty  is  allied  to  earth  only  by  the  tie  of  that  charity  which  g^ves  its 
name  to  the  subject.  '^  The  Sister  of  Charity"  is  the  holiest  and  purest 
impersonation  of  love  of  which  this  world  can  boast,  and  reverence  and 
honour  wait  upon  her  footsteps  wherever  she  appears.  In  the  fuU  spirit 
of  the  feeling  that  her  presence  awakens,  has  Mr.  Watts  addressed,  to  a 
young  and  beautiful  member  of  the  order,  whom  he  met  at  the  Hdtel 
Dieu,  in  Paris,  the  lines  of  which  we  speak.  We  would  gladly  reprint 
them  all,  but  can  find  room  for  only  the  opening  stanzas : 
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Art  thou  some  spirit  firom  that  blissful  land 
Where  feyer  never  bums  nor  hearts  are  riven? 

That  soothing  smile,  those  accents  ever  bland, 
Say,  were  3iey  bom  of  earth,  or  caught  from  heaven? 

Art  thou  some  seraph-minister  of  grace, 
Whose  glorious  mission  in  the  skies  had  birth? 

An  angel  sure  in  bearing,  form,  and  face, 
All  but  thy  tears— and  they  belong  to  earth! 

Oh!  ne'er  did  beauty,  in  its  loftiest  pride, 
A  splendour  boast  that  may  compare  with  thine; 

Thus  bending  low  you  suffer^s  bed  beside, 
Hiy  graces  mortal,  but  thy  cares  divine. 

They  form,  indeed,  a  beautiful  prelude  to  a  poem  of  perfect  beauty. 

A  fine  landscape,  by  George  Barrett,  suggests  some  touching  lines  to 
his  memory;  and  a  charming  group  of  "LoTe  and  Friendship,"  by 
Etty,  is  rendered  complete  by  the  verse  which  accompanies  it.  Westall  s 
illustoition  of  "  The  Grey  Hair"  we  can  say  nothing  in  favour  of;  but 
as  we  never  happened  to  see  anything  from  Westall's  pencil  that  was 
worth  the  graver's  toil,  this  is  matter  for  no  surprise.  We  are  only  sorry 
that  it  should  meet  the  eye  where  stanzas  like  these  address  the  ear : 

And  if  thy  voice  hath  sunk  a  tone, 

And  sounds  more  sadly  than  of  yore. 
It  hath  a  sweetness,  all  its  own, 

Methinks  I  never  marked  before. 

For  what  real  genius  can  do  to  carry  us  beyond  "  the  ignorant,  present 
time,"  we  need  only  refer  to  the  following  beautiful  illustrations  : 

The  first  is  '^  Yauduse,"  by  C.  Bentley,  where  the  wild,  dashing  Sorgue 
rushes  foaming  beneath  the  classic  haunt  which  Petrarch  has  made  im- 
mortal. The  next  is  "  Egypt  Unvisited," — unvisited  by  the  poet,  who 
assigns  some  very  humorous  reasons  for  his  incuriosity ;  the  best,  how- 
ever, being  the  truth  with  which  David  Roberts  has  delineated  the  scene, 
gorgeous  with  the  sunset  of  Egypt  amid  the  noblest  of  her  temples.  A 
third  is  a  ^'  Lament  for  the  Fairies,"  glowing  with  colour,  by  Danby,  and 
none  of  that  colour  lost  beneath  the  graver  of  Lewis ;  and  the  fourth  and 
last  that  we  are  able  to  notice,  is  a  spirited  transcript  of  the  feudal 
towers  of  "  Caub  and  Gutenfels,"  on  what  '*  exulting  and  abounding 
river"  no  tourist  need  be  told. 

Our  observations  draw  to  a  close ;  but  before  they  cease  altogether,  and 
we  commend  this  book  to  the  hands  of  every  Giver  for  the  year  1851,  a 
quotation  of  four  lines  more  may  be  permitted  to  us.  They  are  the  last 
stanzas  of  a  lovely  poem  <<  On  a  beautiful  Statue  of  his  Dead  Child,"  by 
the  accomplished  artist  Richard  Lane.  After  touchingly  depicting  the 
fair  vision  which  the  memorial  recals,  seen  but  once  yet  remembered  for 
ever,  the  poet  thus  concludes : 

I  see  thee  in  thy  beauty,  as  I  saw  thee  on  that  day; 

But  the  mirth  that  gladden'd  then  thy  home,  fled  with  thy  life  away. 

I  see  thee  lying  motionless  upon  th*  accustomed  floor. 

But  my  heart  hath  blinded  both  mine  eyes,  and  I  can  see  no  morel 

These  lines — as  well  as  several  more  in  the  volume  of  the  highest 
merit — are  by  Mrs.  Alaric  Watts.  To  whom  more  appropriately  than  to 
one  who  shares  his  genius,  equally  with  his  joys  and  his  sorrows,  could 
the  poet's  collection  be  dedicated  ? 


(.    109    ) 


THE    KORMAN    DENTIST. 

BY  jyVlXL&Y  C08TEIX0. 

''EcouTEZ-ooNC,  MessieuxB  et  Dames-^vous,  Fran9ais  et  Frangaises — 
exceUents  citoyens  et  citoyennes, — ^yoU^  une  occasion  qui  se  pr6sente  I 
Occasion  bien  rare  et  tout-d,-£ut  in — ap — pr6 — ci — a — a — a — able! 
Ayez  la  bonte  de  me  prater  votre  attention  in--di — vi— si — ble  !  Vous 
allez  iaire  connaissance  des  choses  qui  ne  se  sent  pas  Mtes  depuis  la 
creation  du  monde  jusquau  moment  present^  quand  j'ai  llionneur  de  tous 
adreeser !     Ecoutes-donc,  Messieurs  et  Dames  V* 

This  burst  of  eloquence  suddenly  assailed  my  ears,  with  the  thunder 
and  impetuosity  of  an  avalanche,  as  I  was  sitting  quietly  at  breakfast  one 
morning  last  summer,  in  my  bedroom  on  the  first  floor  of  the  ^^  Canard 
Sauvage,"  on  that  side  of  the  hotel  which  commands  a  full  view  of  the 
Marche  aux  legumes  at  Bayeuz. 

I  had  previously  heard  a  considerable  fanfare  of  trumpets,  braying  of 
horns,  and  beating  of  drums  in  the  street ;  but  as  these  noises  are  so 
common  in  every  French  town,  I  had  not  thought  it  worth  while  to 
leave  my  chair  to  ascertain  the  cause.  But  when  I  learnt  from  the  above 
announcement  that  something  was  about  to  take  place  which  had  never 
happened  before,  I  became  desirous  of  knowing  what  that  thing  could 
be,  hitherto  unattempted  in  France !  I  accordingly  rose,  and  went  to 
the  open  window,  and  had  the  pleasure  of  beholding  the  spectacle,  which 
I  shiJl  attempt  to  describe. 

Directly  in  front  of  the  hotel,  but  drawn  off  a  little  from  the  street, 
so  as  not  to  interrupt  the  thoroughfare,  stood  a  vehicle,  which  combined 
the  various  attributes  of  the  duigence^  the  coucou,  the  cabriolet,  the 
boghey^  and  the  patacke,  and  had,  moreover,  several  peculiarities  of  its 
own.  This  carriage  was  loaded  with  passengers,  or,  I  should  rather  say, 
with  occupants;  for,  to  judge  by  their  avocations,  they  seemed  to  be 
quite  at  home.  On  the  roof  was  a  band  of  musicians,  four  in  number, 
in  the  modem  costume  of  Turkey;  which  simply  means  a  dirty  red  cap 
with  a  blue  tassel  on  the  head,  and  a  shabby  frock  coat  and  trousers 
below.  These  individuals  were  armed  each  wiui  his  weapon  of  offence — I 
mean  the  musical  instrument  on  which,  in  his  own  judgment,  he  excelled. 
Two,  who  were  seated  in  front,  in  a  kind  of  driving-box,  entertained 
themselves  on  the  cor  de  chasse  and  the  clarionet ;  behind  them,  and 
facing  the  crowd  beneath,  stood  a  youth,  who,  at  every  pause  in  the 
orator's  discourse,  belaboured  an  enormous  drum,  as  if  it  were  covered 
with  the  skin  of  his  deadliest  foe;  and  majestically  elevated  on  a  throne, 
which  had  for  its  daU  the  hood  of  a  cabriolet,  sat  an  elderly  character, 
who  wore  a  flowing  white  beard,  and  made  his  hearers'  blood  run  cold 
every  five  minutes  with  the  shivering  notes  of  a  broken-winded  trumpet 
I  thmk  I  am  wrong  here,  and  must  apologise  to  the  trumpet ; — it  was 
the  player  who  was  broken-winded.  To  protect  .these  harmonious  per- 
sons fiY)m  any  inclemency  of  weather — ^and  not  to  protect  them  only, 
but  every  part  of  the  vehicle-^was  planted  an  enormous  red  umbrella, 
the  largest  I  ever  saw  in  my  life,  and  probably  the  identical  one  which 
formed  the  principal  part  of  the  opima  pnsday  when  Marshal  Bugeaud 
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defeated  the  Emperor  of  Morocco  at  the  battle  of  Isly.  On  a  level  with 
the  body  of  the  carriage,  and  in  front  of  it»  in  the  cabriolet  par  excel- 
lence^ with  the  hood  thrown  back,  in  order  to  display  her  charms  to  the 
fullest  extent,  or,  as  is  more  likely,  to  admit  of  her  wearing  her  high 
Cauchois  cap,  was  seated  a  Norman  damsel,  as  fine  as  a  long  pair  of 
earrings  and  a  bright  foulard  crossed  over  her  bosom  could  make  her. 
Her  cheeks  were  as  red  as  the  apples  of  her  native  orchards  ;  her  eyes 
"were  cast  down  in  all  the  demureness  of  innocence;  and  her  blue-mittened 
hands  supported  in  her  lap  a  large  wooden  bowl,  apparently  filled  with 
five-franc  pieces. 

Before  this  lady,  a  crimson  \ehet  fauteuil,  to  which  he  imparted  addi- 
tional splendour,  was  occupied  by  a  young  gentleman  attired  in  the 
first  style  of  Parisian  elegance — that  elegance  which  is  only  to  be 
purchased  at  the  dressing- go wn-and-pantaloon  shop  on  the  Italian 
boulevard,  a  few  doors  from  the  Bains  Chinois.  He  sat  with  his  hat  in  his 
hand,  the  beaver  (or  silk)  gently  resting  on  oneknee,  and  the  other  white- 
kidded  extremity  hanging,  k  la  Vandyke,  over  the  arm  of  the  chair.  It  is 
needless  to  say  that  his  hair  was  beautifully  parted,  and  that  a  benevolent 
smile  was  chiselled  on  his  features.  The  last  person  whom  I  have  to  men- 
tion was  a  man  of  about  thirty  years  of  age,  also  without  his  hat,  who 
stood  beside  the  youth  in  the  fauteuU,  and  who,  in  costume  and  general 
appearance,  might  serve  as  the  beau  idSal  of  the  honourable  representa- 
tives of  the  extreme  left  or  red  republican  party,  for  his  coat  ana  trousers 
were  black,  his  waistcoat  white,  and  his  beard — shaped  like  a  shovel,  of 
the  hue  of  the  raven  *s  wing,  touched  up  with  a  Httle  of  the  noir  imp^ris- 
sable,  which  you  may  buy  in  the  Palais  Royal  for  twenty  centimes  the 
baton.  This  worthy  grasped  in  his  right  hand  a  formidable  horse-pistol, 
and  in  his  left,  which  was  extended  as  far  as  he  could  reach,  he  held  some- 
thing that  glittered  very  much,  and  seemed,  from  where  I  stood,  to  be  an 
antique  civic  crown  with  the  gulden  points  upward.  It  was  not,  however, 
a  civic  crown,  though  I  dare  say  he  deserved  such  a  testimonial  as  much 
as  any  of  his  fellows,  but  a  gigantic  tooth,  richly  gilt,  which  he  paraded 
with  an  air  of  extraordinary  triumph,  as  if  he  had  just  been  doing  battle 
with  Goliath,  and  had  carried  off  his  best  molar  as  a  trophy.  Neverthe- 
less, there  was  more  meaning  in  this  particular  display  than  in  all  the  rest 
of  his  paraphernalia,  for  it  indicated  his  profession,  as  it  was  set  forth  in 
fiamino^  red  letters  on  a  black  ground,  within  a  border  on  the  body  of  the 
carriage,  where  might  be  read  the  following  inscription: 

Adolphe  Turquetin,  Dentiste. 
A  Lisieux,  Rue  Bouteiller,  No.  13. 

The  carriage  itself  was  painted  a  bright  green,  the  wheels  of  the  same 
verdant  hue,  picked  out  with  scarlet,  and  the  horses  that  drew  this  sur* 
prising  vehicle  were  well  fed,  milk-white  Normans,  richly  caparisoned  in 
gold  and  scarlet;  these  trappings,  I  am  inclined  to  think,  from  their 
freshness,  being  put  on  probably  just  before  entering  any  considerable  town. 
There  was  another  feature  of  tnis  turn-out  which  must  not  be  omitted, 
and  that  was  a  tremendous  strong  box,  heavily  cross-barred  with  iron 
bands,  and  garnished  with  a  ponderous  padlock  at  each  end,  which  formed 
the  seat  of  the  cabriolet  that  held  the  fair  Cauchois.  It  was  into  this 
cofier,  no  doubt,  that  Monsieur  Adolphe  Turquetin  poured  his  five-franc 
pieces  as  often  as  the  bowl  was  filled. 


The  Norman  Dentist  111 

The  orator  had  just  finished  the  introductory  sentence  to  his  speech 
when  I  approached  the  window,  and  to  heighten  its  effect,  the  mnsic 
struck  up  a  grand  flourish,  while  Monsieur  Turquetin  discharged  his 
pstol  in  the  air,  reloaded  it,  scattered  a  quantity  of  handbills  about  with 
wondrous  celerity,  and  then  resumed  his  discours,  still  brandishing  his 
weapon  and  the  golden  emblem  of  hb  profession.  That  the  peculiarity 
of  his  diction  may  not  be  lost,  I  refrain  from  translating  his  eloquence. 

«  Messieurs  et  Dames,'*  he  continued,  addressing  the  crowd  of  blousards 
and  market-women  who  were  gathered,  gaping,  around  him ;  '*  tout  rend 
honmiage  H  mon  adresse!  Lisez-moi,  s*il  tous  plait,  ce  n'est  pas  un 
mensonge!"  This  was  particularly  intended  for  some  gentlemen  in 
smockfrocks,  who  had  picked  up  his  affichesy  and  gave  one  the  idea, 
from  the  manner  in  which  they  handled  printed  paper,  that  they  had  not 
yet  been  initiated  into  the  mystery  of  reading.  Monsieiur  Turquetin 
went  on :  <^  J'ai  fait  depuis  le  premier  jusqu'au  huiti^me  Septembre, 
1849,  sur  le  Champ  de  foire  a'Elbeuf,  Textraction  de  quinze  cents 
Dents!  Sur  le  Champ  de  foire  de  Louviers,  le  yingt-quatri^me  Juin, 
m^me  ann^e,  j'ai  extrait  k  un  jeune  homme,  Vindiyidu  que  vous  voyez 
aupres  de  moi  et  qui  depuis  ce  temps-Ik  8*est  £ut  un  deyoir  de  me  suiyro 
pour  constater  la  verity  cLe  mes  paroles, — oui.  Messieurs  et  Dames,  j*ai 
eztrait  k  ce  jeune  homme  trente-sept  Dents  dans  I'espace  de  cinq  mi- 
nutes I" 

'^  C'est  parfiedtement  vrai,*'  ejaculated  the  indiyidual  in  question,  dis- 
playing, as  he  smiled,  a  very  fine  set  of  teeth,  with  which,  it  is  to  be  pre- 
sumed, M.  Turquetin  had  replaced  the  odd  ^*  thirty-seven"  he  had  pre- 
viously taken  out. 

"  Pareille  op^tion,"  continued  the  orator,  ^'  a  6t6  £ute  par  moi  k  une 
Dame  de  trente  ans, — k  cet  epoque  de  premiere  jeunesse  on  se  permet 
d'indiquer  Tage — sur  la  place  de  Lisieuz,  le  11*  Juin,  1848!  Cette 
Dame,  malheureusement,  n'est  pas  ici  pour  rendre  son  temoignage,  mais  les 
certificats  dont  je  suis  porteur  dissiperout  toutes  les  doutes  k  cet  egard. 
Le  15*  Novembre,  1844,  je  fus  demand^  k  Thospice  de  Vimoutiers,  pour 
visiter  les  dents  d'une  religieuse,  qui,  depub  plus  de  dix  ans,  ne  pouvait 
ouvrir  la  bouche,  sansTaide  d'un  fer  prepare  pour  introduire  les  aliments; 
le  lendemun  je  fis  I'extraction  de  dix  molaires  qui  avaient  caus4  ce  mal 
— ^ils  ^taient  grands  comme  les  defenses  d'un  sanglier, — et  deux  jours 
apr^s  toute  douleur  avait  completement  disparu,  et  la  figure  de  cette 
jeune  r^lig^euse  ne  ressemblait  plus  k  celui  d*un  pore  sauvagel'' 

At  this  period  of  Monsieur  Turquetin 's  address  there  was  immense 
applause  on  the  part  of  the  market-people,  who  were  all  of  them  in  a 
position  to  appreciate  the  natural  beauty  of  a  pig's  face.  He  took  advan- 
tage of  the  demonstration  in  his  favour  to  fire  off  another  pistol,  and  the 
band  struck  up  an  imposing  military  air,  during  which  more  handbills 
were  sent  round  by  an  agent  whom  I  had  not  observed  before,  but  who 
appeared  to  add  to  his  present  duty  that  of  driving  the  carriage  which 
bore  this  Norman  Csesar  and  his  fortunes. 

The  thurd  and  last  division  of  Monsieur  Turquetin's  speech  now  fol- 
lowed.    As  soon  as  silence  was  obtained,  he  said : 

*'  N'allez  pas  supposer.  Messieurs  et  Dames,  que  ce  que  je  vous  ai  ra- 
cont6  vous  mette  k  meme  de  la  centieme  partie  des  miracles  en  fait 
d'odontolog^e  que  j*ai  eu  Thonneur  de  faire  partout  oh  je  me  suis  trouv6. 
Non,  Messieurs  et  Dames,  je  ne  veux  pas  vous  tromper,  9a  serait  indigne 
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de  vaaB  ei  da  mai  wamL  Si  j«  ne  dis  pas  dsTaBtage,  c'est  qae  jt  ne 
irondxais  pu  oeeiqper  pins  long  temps  dea  moments  aussi  pr^denz  que  lee' 
-voireflL  Seolement,  u  me  sen  pennis  de  rsppeler  k  ees  Measieun^  que  Ik 
DourrUuie  de  rhooune  perd  toot  k  &it  de  ses  fbices  alknentaires,  quniid 
les  denrfit  ne  aont  pas  en  bom  ordze ;  et  tout  le  monde  salt  que  sans  la  di* 
gestion  ]a  irie  ne  yant  rien.  Cea  Dames  aussi  ne  m*ea  Toodtont  pas,  j'esp^rey 
si  je  piends  la  liberty  de  levr  arectir  qne 

La  plus  aimable  femme  est  tristsoent  cbang^ 
Quand  son  xis  nous  decouvre  use  dent  mal  rangi^ 
La  longueur  en  reyolte  alnai  que  la  noirceur, 
£t  efaaqne  faonune  en  devient  PImplacaUe  oeussui! 

Enoosa  na  mot.  L»  tarif  est  excsettfement  felUe.  Pajes  ee  q«e  ymm 
-vovdre^  maia  moalsa  toii^onn  dans  mon  petit  cabinet  aasMlaDt.  Faites 
descendro  les  marckes,  Antoine.  L'eztractioa  se  fait  sana  la  moiadie 
dooleiir  et  avec  mra  deactent^  ^toDaante !" 

It  is  mMMeessavy  to  saj  that  the  close  of  this  speech  was  renderad 
more  striking  by  tike  buret  of  music  wkick  ensued,  daring  wUch  ihe 
affitke9  ivere  again  seattefed  about  with  dexteritj-  and  profusion — one  of 
tfiem  leackmg  the  window  where  I  stood — and  that  the  inntations  of 
Monsieor  Tmqvetin  were  loudly  repeated  by  the  eoacbman,  Antoine. 
There  was  a  visible  effect  produced  on  the  multitude,  though  no  one  ak* 
sokitelT  came  forward  to  be  operated  on,  kowerer  they  might  have  been 
escited  hj  tke  ambidating  professor's  eloquence.  A  good  deal  of  gigglii^ 
and  Mfushing  ensaed  among  the  female  part  of  the  conununity,  but 
with  averted  looks;  for  though  the  subject  had  its  jocidar  side^  it  was 
susceptible  alao  of  serious  connderation  in  a  eider  coimtry.  Those,  how- 
ever, who  had  fine  teeth,  laughed  boldly  outright,  and,  indeed,  did  no^ 
thing  but  laugh,  in  all  probaliality  for  thor  greater  display.  The  men 
Audged  and  urged  each  other  forward,  with  many  recommendations  to 
try  the  professOT^s  skill;  but  none  seemed  to  like  to  be  the  firsts  tifi  at 
last  one  grinning  down,  whose  mouth  showed  how  muefti  he  stood  m 
need  of  a  dentist,  was  shouldered  out  of  the  crowd,  and  hustled  near 
enough  to  Antoine  to  enable  him  to  seize  the  rustic  by  the  coUar,  and, 
with  a  rapidity  that  had  in  it  something  marvellous,  the  unwilling  patient 
was  suddenly  hoisted  on  to  the  footboard  where  Monsieur  Turquetin 
stood,  who  immediately  gave  convincing  proof  of  the  *^  astonishing 
dexterity"  of  which  he  had  just  boasted;  for,  scarcely  was  the  boor 
landed,  before  he  had  him  down,  witii  his  head  between  his  knees,  and 
tile  glittering  feroeps,  waved  triumphantly  in  the  air,  revealed  to  the 
astonished  crowd  that,  in  as  many  flourishes  of  the  instrument,  no  less 
tiian  half-a  dosen  grinders  had  been  dislodged. 

^  Voild,  Messieurs,"  exclaimed  Monsieur  Turquetin,  ^'  ce  qu*on  pour- 
rait  fiure  avec  un  sujet  docile  eomme  cdui-cL  Voos  n'avez  xien  de 
plus  difficile  k  faire  que  de  reposer  une  confiance  impHcite  dans  mon 
habilite,  et  c'est  une  afifaire  finie.  Aide-lui  k  deseendre^  Antoaji^e, — ^non, 
— je  ne  prendrai  pasle  sous, — mon  premier  essai  est  toujours  gratis  r* 

Ajid,  hardly  knowing  how  the  whole  thing  had  so  suddenly  come  to 
pass,  the  peasant  was  handed  down  again,  and  found  himself^or  the 
first  time  m  his  life — the  cynosure  of  a  circle  of  wondering  admirers. 
Business  now  flowed  in  rapidly  :  the  male  population  being  turned  off  on 
the  footboard,  to  which  they  eagerly  mounted — ^the  ladies  ascending  to 
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tbe  infterior  ol  dke  Tehicle^  T^Mie  the  mysteries  of  Monsiear  Tuiqiwlai 
were  ezereised  uafleeii,  though  not  unbeard. 

As  i3b»  qiectacle  bad  nowr  ceased  to  be  amiising,  I  withdrew  from  the 
window ;  to  return  to  it,  perhaps,  should  a  fresb  oration  attract  me. 

My  Tisit  to  fiajenx  had  been  no*  merely  to  see  the  cdebrated  tapestry, 
but  bad  lor  its  object  the  gratificatioik  of  other  antiqiiarian  tastes  with 
regard  to  certain  attractions  in  the  neighbourhood.  1  had  consequently 
made  Bayeux  my  head-quarters  during  my  stay  in  that  part  of  Normandy, 
and  found  the  "  Canard  Sanyage"  as  good  a  ^fUe  for  a  trayelkr  as  I  comd 
faaye  selected  anywhere.  Its  attraetioss  were  not  <fiminished  by  tiM 
presence  of  a  remarkably  pffetty^^tfmiiM  de  Sombre,  who  well  sustained 
the  reputation  for  beauty  which  her  countrywomen  enjoy,  and  whoeyer 
once  saw  Madehm — ^Aat  was  her  nam»— wolud  not  easily  haye  forgotten 
her ;  for  there  was  sweetness  as  well  as  beauty  in  her  charmmg  features, 
and  grace  no  kss  than  proportion  in  her  fine  figure.  Tboogh  naturally 
of  a  cheerful — even  of  a  gay — di^KMttton,  there  were  moments  when  the 
expression  of  her  countenance  was  extremely  sad,  and  a  heavy  sigh  would 
often  show  that  something  had  chanced  to  mar  her  prospect  of  happiness. 
Madame  Yida!,  the  hostess  of  the  "  Canard  Saurage/'  who,*  hke  most  of 
her  calktBg,  was  somethiog  of  a  gossip,  hinted  at  an  affaire  de  ecntr, 
when  I  connnended  the  attention  and  liveliness  of  her  handmaiden,  and 
added  a  passing-  couflnent  on  her  occasi(mal  melancholy;  but  if  Madame 
Yidal  knew  the  general  foct — guessing  it,  perhaps,  with  womanly  intui- 
taon--^her  knowledge  went  no  further,  and  whether  Madelon's  lover  were 
dead  or  absent  remained  a  secret  which  she  had  not  yet  discovered. 

As  I  returned  to  the  breakfast^table,  Madelon  entered  to  take  away 
the  things. 

**  Ah !  monsieur,  n'a  pas  encore  fini !''  was  her  exclamation. 

^^  No,*'  I  replied;  ^ I  have  been  entertaining  myself  with  something 
else.  I  have  been  listeniug  to  a  fomous  speech,  and  witnessing  a  very 
curioas  exhibition.  Haven't  you  seen  the  famous  dentist  here  in  the 
madket-place?'* 

^<  Quelle  betiseT  said  Madelou,  laughing.  '<Ce  vilain  arracheur  de 
dents !     Je  ne  Fai  pas  vu."    - 

<'  I  don't  wonder  at  it,  Madelon,"  returned  I,  ''  as  far  as  you  are  con- 
cerned ;  for  he  could  have  no  possible  excuse  fbr  offering  his  services  on 
yoi»  behalf." 

'^  Monsieur  est  charmant,"  said  the  pretty  girl,  dropping  me  a  curtsey. 

^^  But,"  I  continued,  *'  though  you  speak  with  contempt  of  this  noisy 

?rofessor,  you  would  alter  your  opinion,  I  think,  if  you  did  see  him ;  for, 
can  assure  you,  he  is  very  good  looking." 

''Qn'esi-ce  que  9a  me  fait,  monsieur?"  she  asked.  But  I  saw  her 
eyes  involuntarily  turn  towajq^  the  open  window. 

"  Come,"  said  I,  "  you  have  some  of  the  curiosity  of  your  sex,  I  dare 
say.  Just  take  a  peep^  and  then  tell  me  what  you  think  of  him.  I  dare 
say  he  will  soon  make  his  appearance  again  outside." 

I  want  back  to  the  window  as  1  spoke ;  Madelon  did  not  remain  behind, 
and  we  stood  for  some  time  amu^ng  ourselves  with  the  equipage  of  Mon- 
sieur Tnrquetin,  that  gentleman  being,  for  the  moment,  professionally 
engaged  with  a  female  patient  in  the  salon  of  his  carriage.  Madelon 
appeared  in  excellent  spirits,  and  made  many  a  joke  on  the  ridiculous 
appearance  of  the  whole  concern.     She  was  directing  my  attention  to  an 

I  2 
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unhiuppy  peasant,  who,  in  narrating  what  he  had  gone  through  to  a  knot 
of  friends,  was  indulging  in  the  most  extravagant  grimaces,  when  I  felt 
her  grasp  my  arm  very  tightly,  and  exclaim  in  a  sharp,  quick  accent^ 
"  Oh,  mon  Dieu !     Estpil  possible  i" 

I  turned  hastily  to  ascertain  the  cause  of  her  exclamation,  and  to  my 
astonishment  found  that  in  an  instant  she  had  turned  as  pale  as  death. 

''What  is  the  matter?*'  I  inquired.  "Mais,  Madelon,  vous  ^tes 
souifrante  I     Qu'avez  vous  ?" 

She  did  not  answer  at  first,  but  pointed  towards  the  carriage  in  the 
market-place.  I  looked  in  that  direction,  but  saw  nothing  more  remark- 
able than  the  ''  vilain  arracheur  de  dents,'*  who  had  just  emerged  from  his 
tahinei, 

'<  Qui!  c'est  bien  lui!'*  murmured  Madelon,  and  straightway  made  a 
dead  faint  in  my  arms. 

This  was  embarrassing'  before  so  many  spectators,  numbers  of  whom 
turned  their  eyes  in  themrection  of  the  window  where  we  stood,  and  pre- 
sently the  gaze  of  the  whole  market-place  was  upon  us.  Monsieur  Tur- 
quetm  himself — a  little  piqued,  perhaps,  at  being  so  suddenly  eclipsed — 
looked  round  to  ascertain  the  cause.  The  whole  thing  was  the  affair  of 
a  moment.  He  made  a  tragic  start,  worthy  of  Talma,  had  he  been  living, 
and  certainly  propitiatory  of  his  ghost — swore  an  oath  of  bitterness, 
beside  which  the  curse  of  Emulphus  was  a  morning  compliment — and 
tlien,  quick  as  thought,  seized  the  horse-pistol,  which  lay  on  a  seat  be- 
side him,  and  levelled  it  full  at  my  head.  He  pulled  the  trigger  and  fired. 
In  his  haste,  however,  he  had  forgotten  that  it  was  only  loaded  with 

Sowder;  but  believing,  I  dare  say,  that  it  had  taken  efifect,  he  made  a 
eroerate  leap  from  the  footboard  and  disappeared  from  my  view. 
I  was  too  much  concerned  about  Madelon  to  conjecture  what  this  new 

?rank  was  intended  to  mean;  that  it  was  some  mountebank  trick  was  all 
imagined;  and  hastily  withdrawing  the  girl  into  the  room,  I  tried  to 
restore  her.  While  I  was  engaged  in  the  attempt  I  heard  a  tremendous 
noise  on  the  staircase,  and,  before  I  had  time  to  think  twice  about  the 
probable  cause,  the  door  was  burst  open,  and  Monsieur  Turquetin,  still 
holding  the  discharged  weapon  in  his  hand,  rushed  into  the  room,  fol- 
lowed Dv  Madame  Vidal,  and  I  know  not  how  many  people  beside. 

His  nrst  move  was  to  glare  wildly  at  me;  his  second,  to  dash  the 
pistol  across  the  room, — it  broke  the  pendule  on  the  chimney-piece  in  its 
flight ;  and  his  third,  to  hurl  himself  on  the'  canape  where  Madelon  lay 
extended,  where  he  set  to  work  to  howl  forth  her  name,  to  tear  his  beard, 
to  perform  every  frantic  demonstration  that  could  be  imagined,  and 
finally,  to  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears ! 

Here  was  a  decided  case  which,  abrupt  and  extravagant  as  was  the 
episode,  pointed  to  a  probable  deiumeme^.  The  reader's  penetration 
will  have  discovered  that  Monsieur  Turquetin  was  the  absent  lover  of 
Madelon.  But  what  remains  for  me  to  tell  of  him  is,  that  Turquetin  was 
only  his  .travelling  name ;  that  in  the  brighter  days  of  Madelon's  rustic 
life  near  Alen9on,  he  had  been  dear  to  her  as  Gustavo  Lebrun ;  that, 
after  their  mutual  engagement,  he  had  been  called  upon  to  serve  the  pre- 
scribed period  in  the  army ;  that  he  had  been  sent  to  Algeria,  where  it 
was  reported  that  he  was  killed,  while  in  reality  he  had  only  been 
wounded  and  taken  prisoner  by  the  Arabs;  and  that  when,  after  an 
interval  of  four  or  five  years  he  returned  to  France,  he  was  told — the 
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old  stoiy  (but  a  rival  was  the  narrator,  the  ladj  in  the  Caachois  cap,  to 
whom,  noweTer,  he  was  not  married) — ^that  Madelon  had  wedded  another, 
and  was  gone  to  California. 

As  a  Frenchman  accommodates  himself  to  everything  that  comes  to 
pass,  he  also  resolved  to  seek  a  new  wArld — remaining,  however,  in 
r  ranee, — a  moral,  and  not  a  geographical  change  being  his  construction 
of  the  phrase. 

To  use  his  own  words-— 

*'  Je  me  suis  j6t6  dans  les  bras  de  la  science!" 

Hence  his  appearance  in  the  market-place  of  Bajeux  as  a  travelling 
dentist. 

I  will  not  say  a  word  about  the  scene  that  took  place  when  Madelon 
found  that  Gustave  had  not  been  killed,  and  Monsieur  Turquetin  discovered 
that  he  had  been  a  little  too  jealous  when  he  attempted  my  life  with  blank 
cartridge.  I  readily  forgave  him,  and  was  very  glad  to  be  one  of  the 
ffuests  at  his  weddmg,  which  took  place  in  Bayeux  within  a  very  few 
days  afterwards.  And,  that  the  sympathising  public  may  be  satisfied 
that  the  fidthful  couple  did  not  embark  without  funds  in  the  expensive 
career  of  matrimony,  I  may  mention  that  the  five-franc  pieces  in  the 
wooden  bowl  were  all  genuine,  and  that  the  strong  box  was,  after  all,  no 
sham. 
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Chapter  LXIL 

The  fatal  invitation  to  Mr.  Sponge  having  been  sent,  the  question  that 
now  occupied  the  minds  of  the  assembled  sharpers  at  Nonsuch  House,  was^ 
whether  he  was  a  ^'pig^n,"  or  one  of  themselves.  That  point  occupied 
their  very  deep  and  serious  consideration.  If  he  was  a  pigeon,  they  could 
clearly  accommodate  him,  but  if,  on  the  other  hand,  he  was  one  of  them- 
selves, it  was  painfully  apparent  that  there  were  far  too  many  of  them 
there  already.  Of  course  the  subject  was  not  discussed  in  full  and  open 
conclave — ^they  were  ail  highly  honourable  men  in  the  gross — and  it  was 
only  in  the  snudl  and  secret  groups  of  those  accustomed  to  hunt  together, 
and  unburden  their  minds,  that  the  real  truth  was  elicited. 

''  What  an  ass  Sir  Harry  is,  to  ask  this  Mr.  Sponge,"  observed  Captain 
Quod  to  Captain  Seedeybuck,  as  (cigar  in  moutli)  they  paced  backwards 
and  forwards  under  the  flagged  verandah  on  the  west  side  of  the  house^ 
on  the  morning  that  Sir  Hany  had  announced  his  intention  of  ask- 
ing him. 

"  Confounded  ass,"  assented  Seedeybuck,  from  between  the  whifis  of 
his  cigar. 

''  Damme,  one  would  think  he  had  more  money  than  he  knew  what  to 
do  vrith,"  observed  the  first  speaker,  ^'  instead  of  not  knowing  where  to 
lay  hands  on  a  hal^nny." 

'^  Soon  be  who^hoop  here,"  observed  Quod,  with  a  shake  of  the  head. 

*^  Fear  so,"  replied  Seedeybuck.   ^*  Have  you  heard  anything  fresh  ?" 
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^^  Nodung  Dttrtknlar.     Hie  oonnty  oooxi's  bailiff  was  here  witih  gome 
mnmuxiiaesy  wmch  of  coarse  he  put  in  tke  fire." 

<'Ah!  that's  what  he  always  does.     He  got  tired  of  papeiiiig  the 
passage  with  them,"  replied  Seedeybuck. 

"  Well,  it*s  a  pity,"  obsei^d  Quod,  spitting  as  he  spoke;  ^'  but  what 
can  yott  expect,  eaten  up  as  he  is  by  such  a  set  of  rubbisL" 

*'  Shockia*,"  replied  Seedeybuck,  thinking  how  long  he  and  his  friend 
might  have  fattened  there  together. 

"  Do  you  know  anything  of  this  Mr*  Sponge?"  asked  Captain  Quod, 
after  a  pause. 

<*  Nothin'/'  replied  Seedeybuck,  *'  except  what  we  saw  of  him  have; 
but  Fm  sore  he  won't  do." 

''Wel^  I  <^nk  not  eithec,"  replied  Quod;  <<  I  didn't  like  his  boka—fe 
seems  quite  one  of  the  free  and  easy  sort.** 

'^  Quite,"  obserred  Seedeybuck,  determined  to  make  &  set  against  lum, 
instead  of  cultivating  his  acquaintance. 

<<  This  Ifr.  Sponge  won't  be  any  great  addition  to  our  party,  I  think," 
mattered  Captain  Bouncey  to  Captain  Catit£Ed:»  as  they  stood  within  the 
bay  of  the  Hbrary  window,  in  apparent  contempladon  of  the  cowa, 
sibpping  about  in  a  very  poachy  pastare,  but  in  reality  conning  the 
Sponge  matter  over  in  their  minds. 

'<  I  think  not,"  replied  Captain  Cutitfat,  with  an  emphasis. 
"  Wonder  what  made  flb  Harry  ask  him  2"  whispered  Bouncey,  adding, 
aloud,  for  the  bystanders  to  hear,  '^  that's  a  fine  cow,  isn*t  it  ?" 

«  Very/'  replied  Cutitfat,  in  the  same  key,  adding,  in  a  whisper,  with  a 
shrug  of  his  shoulders,  '^  wonder  what  made  him  ask  half  the  people 
here !" 

'^  The  black  and  white  one  isn't  a  bad  un,"  observed  Bounoey,  nodding 
his  head  towards  tiie  cows,  adding,  in  an  under  tone,  ^'  most  of  them 
asked  themselves,  I  should  think." 

«  Admiring  the  cows.  Captain  Bouncey?"  asked  the  beautiful  and  tole- 
nbly  virtuous  Miss  Glitters,  of  the  Whitechapel  Theatre,  who,  being  above 
pantomime^  had  come  down  to  spend  her  Christmas  with  her  old  friend, 
Lady  Scatterca^  ^'  Admiring  the  cows,  Captain  Bouncey?"  asked  sha^ 
sideling  her  elegant  figure  between  our  friends  in  the  bay. 

*'  We  were  just  saying  how  nice  it  would  be  to  have  two  or  three 
pretty  girl%  and  a  sillabub,  under  those  cedars,"  replied  Captain  Bouncey. 
'^  Oh,  charming  !*'  exclaimed  Miss  Glitters,  her  dark  eyes  sparkling  as 
she  spoke.  *'  Harriet  I"  exclaimed  she,  addressing  herself  to  a  young 
lady,  who  called  herself  Howard,  but  whose  real  name  was  Brown---Jane 
Brown.  ''  Harriet  I"  exclaimed  she,  ''  Captain  Bounoey  is  going  io  give 
^fke  champetre  under  those  lovely  cedars." 

*^  Oh,  how  nice  1"  exclaimed  Harriet,  clapping  her  hands  in  ecstaaes 
•—theatrical  ecstasies  at  least. 

'*  It  must  be  Sir  Harry,"  replied  the  billiard-table  man,  not  &ncying 
bdmg  '^  let  in"  for  anything. 

"  Oh !  Sir  Harry  will  let  us  have  anytiiing  we  like,  I'm  sure,"  rejoined 
Miss  GlitteiB. 

^<  What  is  it?*'  (hiccup)  asked  Sir  Harry,  who,  hearing  his  name,  now 
joined  the  party. 

"  Oh,  we  want  you  to  five  us  a  dance  under  those  charming  cedars," 
replied  the  lady,  looking  lovingly  at  him. 
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'^Cadanl"  hiocnped  Sir  Huiy,  ^'wliere  do yos  see aaj  cedsn." 

''  Why  there,"  replied  Mus  Glitfeexs,  noddi&g  towuds  a  damp  «£  ever- 


'<  Those  are  (hiccup)  hollies,"  repiiod  %  Hany. 

*^  Well,  under  the  hollies,"  rejomed  Misi  Glitters;  adding,  ^<  it  -was 
Captain  Bouncey  who  said  they  were  cedars." 

^  Ah,  I  meant  those  beyond,"  obeenred  the  captain,  nodding  in  another 
diiectioiL 

'<  Those  are  (hiccup)  Scotch  firs,"  rejoined  Sir  Harry. 

^  Well,  never  mina  what  they  are,"  resumed  the  lady;  ^let  ns  have  a 
danee  onderthem." 

^'Ceitainly/'  replied  Sir  Hany,  who  was  always  loady  for  aaytihing. 

^^  We  ahafl  have  plenty  of  partners,"  observed  Miss  doward,  reooUeot- 
ing  how  many  men  there  weie  in  the  house. 

"  And  another  coming,"  observed  Captain  Cutitfat^  still  fretting  at  the 
idea. 

^  Indeed !"  exclaimed  Miss  Howard,  raising  her  hands  and  eyebrows 
in  delie^ht ;  '*  and  who  is  he  ?"  asked  she,  with  unfeigned  glee. 

^'Oh  such  a  (hiccup)  swell,'*  replied  Sir  Harry;  '' regular  Leicester- 
shire man." 

^'  We'H  not  have  the  dance  till  he  comes,  then,"  observed  Miss  Glitters. 

^  ^o  more  we  will,"  said  Miss  Howard,  withcbawing  from  die  grou^ 

Chapteb  LXni. 

Mb.  Sponge  pretended  to  receive  Sir  Harry  Scattercash's  invitation 
with  the  greatest  indifiPerence.  "It's  a  bore^"  said  he,  twisting  and 
twirling  it  about,  and  knitting  his  brow,  as  if  in  displeasure. 

<< What's  the  matter?"  asked  Jog,  who  having  eased  his  mind  by 
penning  the  advertisement  offering  his  house  to  let,  and  furniture  to  to 
sold,  was  now  working  away  fashioning  a  crab  stick  dub  into  a  head  of 
the  Pope. 

"  Nothing 'tickler,"  replied  Mr.  Sponge,  pouting  his  lips,  "only  that 
loose  fish  Scamperdale-— I  mean  Scattercash — wants  me  to  go  to  him." 

^'  To  stay  ?"  asked  Jog,  eagerly,  taking  his  stupid  eyes  off  the  embryo 
Pope's  head,  and  fixing  them  intently  on  Mr.  Sponge. 

"  To  stay,"  replied  Mr.  Sponge,  with  a  nod  of  lus  head. 

"  Fd  go"  (puff)  gasped  Jog,  his  emotion  nearly  choaldng  Hs  utterance. 

^'  He's  too  fast  Ibr  me,"  said  Mr.  Sponge,  with  an  air  of  indifference ; 
"  to  be  sure  a  day  or  two  couldn't  do  one  much  harm,"  added  he. 

Just  then  Mrs.  Crowdey  came  in  with  the  infant  prodigy,  Gustavus 
James,  in  her  arms. 

"  T^w  tell  the  gentleman  the  pretty  stoiy,  my  man,"  said  she,  soothing 
and  ^snng  him  to  her  bosom  as  she  entered  the  room. 

« I1red,*^yawned  the  child. 

<^  No ;  not  tired  of  '  Jack  and  JUl,'  he  knows,  my  sweet,"  replied 
laamma ;  "  it  was  '  Obin  and  Ichard'  baby  wouldn't  say  any  more." 

^' Jack  and  Jill  too,"  replied  the  child,  yawniug  and  nestling  to  his 
jnamma* 

"  Mr.  (puff)  Sponge  is  going  (wheeze)  away,  my  deai^"  observed  bar 
husband,  lookmg  at  ner  quite  gaily. 
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'^  Away  T'  exdaimed  Mrs.  Crowdey,  thinking  that  with  him  would  go 
all  GuBtaTUS  James's  chance  of  independence. 

*<  O,  why,  Scattercash — Sir  Harry,  you  know,  wants,  indeed  will  have 
me  over  there,  and  I  can't  well  refuse." 

<<  Well,"  sighed  Mrs.  Crowdey,  dreading  to  raise  her  husband's  ire  by 
any  expression  of  regret. 

^<  I  sha'n't  be  long,  I  dare  say,"  observed  Mr.  Sponge,  thinking  to  pare 
the  way  for  a  return.  **  I  sha'n't  be  long,  I  dare  say,"  repeated  he,  in  an 
off-hand  sort  of  way. 

'<  Most  likely  not  (puff),"  observed  Jog,  thinking,  if  all  accounts  of 
iheir  goings-on  were  true,  it  would  not  be  a  very  comfortable  house  to 
stay  at-,  aud  also  thinking  that  Mr.  Sponge  would  nave  to  be  uncommonly 
sly  to  get  into  Puddingpote  Bower  again,  if  he  once  got  1dm  out.  *^  it 
will  be  handy  for  the  (gasp)  hunting,"  continued  Jog,  anxious  to  divert 
the  conversation. 

*^  Oh,  yes,"  replied  Mr.  Sponge,  "  it's  well  enough  for  thaty  only 
we  can  haxdly  expect  much  more  open  weather  at  this  season  of  the 
year." 

"  We  have  very  little  frost  in  this  country,  and  no  snow,"  observed 
Jog. 

*<  Well,  it's  a  bore,  but  I  suppose  I  must  go,"  observed  Mr.  Sponge, 
smoothing  out  Sir  Harry's  note.  What  time  does  your  post  go  out  ?" 
asked  he. 

'^  Post  goes  out  at  (puff)  three ;  at  least,  there's  a  little  (g^asp)  girl 
comes  here  for  milk  at  three,  and  she  takes  the  (wheeze)  letters  to  Slop- 
slades — that's  a  mile,  or  a  mile  and  a  half  off — where  she  meets  a  foot- 
messenger  who  rides  an  ass,  who  gets  them  and  takes  them  on  to  Birkup^ 
where  he  meets  the  Cramley  'bus,  which  takes  them  to  the  station  at 
Tewley." 

'*  Indeed !"  observed  Mr.  Sponge ;  adding,  **  then  I'd  better  be  writ- 
ing, as  it  only  wants  twenty  minutes  to  the  time." 

So  saying,  he  made  for  the  writing-table,  and  scrawled  the  following 
note : — 

"  Deab  Sib  Harbt, — I'll  be  with  you  to-morrow,  aud  hope  we  may 
have  some  more  clippers,  though  the  sky  is  rather  clearer  than  I  like,  and 
the  air  is  a  turn  frosty.  However,  we'll  hope  for  the  best.  I  have  only 
three  horses,  and  a  groom,  which,  I  suppose,  you'll  have  no  difficulty  in 
putting  up.     ^  Love  me,  love  my  horse,'  you  know,  &c., 

^'  Yours,  in  haste, 

"  S.  Sporob." 

Jog  felt  such  a  weight  taken  off  his  mind  by  the  contemplated  depar- 
ture of  his  impudent,  unceremonious  guest,  that  he  became  quite  chemul, 
almost  afiable.  He  dived  into  his  cellar  and  brought  out  a  bottle  of 
**  curious  old  port,"  and  coupled  the  Marsala  with  a  bottle  of  '^  forty-two" 
sheny.  As  tne  evening  advanced,  he  became  generous,  and  almost  de- 
termined to  present  Mr.  Sponge  with  a  walking-stick  on  his  departure* 
Who  should  it  be?  A  Louis  Philippe,  a  Lord  Brougham,  a  Daniel 
O'Connell,  a  Scott,  a  Byron;  but  reflection  made  him  feel  unequal  to  part 
with  any  of  his  prizes,  and  he  went  to  bed  with  the  impression  diat 
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Fervus  O'Connor  was  the  only  one  he  could  part  with.  When  he  awoke 
in  the  morning,  he  thought  he  mast  keep  even  him.  He  would,  how- 
ever, lend  Mr.  Sponge  nis  phaeton  and  Bartholomew,  to  convey  him- 
self and  traps  to  Nonsuch  House ;  an  offer  that  Mr.  Sponge  availed 
himself  of  as  far  as  his  "traps'*  were  concerned,  though  he  preferred 
cantering  over  on  his  piebald's  back  to  trailing  along  in  Jog's  jingling 
caniaee.  So  matters  were  arranged,  and  Mr.  Sponge  forthwith  pro- 
ceeded to  put  his  brown  boots,  his  substantial  cords,  hb  superfine  tights, 
his  cutting  scarlet,  his  dress  blue  saxony,  his  dean  Unen,  his  heavy  spurs, 
and  though  last,  not  least  in  importance,  his  now  backless  "  Mogg,"  into 
his  solid  leather  pormanteau,  sweeping  the  surplus  of  his  wardrobe  into 
a  capacious  carpet-bag.  While  the  guest  was  thus  busy  up  stairs,  the 
host  wandered  aoout  restlessly,  now  stirring  up  this  person,  now  hurrying 
that,  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  the  much-coveted  departure*  His  pleasure 
was,  perhaps,  rather  damped  by  a  running  commentary  he  overheard 
through  the  lattice-window  of  the  stable,  from  Leather,  as  he  stripped  his 
horses  and  tried  to  roU  up  their  dothine  in  a  moderate  compass. 

"  Ord  rot  your  great  carcase  1"  exclaimed  he,  giving  the  roll  a  hearty 
kick  in  what  would  have  been  its  stomach,  supposing  it  to  have  been  made 
like  a  man,  on  finding  that  he  had  not  got  it  as  small  as  he  wanted.  "  Ord 
rot  your  great  carcase,"  repeated  he,  scratching  his  head  and  eyeing  it  as 
it  lay ;  ''this  is  all  the  consequence  of  your  nasty  brewers'  apron  weshins, 
-— blowin'  of  one  out>  like  a  bladder!"  and,  thereupon,  he  placed  his  hand 
on  his  stomach  to  feel  how  his  own  was.  ''  Never  see'd  sich  a  house,  or 
sich  an  awfid  mean  man!"  continued  he,  stooping  and  pummelling  the 
package  with  his  fists.  It  was  of  no  use,  he  could  not  ^t  it  as  small  as 
he  wished — "  Must  have  my  jacket  out  on  you,  I  believe,"  added  he^ 
seeing  where  the  impediment  was ;  ''  sticks  m  your  gizzard  just  like  a 
lump  of  old  puff-and-blow's  puddin';"  and  then,  he  thrust  his  hand 
into  the  folds  of  the  clothing,  and  pulled  out  the  gpreasy  garment. 
''  Now,"  said  he,  stooping  again,  ''  I  think  we  may  manish  ye  ;*'  and, 
he  took  the  roll  in  his  arms  and  hoisted  it  on  to  Hercules,  who  he 
meant  to  make  the  led  horse,  observing  aloud,  as  he  adjusted  it  on  the 
saddle,  and  whacked  it  well  with  his  hands  to  make  it  lie  right,  ''  I 
vrish  it  was  old  Jog — wouldn^t  I  sarve  him  outT  He  then  turned  his 
horses  round  in  their  stalls,  tucked  his  gretLSj  jacket  under  the  flap  of  the 
saddle-bags,  took  his  ash  stick  from  the  crook,  and  led  them  out  of  the 
capacious  door.  Jog  looked  at  him  with  nungled  feelings  of  disgust  and 
deliffht.  Leather,  having  mounted,  just  gave  his  old  hat  flipe  a  rap  with 
his  forefinger  as  he  passed,  which  Jo^  did  not  condescend  to  return. 

Having  eyed  the  receding  group  with  great  satisfaction.  Jog  re-entered 
the  house  by  the  kitchens,  to  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  Mr.  Sponge  off. 
He  found  the  portmanteau  and  carpet-bag  standing  in  the  passage;  and 
just  at  the  moment  the  sound  of  the  phaeton  wheels  fell  on  his  ear,  as 
Bartholomew  drove  round  from  the  coach-house  at  the  side  of  the  house. 
Mr.  Sponge  was  already  in  the  parlour,  making  his  adieus  to  Mrs.  Jog 
and  the  children,  who  were  all  assembled  for  the  purpose. 

**  What>  are  you  goin'  ?"  (puff)  asked  Jog,  with  an  air  of  surprise. 

^^  Yes,"  replied  Mr.  Sponee;  adding,  as  he  tendered  his  hand,  "the 
best  friends  must  part,  you  know." 

'*  Well  (puff),  but  you'd  better  have  your  (wheeze)  horse  round,"  ob- 
serv A  Jog,  anxious  to  avoid  any  overture  for  a  return. 
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^Tluukkee,*'  repUed  Mr.  Spoo^,  maldag  «  paztiag  bow;  ^^  I'll  get 
turn  at  the  stable.'' 

<<  111  go  with  youy"  said  Jog,  leaiiiiig  the  way. 

Leather  had  saddled,  and  bridled,  and  turned  him  rovnd  in  the  stall, 
with  one  of  Mr.  Jog's  Uanket-rvgs  on,  which  Mr.  Spoi^  juat  awept 
OTer  his  tail  into  the  manger,  and  led  the  hoxae  ouL 

**  Adiea!"  said  he,  offering  his  iiaad  to  his  host 

<<  Good-bye !  -—  good  (poff)  ^Mxrt  to  yoa,"  sud  Jog,  shaking  it 
heartily. 

Mr.  Sponge  then  mounted  his  haek,  oocked  out  hia  to%  and  rode  off 
at  a  canter. 

At  the  same  momeBi,  BaithoLomew  drove  away  £rom  the  Croat  door ; 
and  Jog,  having  stood  watching  the  phaeton  over  the  rise  of  Penay- 
pound  Hill,  scra^wd  his  feet,  re-entered  his  house,  and  rubbing  thaoa 
Aeartily  on  the  mat,  as  he  idosed  the  sash-door^  observed  aloud  to  him- 
self with  a  jeri£  of  his  head — 

''  Well,  now,  that's  the  most  impittent  feUer  I  ever  saw  in  my  life!" 

The  circuitous  and  miseeUaneous  tansit  described  by  Mr.  Crowdey, 
as  constituting  his  pos^  caused  Mr.  Spox^  to  anive  at  r^onsuch  House 
before  his  letter,  where  his  oomii^  or  aon-ooming  funushed  the  usoal 
discussion  incidental  to  idleness.  Indeed,  the  inmates  had  been  betting 
noon  it:  the  odds  at  first  bei^g  a  hundred  to  one  in  fftvour  of  his  coming, 
widiout  any  takers,  though  they  had  fallen  on  the  arrival  cC  the  post 
without  an  answer — not  diat  the  captains  meant  to  pay  if  they  lost,  but 
they  thought  it  sounded  fine  talking  of  hundreds  We  believe  if  the 
contents  dt  all  the  purses  in  the  house  had  been  raked  together,  they 
would  not  have  produced  ten  pounds. 

''  Well,  /  say  Mr.  Sponge  doesn't  comel"  exclaimed  Captain  Seedey- 
back,  as  he  lay  full  lei^;th,  witli  his  shaggy,  greasy  head  on  the  fine 
rose-c(^oured  satin  sofii,  and  his  legs  cocked  over  the  cushion. 

^*  Why  not?"  asked  Miss  Glitters,  who  was  beguiling  the  twilight  half- 
hour,  before  the  lighting  up  of  the  billiard-room,  with  a  cigar. 

^' Don't  know,"  repli^  Seedeybuck,  twirling  his  mou^bache;  ''but  I 
have  a  presentiment  he  won't." 

*^  Sure  to  come .'"  exclaimed  Captain  Booncey,  knocking  the  ashes  off 
his  cigar  on  to  the  Toumay  carpet  ''  I'll  lay  ten  to  one — ten  fifties  to 
one— 4ie  does." 

«m«t  sort  of  a mu  i.  he?"  .deed  Mi«t  Glittew,  adjosting  the  cd 
of  her  Cigar. 

«  Oh — why — ^ha — hem — haw — ^he's  just  an  ordinary  sort  of  a  man — 
nothing  particular  any  way,"  drawled  Captain  Seedeybuck,  now  wetting 
and  twiriing  his  moustache. 

**  Two  legs,  a  head,  a  back,  and  so  on,  I  presume^"  r^oined  the  lady. 

'^  Just  so,"  assented  Captain  Seedeybuck. 

'^  He's  a  horsey-looking  sort  of  man,  I  diould  say,"  observed  Captsan 
Bouncey;  '^  walks  as  if  he  ought  to  be  riding — wears  vinegar  tops." 

'^  Hate  vinegar  tops  "  growled  Seedeybuck. 

Just  then,  in  came  Lady  Scattercash,  attended  by  Mr.  Oikndo 
Bugles,  the  ladies'  attractions  having  caused  that  distinguished  performer 
to  forfleit  his  engagement  at  the  Surrey  Theatre;  C^tain  Cutit&t,  Bob 
Spangles,  and  Sir  Harry  quickly  fiollowed,  and,  being  short  of  a  subject, 
the  Sponge  discussion  was  renewed.  # 
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^<  Wlio  flsys  dd  favown  boots  tameii^  eaEdaimed  Seedeybudc,  from  the 
so£eu 

^  Wbo's  that  with  lus  dirty  head  on  ray  Asiin  80&  ?"  asked  the  lady. 
Bob  Spangles,"  replied  Seedeybvck. 

NothiBg  of  the  sort,*'  rejoined  the  lady;  '^and  111  trouble  you  to 
get  off" 

^  Can't— r-ve  got  a  bone  in  my  leg/'  rejoined  the  captain. 

^  I'll  soon  make  you,'' repfied  her  ladysfaipy  soiling  the  scfoab,  and 
pulling  it  on  to  the  floor. 

As  the  captain  was  scrambling  op,  in  came  Peter,  one  of  ilie  wageless 
footmen,  with  candles,  wfaidi  faarrhig  distiibated  equitably  about  the 
room,  he  approached  Lady  Scatterosah,  and  asked,  in  an  independent 
sort  of  way,  what  room  Mr.  Soapsuds  was  to  have. 

'^  Soapsuds ! — Soapsadsl — that's  not  his  name,"  ezdaimed  her  lady- 
ship. 

^  Sponge^  you  fool! — Soapey  Sponge,"  eachamed  Cutitftut,  who  owed 
Peter  a  gmdge  for  dribbling  some  white  soop  over  his  new  Uadc  coaL 

"  He's  not  come,  has  he?"  asked  3(Gss  Glitters,  eagerly. 

"  Yes,  my  lady — thafs  to  say,  miss,"  r^ied  Peter. 

''  Come,  nas  be  1"  bhorassed  tfai«e  or  four  Toioes. 

^  Well,  he  must  have  a  (faacoap)  room,"  observed  Sir  fi[arry.  '^  The 
green — the  one  above  the  billiard-room  wiUdo^"  added  he. 

'^  But  /  have  that  &  Harry,"  exdaimed  Miss  Howard. 

''  Oh,  it'll  hold  two  well  enough,"  observed  Miss  Glitters. 

"  Then  you  can  be  the  second,'*  replied  Miss  Howard,  with  a  toss  of 
her  head. 

'<  Indeed !"  sneered  Miss  Gtittecs,  bridling  up.     ^'  i  lOoe  that" 
Well,  but  where  is  the  (hiccup)  man  to  be  put  ?"  asked  Sir  Harry. 
There's  Ladofwaz's  room,"  suggested  her  ladydiip. 
The  captin's  locked  the  door  md  taken  the  key  with  him,"  repHed 
ihe  iootinan ;  ^  he  said  he'd  be  bade  in  a  day  <nr  two." 

^  fiadc  in  a  (hiocup)  pr  two,"  observed  Sir  Harry.  ^  Where  is  he 
gone?" 

The  man  smiled. 

^<  Sorrowedy*'  observed  Captain  Quod,  with  an  emphasis. 

^Indeed!"  exclaimed  Sir  Harry;  adding,  ''well,  I  thought  diaitwas 
Nabbuffl's  gig  with  the  old  grey." 

^  He'll  not  be  back  in  a  hurry,"  observed  Booscey.  <'  Hell  be  lake 
the  Boulogne  gentlemen,  who  are  always  going  to  England  but  never  go." 

"  Poor  Wax,"  observed  Quod ;  "  he  s  a  big  fool,  to  give  him  his  due." 

**  If  you  give  him  his  due  it's  more  than  he  gives  other  people,  it 
seems,"  observed  Miss  Howard. 

''  Oh !  fie.  Miss  H.  I"  exclaimed  Captain  Seedeybuck. 

*'  Well,  but  the  (hiccup)  man  must  have  a  (faiocus)  bed  somewhere," 
observed  Sir  Hairy  ;  adding  to  the  footman,  **  you'd  better  (hiccup)  the 
door  open,  you  know." 

"  Perhaps  you'd  better  try  what  one  of  yours  will  dp,"  observed  Bob 
Spangles,  to  the  convuldon  of  the  oompany. 

In  the  midst  of  their  mirth  Mr.  Botueends  was  seen  piloting  Mr. 
Sponge  up  to  her  ladyship. 

"  Mr.  Soapey  Sponge,  my  lady,"  said  he,  in  as  low  and  deferential  a 
tone  as  if  he  got  his  wages  every  quarter-day. 
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'^  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Spongy  ?"  sud  her  lady^p,  tendering  him  her 
hand  with  an  elegant  curtsey. 

''  How  are  you,  Mr.  (hiccup)  Sponge  ?"  asked  Sir  Harry,  offering 

his (<  I  believe  you  know  the  (hiccup)  company  ?"  continued  he, 

waving  his  hand  round ;  "  Miss  (hiccup)  Glitters,  Captain  (hiccup)  Quod, 
Captain  (hiccup)  Bouncey,  Mr.  (hiccup)  Bugles,  Captain  (hiccup)  Seedey- 
buck,  and  so  on;"  whereupon  Miss  Ghtters  curtsied,  the  gentlemen  bobbed 
their  heads  and  drew  neiar  our  hero,  who  had  now  stationed  himself 
before  the  fire. 

<'  Coldish,  to-night,"  siud  he,  stooping  and  placing  both  hands  to  the 
bars.     *'  Coldish,"  repeated  he,  rubbing  his  hands  and  looking  around. 

^'It  generally  is  about  this  time  of  vear,  I  think,"  observed  Miss 
Glitters,  who  was  ready  to  enter  for  our  niend. 

*^  Hope  it  won't  stop  hunting,"  said  Mr.  Sponge. 

'<  Hope  not,"  repliea  Sir  Harry ;  ''  it  would  be  a  bore  if  it  did." 

^*  I  wonder  you  gentlemen  don't  prefer  hunting  in  a  frost,"  observed 
Miss  Howard ;  '*  one  would  think  it  would  be  just  the  tdme  you'd  want  a 
good  warming." 

'<  I  don't  agree  with  you,  there,"  replied  Mr.  Sponge,  looking  at  her, 
and  thinking  she  was  not  near  so  pretty  as  Miss  Glitters. 

"  Do  you  hunt  to-morrow  ?"  asked  he  of  Sir  Harry,  not  having  been 
aUe  to  obtain  any  information  at  the  stables. 

<'  (Hiccup)  to-morrow.  Oh,  I  dare  say  we  shall,'*  replied  Sir  Harry, 
who  kept  his  hounds  as  he  did  his  carriages,  to  be  used  when  required. 

But  though  Sir  Harry  spoke  thus  encouragingly  of  their  prospects,  he 
took  no  steps,  as  far  as  Idr.  Spongy  could  learn,  to  carry  out  the  design. 
Indeed,  the  sulject  of  hunting  was  never  once  mentioned,  the  conver- 
sation after  dinner,  instead  of  being  about  the  Quom,  or  the  Pytchley,  or 
Jack  Thompson  with  the  Atherstone,  turning  upon  the  elegauce  and 
lighting  of  the  Casinos  in  the  Adelaide  Gallery  and  Windmill-street, 
and  the  relative  merits  of  those  establishments  over  the  Casino  de  Venice 
in  High  Holbom.  Nor  did  morning  produce  any  change  for  the  better, 
for  Sir  Harry  and  all  the  captains  came  down  in  their  usual  flashy 
broken-down  player-looking  attire,  and  their  whole  thoughts  were  absorbed 
in  arranging  for  a  pool  at  billiards,  in  which  the  ladies  could  take  part. 
So  with  billiards,  brandy,  and  baccey,  baccey,  brandy,  and  billiards,  varied 
with  an  occasional  stroll  about  the  grounds,  the  non-spoitiDg  inmates  of 
Nonsuch  House  beguiled  the  time  until  the  events  recorded  in  the  next 
chapter  threw  them  out  of  course. 


Chapter  LXIV. 

'TwEBE  almost  superfluous,  with  such  convincing  proof  about  our 
doors,  to  say  that  New- Yeab's  Dat  is  always  a  great  holiday.  It  is  a 
day  on  which  custom  commands  people  to  be  happy  and  idle,  whether 
they  have  the  means  of  being  happy  and  idle  or  not.  It  is  a  day  for 
which  happiness  and  idleness  are  "  booked,"  and  parties  are  planned 
and  arranged  long  beforehand.  Some  go  to  the  town,  some  to  the 
country;  some  take  rail;  some  take  steam ;  some  take  greyhounds ;  some 
^®  gigs ;  while  others  take  guns  and  pop  at  all  the  little  dickey-birds 
that  come  in  their  way.  The  rural  population  generally  incline  to  a 
hunt.     They  are  not  very  particular  as  to  style,  so  long  as  there  are 
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a  certain  number  of  honnds,  and  some  men  in  scarlet,  to  blow  their 
horns  and  holloa. 

The  population,  especially  the  rising  population,  which  was  Tcry 
numerous  about  Nonsuch  House,  all  inclined  that  way.  A  New- Year  s 
Day's  hunt  with  Sir  Harry  had  long  been  looked  forward  to  by  the  little 
Raws  and  the  little  Spooneys,  and  the  big  and  little  Cheeks,  and  we 
don't  know  how  many  others.  Nay,  it  had  been  talked  of  by  the  elder 
boys  at  their  respective  schools— we  beg  pardon,  academies — Doctor 
S#itchington*s,  Mr.  Liatherington*s,  Mrs.  Skelper's,  and  a  liberal  allow-, 
ance  of  boasting  indulged  in,  as  to  how  they  would  show  each  other  the 
way  over  the  hedges  and  ditches.  The  thing  had  long  been  talked  of. 
Old  Johnny  Raw  bad  asked  Sir  Harry  to  arrange  the  day  so  long  ago, 
that  Sir  ELarry  had  forgotten  all  about  it.  Sir  Harry  was  one  of  those 
good-natured  souls  who  can't  say  ^*  No"  to  any  one.  If  anybody  had 
asked  if  they  might  set  fire  to  his  house,  he  would  have  said, 

'*  Oh,  (hiccup)  certainly,  my  dear  (hiccup)  fellow,  if  it  will  g^ve  you 
any  (hiccup)  pleasure." 

Now,  for  the  hiccup  day. 

We  have  observed  in  the  course  of  our  career  that  it  is  c;enerally  a 
hard  frost  on  New- Year's  Day; — however  wet  and  sloppy  the  weather 
may  be  up  to  the  end  of  the  year,  it  generally  turns  over  a  new  leaf 
on  that  day.  New- Yearns  Day  is  generally  a  bright,  biting,  bitter,  sun- 
shiny day,  with  starry  ice,  and  a  most  decided  anti-hunting  feeling 
about  it — ^light,  bright,  airy,  ringy,  auything  but  cheery  for  hunting. 

Thus  it  was  in  Sir  Harry  Scattercash's  county.  Having  smoked  and 
drank  the  old  year  out,  the  captains  and  company  retired  to  their  couches 
without  thinking  about  huntmg.  Mr.  Sponge,  indeed,  was  about  tired 
of  asking  when  the  hounds  would  be  eoing  out.  It  was  otherwise,  how- 
ever, with  the  rising  fi^eneration,  who  were  up  betimes,  and  began 
pouring  in  upon  Nonsuch  House  in  every  species  of  garb,  on  every  descrip- 
tion of  stee((  by  every  line  and  avenue  of  approach. 

''  Holloa !  what's  up  now?"  exclaimed  Lady  Scattercash,  as  she 
caught  view  of  the  first  batch  rounding  the  comer  for  the  front  of  the 
house. 

''  Who  have  we  here?"  asked  Miss  Howard,  as  a  ponderous,  party- 
coloured  clown,  on  a  great,  curiy-coated  carriage-horse,  brought  up 
the  rear.  • 

'^  Early  callers,"  observed  Captain  Seedeybuck,  eating  away  com- 
placently. 

"  Friends  of  Mr.  Sponge's,  most  likely,*'  suggested  Captain  Quod. 

"  Some  of  the  Utile  Sponges  come  to  see  their  pa,  peihaps,"  lisped 
Miss  Glitters,  pretending  to  be  shocked  after  she  had  said  it. 

^'Brayo,  Miss  Glitters,"  exclaimed  Captain  Cutitfat,  clapping  his 
hands. 

'^/said  nothing,  captain,"  observed  the  young  lady,  with  becoming 
prudery. 

'*  Here  we  are  again!"  exclaimed  Captain  Quod,  as  a  troop  of  various- 
sized  urchins,  in  pea-jackets,  with  blue  noses  and  red  comforters,  on  very 
shaggy  ponies,  the  two  youngest  swinging  in  panniers  over  an  ass,  drew 
up  alongside  of  the  first  comers. 

"Who's  sliding-scale  of  children  is  that,  I  wonder!"  exclaimed  Miss 
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Howard,  contemplatiag  ih»  wjin^  osbs  of  Aob  cluibby  &ees  Juoigh 
the  plate-glass  wiodow. 

^^  Thej  nmst  be  oa  thdr  wsr  to  the  Grtfli  Exhilntiaii  of  Naftiooal 
Industiy  to  show  agamst  ^&m  pnnoe^B  little  people^''  obsenred  ISfiss  Glifc- 
teniy  eyeing'  them. 

''  There  you  ar»  again^  liGw  G.!"  exelainied  Ci^taia  Cutit&t. 

^^  I  said  Aodufig/'  replied  the  young  lady,  looking  qwte  innocent. 

"  O  0-  o — \  nof  replied  the  captanv  pnt&g  Us  tfaunb  to  hif 
note,  and  making  a  fan  of  his  fingeis. 

Another  hatdi  now  iKwe  in  sight. 

<<  Oh,  those  are  the  little  (hiecup)  Baws^"  observed  Sir  Hairy,  catch* 
iiig  sight  of  the  sky-bhie  collar  on  the  servant's  long  drab  coat.  ^^  Good 
fellow,  old  Johany  Raw ;  ask  theB  to  (faacei]^)  ixr,''  otwdmied  he,  <*  and 
give  them  some  (hiocnp)  cherry  brandy;^'  and  tiberenpon  Sir  Etazry  began 
nodding  and  smiling,  and  making  signs  to  them  to  eome  in*  The 
youngsters,  however,  maintained  their  pontios. 

<<  The  little  stupexes !"  exclaimed  Miss  Glitters,  gon^  to  the  window, 
and  throwing  up  the  sash.  ^^  Come  in,  young  gentkmen  F*  cried  riie,  in 
a  command]^  tone,  addresamg  herself  to  the  last  commrs.  ^  Come  in, 
and  have  some  toffy  and  lidlypops !  D'ye  hear  ?''  continued  shey  in  a  still 
kyoder  voice,  and  motioning'  her  head  towards  the  door. 

The  boys  sat  mute. 

*^  You  littlo  stupid  antmak,"  muttered  sbe:,  in  aoi  imder  tone,  as  the 
cold  air  struck  upon  her  beantifulfy  formed  henL  *'  Come  in,  like  good 
boys,"  added  die^  in  a  louder  key,  poiatiag'  wiih  her  finger  towards  the 
door. 

^<  Nop,  thenk  ye,"  at  last  drawled  the  elder  of  tiie  boys. 

"•  Nor,  thenk  ye!"  replied  Miss  Glitters,  imkatiog  the  drawl  <'  Why 
not  ?"  asked  she,  sharply. 

The  boy  stared  stupidly. 

"  Why  won't  you  come  in  P"  asked  she,  i^^ain  addressing  Mm. 

^' Don't  know,"  replied  the  boy,  staring  vacantly  at  his  younger 
brother,  as  he  rubbed  a  pearl  off  his  nose  on  to  the  bade  of  his  hand. 

''Don't  know  !"  ejaculated  Miss  Glitters,  stamping  with  her  foot  on 
the  Turkey  carpet. 

^  Mar  siud  we  hadn't,"  whined  the  younger  boy,  coming  to  the  rescue 
of  his  brother.  • 

<'  Mar  said  we  hadn't!"  retorted  the  £ur  interrogator.     **•  Why  not  ?" 

"  Don't  know,"  replied  the  elder. 

«  Don't  know  I  you  little  stupid  anknal,"  snapped  Miss  Glitters,  the 
cold  air  increasing  the  warmth  of  her  temper.  ''  I  wonder  what  you  do 
know.  Why  did  your  ma  say  you  were  not  to  come  in  ?"  continued 
die,  addressing  the  younger  one. 

''  Because — ^because,"  hesitated  he,  '^  she  said  the  house  was  full  of 
trumpets." 

''  Trumpets,  you  little  scamp!"  exclaimed  Miss  Glitters,  reddening  up; 
^'  I'll  get  a  whip  and  cut  your  jacket  into  ribbons  on  your  back."  And 
thereupon  she  banged  down  the  window  and  closed  the  conversation. 
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Bot  lee^-  oBxx  wore,  tib6  liw/r  cMt  awB  y, 

Borne  bares  ber  fbvdiMd,  and  ooafrontB  the  da^: 

ABsunes  her  knrdlj  statioa  by  the  throne, 

And  deems  the  people,  like  the  princey  her  own^ — Lux  Benata, 

Nothing  is  more  chameleon-like  or  mofe  B&jpptrj  thoa  Romaniflai, 
K  ebargedwi&  ambition,  it  aoMswenr  hy  meekness;  if  tas6d  with  pride, 
it  ea^  itself  "towK;^  if  rebuked  for  indeoeiiej,  it  says  there  are 
mweh  wors*  things  m  ^  Holy  Writ!  The  storm  of  oratioas  and 
ifritiQgB  aroosed  hf  the  Pope's  aggressioD  on  her  Mmsty's  anthorky,  and 
OA  ihe  K^rties  and  iBdcpendeDce  of  her  people,  vy  the  partitioning 
of  England  into  Roman  Cadiolic  dioeeees^  and  die  appointment  of  s 
Bomanist  hierarch — a  nominal  cardioal  Arehbishop  of  WestnunslBr — and 
the  ready  answers  of  a  ghb^  insi^ons  foe^  would,  by  their  very  subtlety 
and  sophistry,  present  a  rational  sonree  of  wonder  and  amusement^  were 
it  not  for  the  invaluable  intellectual,  mora],  and  religioua  pririleges  that 
are  a*  stake. 

According  to  Dr.  Wiseman,  Bidiop  of  Melipotannis,  ^  The  Pope  has 
assumed  a  ngbt;  he  has  parcelled  ont  the  land;  he  has  named  archbishops 
and  bishops.  1^  aocording  to  the  oath  taken  by  non-Catholics,  the  Pope 
not  only  ought  not  to  have,  but  really  has  not,  power  or  jurisdidaon, 
spiritaal  or  eederiasticaS,  in  these  reanns,  it  follows  that,  aocording  to 
th«»,  the  Pope's  ecderiastical  acts  with  regard  to  England  are  mexe 
noIhtieB,  and  are  reputed  to  hare  no  exiateiice.  It  is  as  though  the  Pope 
had  not  spoken^  and  had  not  issued  any  docmnent.  To  act  otherwise  is 
to  recognise  an  efficient  act  of  power  on  his  part." 

It  wonid  be  insulting'  the  reader's  intdugenee  to  dwell  upon  the 
absurdity  of  Dr.  Wiseman's  view  of  his  own  position.  As  well  might 
some  remote  descendant  of  the  Stuarts  set  up  as  king,  on  the  £aith  of 
lus  hereditary  daim,  and  not  being  acknowledged,  still  hold  possesaon 
of  St.  Jameses,  informing  at  the  same  time  the  authorities,  that,  if  they 
perseeuted  him  for  that  assumption  of  power,  they  would  by  that  rwj  act 
be  acknowledgisg  his  right  I  Lucky  it  is  that  in  all  matters  of  au- 
thcBity,  civil  and  military,  the  course  to  be  pursued  in  cases  of  aggression 
are  few,  simjde,  and  effective;  in  religious  matters  tiiey  are,  unfortu- 
nately, devious,  slow,  and  unsatisfactory. 

Some  rampant  demagogues,  re-echomg  the  sophistries  of  St.  George's, 
Westminster,  would  have  us  beheve  that  no  real  danger  exists.  "  Sisoffile, 
downright  intoUraneey^  they  assert,  '<  is  at  tiie  bottom  of  the  feehng 
antagonistic  to  Roman  domination."  ^  It  is  not  fear,"  tiiey  say,  '*  but 
blind  intolerant  hate,  that  has  aroused  the  land."  The  same  party 
appeals  in  equally  strong  terms  to  that  charity  which  constitutes  tne 
basis  and  essence  of  all  Christianity,  as  well  as  to  the  well-known  spirit 
of  British  toleration,  to  leave  the  Homanist  clergy  in  the  tranquil  enjoy- 
ment of  their  yearly  increasing  power  and  dominion. 

The  Roman  Catholic  dergy*  protest  in  the  same  manner  against  the 


*  In  any  discussions  having  refoenoe  to  the  cxafk  and  assumption  of  the  Bo- 
man  Churdi,  we  must  ever  difftingnish  the  clergy  from  the  laity.  The  recent 
measures  of  the  Italian  deigy  are  as  much  levelled  against  the  freedom  of  English 
Boman  Catholics  aa  against  Protestants.    Had  the  diviskm  of  iiBgland  into 
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new  nominations  being  called  aggressive;  yet  Dr.  Wiseman's  own  words 
have  been  conclusively  dted  in  proof  of  the  hcL  *^  We  were  told,"  says 
he,  "  again  and  again,  that  the  Pope  durst  not  name  ordinary  bishops  in 
England,  because  conscious  of  not  having  authority  to  do  so."  It  is 
precisely  in  the  removal  of  this  obstacle  that  the  aggression  has  been 
committed.  In  proportion  as  the  '^ authority"  of  the  Pope  has  been 
advanced,  the  authority  of  the  Crown  has  been  invaded,  and  the  deve- 
lopment of  the  Romisn  Church  is  the  exact  measure,  it  has  been  justly 
remarked,  of  the  aggression  upon  our  own. 

Dr.  Cumming  denounced  we  new  hierarchs,  as  swearing  upon  their 
nomination  never  to  cease  from  persecuting  Protestants  and  other  so- 
called  schismatic  and  heretic  sects.  *' Englishmen,"  said  the  Scottish 
Protestant  doctor,  *'are  plain  matter-of-fact  meu, — ^honest  men, — ^strangers 
to  shuffing,  especially  to  Popish  shuffling;  and  we  must  have  plain 
matter-of-fact,  downright  statements."  Yet,  what  was  the  answer  Dr. 
Cumming  succeeded  in  forcing  from  his  antagonists  ?  In  the  copy  of 
the  Pontificaly  kept  at  the  episcopal  residence  in  Grolden-square, — the 
copy,  perhaps,  generally  used  in  the  consecration  of  bishops  in  England 
— the  sentence  is  cancelled  I 

True  toleration  is  an  inestimable  blessing.  Our  ancestors  endeavoured 
to  secure  to  their  country  Protestantism,  as  the  purest  and  most  liberal 
form  of  Christianity,  and  as  preferable  to  the  most  bigoted  and  corrupt 
one — viz.,  Romanism.  They  also  endeavoured  to  exclude  the  latter, 
because  they  believed  that  Popery  was  not  only  detrimental  to  the  in- 
terests and  morals  of  the  community,  but  because  it  had  a  tendency  to 
weaken,  if  not  to  withdraw,  that  allegiance  which  was  due  to  the  sovereign 
power  of  this  empire.  The  Roman  Catholic  clergy  argue  as  if  to  sup- 
port them  was  an  act  of  mere  toleration ;  whereas,  in  reality,  they  would 
destroy  that  great  national  blessing,  by  subverting  Protestantism,  which 
has  always  not  only  professed,  but  practised  toleration,  and  reinstate  the 
system  of  Popery,  by  which  toleration  has  been  uniformly  repudiated. 
Toleration,  therefore,  of  a  power  which  aU  history  and  existing  facts 
attest  to  aim  at  universal  empire,  is  no  longer  toleration,  but  weakness, 
supineness,  and  base  yielding,  or  a  treacherous  abdication  of  our  principles.* 

So  also  is  Charity  the  first  of  Christian  virtues,  but  ''that  good-will 

diocefies  been  the  work  of  the  Roman  Catholic  body  resident  in  England,  it  would 
have  been  an  act  of  undoubted  arrogance,  but  it  would  have  been  infinitely  less 
repugnant  than  when  effected  by  a  foreign  bishop.  An  eminent  Roman  Catholic 
nobleman—Lord  Beaumont,  and  the  natural  leader  and  head  of  the  Roman  Ca- 
tholic laity  in  this  country — ^the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  have  both  op^y  and  candidly 
expressed  their  opinions,  that  such  measures  are  totally  incompatible  with  alle- 
giance  to  our  Sovebeign,  and  with  our  Conbtitutiok.  ^  Thus,"  says  the  Timu^ 
most  pointedly,  "  while  our  philosophical  Radicals  and  dtUttanH  politicians  are 
writing  eloquent  letters  to  show  that  the  press  and  people  of  England  are  the 
most  intolerant  and  unreasonable  of  mankind,  a  voice  is  raised  from  the  ancestral 
head  of  the  Roman  Catholics  themselves,  to  prove  how  true  is  th§|r  instinct,  how 
just  their  indignation,  how  reasonable  their  protest."  We,  in  common  with 
others,  cannot  but  feel  gratefnl  to  these  noblemen  for  their  timely  avowal,  and  we, 
with  others,  honour  not  less  the  moral  courage  which  has  enabled  them  to  make 
it,  than  the  clear  and  unbiassed  good  sense  which  has  led  them  to  perceive  its 
truth. 

♦  "  Popery  in  Power  will  be  found  the  same  in  every  King's  Reign— a  Rebel  to 
Protestant  Sovereigns,  and  a  pernicious  Element  in  Society."— "The  desire  of 
Earthly  Power  is  an  ever  active  Passion  in  Romanism." — "  PoPKar  ih  Power  ;  or, 
The  Spirit  of  the  Vatican:  to  which  is  added,  Priestcraft;  or,  The  Monarch  of  the 
Middle  Ages:  a  Drama  by  Joseph  Tumley."  Effingham  Wilson.— A  well-timed 
and  clever  work,  with  many  brilliant  passages,  but  excessively  diff^ose. 
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to  men,  which  effectually  inclines  one  imbued  with  it  to  glorify  Grod,  and 
to  do  good  to  others,"  would  never  prompt  even  those  most  so  inclined 
to  sacrifice  all  that  is  near  and  dear  to  them  to  an  actual  martyrdom  of 
intellectual,  moral,  and  religious  freedom,  and  possible  martyrdom  of 
their  persons.  The  spirit  of  Popery,  when  dominant,  dragged  its  victims 
to  the  stake.  That  day  is  gone  by,  but  the  spirit  remains  the  same,  and 
the  form  itself  might  easily  be  revived  by  the  fierce  passions  begat  by 
controversy,  and  crowned  by  power  and  success.  It  was  only  the  other 
day  that  the  restoration  of  the  Inquisition  was  proposed  in  France,  as 
the  only  panacea  for  existing  social  evils.  If  the  present  and  the  future 
can  be  judged  of  by  the  past  (and  such  are  the  chief  advantages  to  be 
derived  £rOm  history),  the  Romanists  would  not  be  long  in  power  in  this 
country  before  the  intolerant  and  bigoted  spirit  of  their  diurch  would 
manifest  itself  in  acts  of  persecution  and  of  insidious  revenge.* 

Freedom  of  conscience,  too,  so  fairly  claimed  by  the  Romans,  is  the  birth- 
right of  the  human  race.  Protestants  do  not  question  it.  The  Romanist 
clergy,  on  the  contrary,  are  bound  to  persecute  all  who  differ  from  them. 
We  do  not  upbraid  the  Roman  Catholics  for  following  particular  beliefs  and 
forms  of  worship— the  path  of  salvation  is  for  them  as  well  as  for  us  and 
others;  let  all  pursue  it  according  as  they  think  their  way  the  most  secure, 
or  the  most  direct.  We  upbraid  those  who,  pretending  to  be  of  the  Pro« 
testant  Church,  disavow  the  supremacy  of  its  head  by  God's  providence ; 
as  well  as  those  who  assimilate  the  forms  of  one  church  to  those  of  another. 
And  we  still  more  loudly  disclaim,  and  that  without  the  slightest  reference 
to  freedom  of  conscience,  against  those  who,  belonging  to  an  alien  church, 
usurp  titles  in  this  country  which  are  insulting  to  ue  nation  at  large,  and 
whicn  set  the  Queen's  supremacy  and  the  supremacy  of  the  Protestant 
Church  at  defiance.  We  did  not  nominate  a  bishop  of  Rome :  the  Pope 
sent  us  an  Ardibishop  of  Westminster,  and  partitioned  out  all  England 
into  bishoprics.  An  act  of  arrogant  usurpation  is  effected,  and  when 
resisted,  the  disdaimants  are  taxed  with  intolerance!  What  would  France 
have  said  if  the  Calvinists  had  sent  an  Archbishop  of  the  Seine  to  Paris? 
What  the  Turks,  if  the  Tsar  had  nominated  a  Greek  Archbishop  of 
Istambol?  But  we,  who  love  and  respect  freedom  of  conscience,  are  to 
have  a  Romanist  cardinal  appointed  Archbishop  of  Westminster,  and  sub- 
mit in  silent  acquiescence,  or  be  charged  with  intolerance ! 

What  has  been  effected  by  the  concessions  of  the  last  twenty  years? 
First,  the  Roman  Catholic  Relief  Bill ;  then  the  grant  to  Maynooth ;  then 
the  payment  of  salaries  to  Popish  bishops,  and  the  recognition  of  their 
rank  among  Protestant  prelates;  and,  lastly,  the  act  repealing  the  laws  of 
Elizabeth.  Is  Popery  disarmed,  or  Ireland  conciliated?  No;  the  Synod 
of  Thurles  rejects  all  systems  of  international  education,  spurns  the  prof- 
fered conciliation  with  anything  but  the  charity  '*  which  seeks  the  good  of 
others^  though  with  prejudice  to  herself;"  while  the  Pope,  misled  by  a 
wily,  ambitious  priest,  is  induced  to  do  that  which  a  solemn  conclave  of 

*  It  is  not  very  generallj  known  that  an  ancestor  of  Dr.  Wiseman's  advocated 
the  employment  of  Uie  torture  so  late  as  in  the  Stuart's  time.  In  a  tract  entitled 
"  The  Law  of  Laws;  or,  The  Excellency  of  the  Civil  Law  above  all  Human  Laws 
whatsoever,"  by  Sir  Bobert  Wiseman,  Knight,  Doctor  of  Civil  Laws,  1664,  the 
writer  enters  into  an  elaborate  examination  of  the  subject,  and  openly  defends  the 
use  of  torture  in  judicial  proceedings.  It  is  a  gratifying  fact  that  Sir  Bobert 
Wiseman,  having  become  a  pervert  to  the  religion  of  Ids  master,  James  II.,  was 
compelled  to  follow  his  fortunes. 

Jan. — VOL.  xci.  no.  ccglzl  k 


128  EncroachmenU  of  Ae  Roman  CAwrclu 

ihe  Protestant  arehbUiK^  and  biBhcms  of  England  haa  dadaied  to  be 
*«n  act  of  arrogant  assumptkMi,"  «na  *^an  nnwarrantalile  inaolt  to  the 
chiucfa,  and  to  the  Qoeen'a  most  exceUent  majesty."  Charity  or  tokm- 
lion  to  so  vncfariatian  and  ^rninnical  a  ^wit  would  be,  it  is  qiute  evident^ 
not  only  mi^aoedy  but  a  want  of  patriotisiii  and  of  loyalty,  and  of  a  just 
sense  of  leligioos,  mora],  and  intellectual  liberty.  Had  oonoesaioa  gone 
any  further,  it  is  very  doubtful  if  the  State  would  hare  had  strength 
enough  left  sufficient  to  defimd  the  Ptotestant  Constitution  of  168S,  the 
Act  o£  Settlement,  or  the  right  <^  the  House  of  Hanover  to  the  British 
throne.  It  is,  perhaps,  foitunate  that  an  ambitious  (oieBt  has  so  £u  over- 
stepped the  mark  at  the  present  moment,  as  to  have  aroused  an  almost 
umyersal  spirit  of  reaction  and  of  opposition.  Perreraons,  aoAthe  creep* 
ing  in  of  bed  practioes  into  our  own  church,  were  gradually  undermining 
its  purity  and  simplicity,  and  paving  the  way  for  the  enemy.  These  ap- 
parently slight  evils  now  stand  out  in  all  their  truly  mischievous  import- 
ance and  significance;  at  the  same  time  that  the  few  weak,  tolerant 
latitudinarian  minds,  who  believed,  or  affected  to  believe,  in  the  humilit]r» 
sincerity,  and  loyalty  <^  the  Romanists^  and  have  been  parties  to  the 
granting  of  concession  after  coneesrion,  tUl  they  have  conmved  with  their 
enemies  to  bring  Protestantism  to  the  veige  of  apredpioe^  have  their  eyea 
now  fully  opened  to  the  impending  most  dangerous  crisis.* 

(<  This  our  country,"  say  the  archbishops  and  bishops,  in  their  address 
to  her  Majesty,  ^^  whose  church  bring  a  true  bran<Mi  of  Christ's  holy 
Catholic  Church,  m  which  the  pure  word  of  God  is  peached)  and  the 
sacraments  are  duly  ministered  according  to  Christ*s  ordinances,  is  treated 
by  the  bi^op  of  Rome  as  having  been  a  heathen  land,  and  is  congratu- 
lated at  its  restoration,  after  an  interval  of  300  years,  to  a  place  among 
the  churches  of  Christendom." 

A  system  of  ojnnions,  then,  which  the  same  address  goes  on  veiy 
justly  to  characterise  as  *^  inculcating  blasphemous  fables  and  dangerous 
deceits,"  which  our  f&thers  rejected  ikfter  centuries  of  controversy,  has 
been  revived,  and  in  this  Protestant  country  Christianity  is  attempted  to 
be  identified  with  Romanism.  To  seal  this  great  fsict  with  the  stamp  of 
authority,  the  ambitious  prelate  who  has  assumed,  by  virtue  o£  the  au- 
thority of  the  Bishop  of  Rome,  the  tide  <^  Archbishop  of  Westminster,  has 
also  taken  the  name  of  the  Roman  Pudens,  who,  by  his  marriage  with 
Claudia,  or  as  the  father  of  Pudentia,  was  indirectiy  instrumentid  in  in- 
troducing Christianity  into  these  realms.  Pudens  is  made  by  the  martyr- 
ologies  to  have  been  a  person  of  figure  at  Rome  of  the  senatorial  order; 
yet,  by  a  strange  inccmgruity,  he  is  also  deemed  to  have  been  one  of  the 
seventy  disciples.  Be  that  as  it  may,  it  is  certain  that  he  lived  in  the 
time  of  St  Paul,  who  sends  his  salutations,  writing  from  Rome,  to 
Timothy.  ^2  Tim.  iv.  21)  And  therefore  the  glad  tidings  of  tibe  Gospel, 
first  brou^t  to  Britain,  according  to  Southey,  in  his  ''Book  of  the 

^^^^-     ■»  M^M^^^— ^^-^^i^-^^W^.1.^.— ^^^^^i— ^^— i.^^^M^^^—  ■  ^  I  — ^».IM^^^M.— ^.^M    ■  M  ■■      ■  ■      ■  1^^— .^^^^— ^^M^M^^— ^I^^^W^^—i ^^^^H^W^^— ^—^^^i^^^^^* 

*  Colonel  Tempest  justly  obserred,  at  Bradford,  that  the  laity  said,  at  the  time 
of  the  Catholic  emancipation,  ^  Grant  us  that,  it  is  all  we  ask ;"  but  the  clergy  and 
political  agitators  soon  proclaimed  it  to  be  merely  an  instalment.  "  Who,"  added 
the  gallant  colonel,  *'  can  say  where  these  instalments  are  to  end?  The  Pope  has 
shown  very  plainly,  that  to  divide  the  supremacy  with  the  Queen  was  another  in- 
stalment. Would  the  Cardinal  Archbishop  of  Westminster  be  satisfied  with  St. 
George's  while  the  towers  of  Westminster  Abbey  were  in  sig^t?  or  the  Pope  con- 
tent with  a  division  of  power?  What  was  to  be  the  last  instalment  due  to  the 
Boman  CathoUcs?" 
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Chiwli/  \j  BnBi»  tfie  hAat  of  Carartairaw»  or  by  aaj  ladj  of  the  iaow 
HlaflfaJoMkiMuehQldyfaekingitothe  time  of  St.  Paul,  and  dates  aatenarlj 
te  the  axistMioe  of  any  croditable  Baeliop  of  Rome. 

^  Ceitam  German  obnrehee,"  Modieun  telk  114,  '^  are  {mdly  ambitkHis 
of  denying  tbeir  origin  from  8t  Peter,  and  bom,  liie  oonqMoions  of  tha 
oliur  anoatles.  The  &iton8,''  he  adds,  ''  axe  abo  willing  to  betievey  upon 
the  Mitkoiit)!  of  Bade,  that  under  the  leign  of  Maz^oa  Antoainni,  their 
king,  Locbs,  addxesBed  Ums^  to  ElaiSiemg,  the  Roomn  pontiff  lor 
doetecs  to  instniet  him  in  the  Chneiian  xehgioo,  and  baring  obtained  hif 
xeqncat,  emfamoed  the  GospeL"  If  this  traditioii  weie  the  tme  one,  Lndiif 
would  haye  been  a  more  correct  Roman,  and  yet  not  a  ''Romanist,**  dono- 
Msnatiina  for  the  pretended  arohluahop  than  Jnidens* 

'^  Bivi^'  adds  the  historian  Mosheun,  ''  these  tcaditioas  ane  eztiemely 
donbtfuii  and  are,  indeed,  rnected  by  such  as  have  learning  anfficieo^ 
to  weigh  the  credibifity  of  aacMot  nanations.''  ^'  These  things  are  donb^ 
H^'alsosays  6ondiey;  ''the  light  of  the  Word  dbone  here,^sa78  Fulkr, 
the  Church  hiatorian,  "  but  we  know  not  who  kindled  it."* 

It  was  not  till  the  year  596  that  liariy  Benedictine  monki^  with  Augus- 
tine at  their  head,  were  sent  into  Botam  by  Gxegoiy  the  Gixeat^  nreyiouB 
to  the  elevation  of  that  ambitious  prelate  to  the  Popedom.  It  is  noto- 
aous,  to  aU  who  are  but  HtUe  acquainted  with  eodesiastioal  history,  that 
the  uaiyersal  bishoptie  of  the  Pope  was  not  granted  till  the  year  606.f 
Bertha,  Ethelbert's  queen,  had,  previous  to  this,  brought  over  from  France 
a  household  establishment  of  clerici^  with  a  prelate,  by  name  Idudhardy 
at  their  head,  who  officiated  at  the  prettily  situated,  and  still  eziating 
Bomaa  church  of  St.  Martin,  near  Canterbury. 

The  Romanist  doctrine  of  the  Pope's  supremacy,  and  his  right  of 
general  superintendence  over  the  ^iritual  concems  of  the  Church  of 
Christ,  cannot  be  spplied  to  this  country  from  the  conrersioiis  effected 
by  the  Benedictines.  If  the  bestowing  of  a  benefit  oonferved  either  ciril 
or  ecclesiastical  power,  we  should  owe  obedience  to  ScolJand  lather  than 
to  Rome.  Aii^Mn^  aaid  Chad,  and  Dmma,  contributed  much  more  than 
Augustine  to  the  general  or  eventual  conversion  of  England.  No  alle- 
gianoe  vras  sworn  to  Rome  by  the  converts;  no  submissiQn  to  the  autho- 
rity of  the  Pope  was  required  by  the  missionaries.  Rome  was  the  most 
learned  and  civilised  place  at  that  time  in  the  known  world;  the  corrup- 
tions of  its  chuxdi  had  made  comparatively  but  little  progress  ;|  its 


*  The  andent  Brituli  Church,  by  iwiumisoever  planted,  was  a  stranger  to  tiie 
Bishop  of  Borne  and  his  pretended  anlhority.— "Blackstone's  CanuneBtarifis," 
k  iv.,  c  8.  "The  History  of  the  Chuch  of  JElngUnd,"  by  J.  B.  S.  Car- 
withen,  B.D. 

t  See  Mr.  Hallam's  admirable  and  eloquent  chapter  on  the  ecclesiastical 
power,  in  the  second  volume  of  the  ^  History  of  the  libddle  Ages,**  and  Mr.  Ois- 
home's  volume  of  essays.  Pope  Gregory  disclaimed  the  title  of  Supreme  Pontifil 
— "  Hist.  Pc^.,**  part  11, 133,  e<  m^.    Townsend,  p.  79. 

X  The  ceremony  of  kissing  the  Pope's  toe  was  not  introduced  till  about  750; 
the  worship  of  images  was  authorised  by  the  second  Coundl  of  Nice  in  the  year 
787;  solitary,  or  private  masses,  and  masses  for  the  dead,  were  mtroduoed  shortly 
aftmrards.  Transabstantiation  and  the  sacrifice  of  the  mass  did  not  take  its  rise 
till  about  850.  The  decretals  by  the  Pope  extending  the  limits  of  their  jurisdiction 
and  authority  were  not  issued  till  the  latter  end  of  the  same  century.  Then  fol- 
lowed the  introduction  of  all  kinds  of  deceits  and  superstitions,  such  as  imposing 
fictitious  relics  upon  the  credulity  of  the  people — ^the  institution  of  superstitious 
iSwtivals,  as  that  of  the  assumption  of  the  Y  irgin  Mary— 4he  imposition  of  legends ; 
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''Thankee,*'  replied  Mr.  Spon^  maldag  a  pactiag  bcyw;  <' Til  get 
hku  at  die  stable." 

^  111  go  ynitt  yon,"  said  Jog,  leadk^  the  way. 

Leather  had  saddled,  and  bndled,  and  turned  hiin  rowid  in  the  ataU, 
with  one  of  Mr»  Jog's  UaoJcet-ims  on,  which  Mr.  Sponge  jiiat  swept 
over  his  tail  into  the  manger,  and  led  the  horse  out 

^  Adieu!"  said  he,  offering  his  hand  to  his  host 

*'  Good-by« !  — •  good  (puff)  a^ort  to  you,"  said  Jpg,  shaldag  it 
heaztily. 

Mr.  Sponge  then  moanted  his  hael^  oocked  ooit  his  toe^  and  rode  off 
at  a  canter. 

At  the  same  moment  Bartholomew  di<ov8  away  fixMB  the  front  door ; 
«lid  Jog,  havii^  stood  watching  the  phaeton  over  the  rise  of  Penny- 
pcrand  Hill,  scraped  his  feet,  re-entered  his  house,  and  rubbing  than 
heartily  on  the  mal^  as  he  dosed  the  sash-door,  observed  aloud  to  hioa- 
aelil^  with  a  jexk  (^hifi  head — 

'^  Well,  now,  that's  the  most  impittent  feller  I  ever  saw  in  my  life!" 

The  cucuitous  and  misceUaneous  transit  described  by  Mr.  Crowdey, 
as  eonstitutisg  his  posi^  caused  Mr.  Sponge  to  arrive  at  Nonsuch  House 
before  his  letter,  where  his  ooming  or  jum-oomuag  funished  the  usual 
discussion  incidental  to  idleness.  Indeed,  the  inmates  had  been  betting 
upon  it:  the  odds  at  first  beii^  a  hundred  to  one  in  favour  of  his  coming, 
without  any  takers,  though  they  had  fallen  on  the  arrival  ctf  the  post 
without  an  answer — not  that  the  captains  meant  to  pay  if  they  lost,  but 
they  thought  it  sounded  fine  talking  of  hundzedsL  We  believe  if  the 
contents  <$  all  the  purses  in  the  house  had  been  raked  together,  they 
would  not  have  produced  ten  pounds. 

'*  Well,  /  say  Mr.  Sponge  doesn't  come!"  exclaimed  Captain  Seedey- 
boek,  as  he  lay  full  1^:^^  with  his  shaggy,  greasy  head  on  the  fine 

oked  ove 


rose-colouzed  satin  sofii,  and  his  legs  cocked  over  the  ooshion. 

^<  Why  not?"  asked  Miss  Glitters,  who  was  beguiling  the  twilight  half- 
hour,  before  the  lighting  up  of  the  hilliard-room,  with  a  cigar. 

''Don't  know,"  replied  Seedeybuck,  twirling  his  mou^bache;  ''hot  I 
have  ^presentiment  he  won't" 

*^  Sure  to  come .'"  ezdaimed  Captain  Bounoey,  knocking  the  ashes  off 
}bb  cicar  on  to  the  Tonmay  carpet  '^  I'll  lay  toi  to  one — ten  fifties  to 
one—^does." 

«  What  sort  of  a  man  is  he?"  asked  Miss  Glitters,  adjusting  the  end 
of 


<<  Oh — why — ^ha — hem — haw — ^he's  Just  an  oidinaiy  sort  of  a  man — 
nothing  particular  any  way,"  drawled  Uaptain  Seedeybuck,  now  wetting 
and  twirhng  his  moustadie. 

'^  Two  legs,  a  head,  a  back,  and  so  on,  I  presume,"  rained  the  lady. 

'^  Just  so,"  assented  Captain  Seedeybuck. 

*'  He's  a  horsey-looking  sort  of  man,  I  should  aay,"  observed  C^tain 
Bounoey;  '^  walks  as  if  he  ought  to  be  riding — wears  vinegar  tops." 

'^  Hate  vinegar  tops  "  growled  Seedeybock. 

Just  then,  in  came  Lady  Scattercash,  attended  by  Mr.  Orlando 
Bugles,  the  ladies'  attractions  having  caused  that  distingiashed  pexfoimer 
to  forfeit  his  engagement  at  the  Surrey  Theatre;  Captain  Cutit£it,  Bpb 
Spangles,  and  Sir  Harry  quickly  followed,  and,  being  short  of  a  aubject, 
the  Sponge  discussion  was  renewed.  ^ 
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*'  Wlio  81^  old  hnmn  boots  cones?"  esdaimed  Seedeybucik,  from  the 
sofa. 

**  Who's  that  with  his  dirty  head  on  my  ssdn  8o£ft  ?"  asked  the  lady. 
Bob  Spangles,"  replied  Soedeyboek. 

Nothing  of  the  sort^''  rejoined  the  lady;  ^^and  Til  trouble  yoa  to 
getaffi" 

^  Can't— Fto  got  a  bone  in  my  leg/'  rejoined  the  captain. 

^*  111  soon  make  you,"  repfied  her  ladyship^  seisng  the  scpiab,  and 
pnlling  it  on  to  the  floor. 

As  the  captain  was  acramUing  up,  in  came  Petec,  one  of  the  wageless 
footmen,  with  candles,  which  htmng  distiibated  equitahly  about  the 
room,  he  approached  Lady  Scattercash,  and  asked,  in  an  iadependent 
sort  of  way,  what  room  Mr.  Soapsuds  was  to  have. 

"  Soapsuds ! — Soapsadsl — that's  not  his  name,"  exclaimed  her  lady- 
ship. 

^Sponge,  you  ibol!— Soopey  Sponge,"  eachamed  Cutitftit,  who  owed 
l^ter  a  gradge  ibr  dribblii^  some  white  soup  over  his  new  black  coat. 

"  He's  not  come,  has  he?"  asked  Miss  Glitters,  eagerly. 

"  Yes,  my  lady — tiiaf  s  to  say,  miss,"  replied  Peter. 

^'  Come,  has  be  1"  bhorassed  three  or  four  voices. 

^  Well,  he  must  have  a  (fascoiip)  room,"  observed  Sir  Hsny.  *^  The 
green — the  one  above  the  billiaid-room  willdo^"  added  he. 

^'  But  /  have  that  Sir  Harry,"  exdaimed  Miss  Howard. 

''  Oh,  it'll  hold  two  well  enough,"  observed  Miss  Glitters. 

^  Then  you  can  be  the  second,**  replied  ]!tfiss  Howard,  with  a  toes  of 
her  head. 

<<  Indeed !"  sneered  Miss  Glittess,  bridlmg  up.     ^'11^  that." 

''  Well,  bat  where  is  the  (hioeap)  man  to  be  put?"  asked  Sir  Harry. 

^'  There's  Ladofwax's  room,"  suggested  her  ladyship. 

^'  The  cape's  locked  the  door  and  taken  the  key  with  him,"  replied 
the  footman ;  ^  he  said  he'd  be  back  in  a  day  or  two." 

^  Bade  in  a  (faioeup)  pr  two^"  observed  Sir  Harry.  ^  Where  is  he 
gone?'' 

The  man  smiled. 

^'  Borrowedy**  observed  Captain  Quod,  with  an  eni^asis. 

'« Indeed!"  exdaimed  Sir  Hany;  adding,  ''weU,  I  thoi^fat  that  was 
Nabbom's  ^  with  the  old  giey." 

**  Hell  not  be  back  in  a  hurry,"  observed  Bomcey.  ^'  Hell  be  like 
the  Boulogne  gentlemen,  who  are  always  going  to  England  but  never  go." 

"  Poor  Wax,"  observed  Quod ;  **  he  s  a  big  fool,  to  give  him  his  due." 

"  If  you  give  him  his  due  it's  more  than  he  gives  other  people,  it 
seems,"  observed  Miss  Howard. 

'^  Oh !  fiev  Miss  H.  I"  exclaimed  Captain  SeedeybucL 

''  Well,  but  the  (hiccup)  man  must  have  a  (hiccup)  bed  somewhere," 
observed  Sir  Harry ;  adding  to  the  footman,  "  you'd  better  (hiccup)  the 
door  open,  you  know." 

^'  Perhaps  you  d  better  try  what  one  of  yours  will  do,"  observed  Bob 
Spangles,  to  the  convulsion  of  the  oompany. 

In  the  midst  of  their  mirth  Mr.  Bottleends  was  seen  piloting  Mr. 
Sponge  up  to  her  ladyship. 

^'  Mr.  So^y  Sponge,  my  lady,"  said  he,  in  as  low  and  de&rential  a 
tone  as  if  he  got  his  wages  every  quarter-day. 


ISO  Soapejf  Spmijfe^s  Sportiag  Taur^ 

^'Thankee,*'  replied  Mr.  Spon^  maldag  a  pactiag  bcyw;  <<  Til  get 
bim  at  the  stable." 

^  111  go  \vath  you,"  said  Jog,  leadk^  tbe  way. 

Leather  had  saddled,  and  bndled,  and  turned  him  round  in  the  ataU, 
vith  one  of  Mr.  Jog's  Uanket-ni^  on,  which  Mr.  Spoi^  juat  awept 
over  his  tail  into  the  manger,  and  led  the  horse  out. 

^  Adieu!"  said  he,  o£Eering  his  hand  to  his  host 

*^  Good-bye !  — •  good  (piff)  jport  to  you,"  SMd  Jqg,  shaldag  it 
heaztily. 

Mr.  Sponge  then  moimted  his  hack,  oocked  ooit  his  toe^  and  rode  off 
at  a  canter. 

At  the  same  moment  Bartholomew  drove  away  from  the  front  door ; 
and  Jog,  havii^  stood  watching  the  phaeton  over  the  rise  of  Penny- 
pound  Hill,  scraped  his  feet,  re-entered  his  house,  and  rubbing  than 
heartily  on  the  mat^  as  he  <dosed  the  sash-door,  observed  aloud  to  hioa- 
aeU^  with  ajezk  (^his  head — 

'<  Well,  now,  that's  the  most  impittent  feller  I  ever  saw  in  my  life!" 

The  cucuitous  and  misofillaneous  transit  described  by  Mr.  Crowdey, 
as  constituting  his  posl^  caused  Mr.  Sponge  to  aniye  at  Nonsuch  House 
before  his  letter,  where  his  coming  or  jum-oomuag  funished  the  usual 
discussion  incidental  to  idleness.  Indeed,  the  inmates  had  been  betting 
n^Kui  it:  the  odds  at  first  beiz^  a  hundred  to  one  in  £Eurour  of  his  ccMning, 
without  any  takers,  though  they  had  fallen  on  the  arrival  ctf  the  post 
vrithout  an  answer — not  that  the  c^>tains  meant  to  pay  if  they  lost,  but 
they  thought  it  sounded  fine  talking  of  hundvedsL  We  believe  if  the 
contents  <x  all  the  purses  in  the  boose  had  been  raked  togetbery  they 
would  not  have  produced  ten  pounds. 

'^  Well,  /  say  Mr.  Sponge  doesn't  come!"  exdaimed  Captain  Seedey- 
bnck,  as  he  lay  full  lei^fth,  with  bis  shaggy,  greasy  bead  on  the  fine 
roscHooloured  satin  sofii,  and  his  legs  cocked  over  the  cushion. 

^'  Why  not?"  asked  Miss  Glitters,  who  was  beguiling  the  twilight  half- 
hour,  before  the  lighting  up  of  the  billiard-room,  with  a  cigar. 

^'Don't  know,"  replied  Seedeybuck,  twirling  his  mouaiache;  ''but  I 
have  9k  presentiment  he  won't." 

^*  Sure  to  come  P*  exclaimed  Captain  Bonnoey,  knocking  the  ashes  off 
his  dear  on  to  the  Touznay  carpet.  *'  I'll  lay  tea  to  one — ten  fifties  to 
one-Hie  does." 

<<  What  sort  of  a  man  is  he?"  asked  Miss  Glitters,  adjusting  the  end 
of  her  cigar* 

«  Oh — why — ^ha — hem — haw — he's  just  an  ordinaiy  sort  of  •  man — 
nothing  particular  any  way,"  drawled  Captain  Seedeybuck,  now  wetting 
and  twirling  his  moustache. 

Two  1^8,  a  head,  it  back,  and  so  on,  I  presume;,"  rained  the  lady. 
Just  so,"  assented  Captain  Seedeybuck. 

^'  He's  a  horsey-lookmg  sort  of  man,  I  should  say,"  observed  Captain 
Bounoey;  "  walks  as  if  he  ought  to  be  riding — wears  vinegar  tops." 

"  Hate  vinegar  tops,"  growled  Seedeybuck. 

Just  then,  in  came  Lady  Scatteicash,  attended  by  liSx,  Orlando 
Bugles,  the  ladies'  attractions  having  caused  that  distinguished  performer 
to  forfeit  his  engagement  at  the  Surrey  Theatre;  Captain  CuUt&t,  Bpb 
Spangles,  and  Sir  Hany  quickly  IbUowed,  and,  bdng  short  of  a  subject, 
the  Sponge  discussion  was  renewed.  0 
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'^  W1k>  Bsys  old  hnmn  boots  comes?"  esdauned  Seedejbuek,  from  the 

S0&. 

**  Who's  that  with  Us  dirty  head  on  my  satin  8o£ft  ?"  asked  the  lady. 

'*  Bob  Spaagles,"  implied  Soedeyboek. 

^Nothing  of  tjhe  sort,"  rejoined  the  lady;  ''and  Til  trouble  yo«  to 
getaffi" 

**  Caa't-^rye  got  a  bone  in  my  leg,"  njoined  the  captain. 

^111  soon  make  you,"repEBd  her  ladyship,  seisx^  the  sqpab,  and 
pulling  it  on  to  the  floor. 

As  the  eaptaan  was  scrambling  i^  in  came  Petec,  one  of  die  wageless 
footmen,  with  candles,  which  htmng  distiibated  equitidily  about  the 
room,  he  approadied  Lady  Scatteroash,  and  asked,  in  an  independent 
sort  of  way,  what  room  Mr.  Soapsnds  was  to  have. 

^*  Soapsuds ! — Soapsadsl — that's  not  his  name,"  exdaiTneH  her  lady- 
ship. 

^  Sponge,  you  ibol! — Soapey  Sponge,"  eadaimed  Cntitftit,  who  owed 
Peter  a  gradge  for  dribbling  some  white  soap  over  his  new  black  coat. 

"  He's  not  come,  has  he?"  asked  Miss  Glitters,  eagerly. 

"  Yes,  my  lady — tiialfs  to  say,  miss,"  replied  Peter. 

'^  Come,  has  be  f  ohorassed  three  or  four  voices. 

^  Wdl,  he  most  have  a  (hicoBp)  room,"  observed  Sir  Hazry.  *'  The 
green — the  one  above  the  billiaid-room  willdo^"  added  he. 

'^  But  /  have  that  Sir  Harry,"  exdaimed  Miss  Howard. 

''  Oh,  it'll  hold  two  well  enough,"  observed  Miss  Glitters. 

^  Then  you  can  be  the  seeona,'*  replied  Miss  Howard,  with  a  toes  of 
her  head. 

<<  Indeed !"  sneered  Miss  Glitters,  bridlmg  up.     ^'  I  like  that" 

*'  Well,  but  where  is  the  (hiocap)  man  to  be  put  ?"  asked  Sir  Harry. 

''  There's  Ladofwax's  room,"  suggested  her  ladyship. 

**  The  eaptin's  locked  the  door  and  taken  the  key  with  him,"  replied 
the  footman ;  *^  he  said  he'd  be  back  in  a  day  or  two." 

^  Back  in  a  (faioeup)  pr  two,"  observed  Sir  Harry.  ^  Where  is  he 
gone?" 

Hie  man  smiled. 

^*  Borrowedy**  observed  Captain  Quod,  with  an  entpharis. 

^^ Indeed!"  eadaimed  Sir  Hany;  adding,  '^well,  I  thoogfat  &a*  was 
Nabbom's  gig  with  the  old  grey." 

^  He'll  not  be  back  in  a  hurry,"  observed  Booncey.  '^  Hell  be  hke 
the  Boulogne  gentlemen,  who  are  always  going  to  Eng^ind  but  never  go." 

"  Poor  Wax,"  observed  Quod ;  "  he  s  a  big  fool,  to  give  him  his  due." 

^'  If  you  give  him  his  due  it's  more  than  he  gives  other  people,  it 
seems,"  observed  Miss  Howard. 

'^  Oh !  fiev  Miss  H. !"  exclaimed  Captain  SeedeybucL 

''  Well,  but  the  (hiccup)  man  must  have  a  (hiccup)  bed  somewhere," 
observed  Sir  Harry  ;  addmg  to  the  footman,  ^'  you'd  better  (hiccup)  the 
door  open,  you  know." 

"  Perhaps  you'd  better  try  what  one  of  yours  will  do,"  observed  Bob 
Spangles,  to  the  convulsion  of  the  company. 

In  the  midst  of  their  mirth  Mr.  Bottleends  was  seen  piloting  J!fr. 
Sponge  up  to  her  ladyship. 

^^  Mr.  Soi^y  Sponge,  my  lady,"  said  he,  in  as  low  and  de&rential  a 
tone  as  if  he  got  lus  wages  every  quarter-day. 
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^'Thankee,*'  replied  Mr.  Spon^  maldag  a  pactiag  bow;  ^<  Til  get 
bim  at  the  stable." 

^  rU  go  \ntfch  yon,"  said  Jog,  leadiog  tbe  way. 

Leatber  bad  saddled,  and  bridled,  and  turned  biin  Towid  in  tbe  ataU, 
vitb  one  of  Mr»  Jog's  UaoJcet-imB  on,  wbicb  Mr.  Sponge  juat  awept 
over  bis  tail  into  tbe  manger,  and  led  the  borse  out 

^  Adieu!"  said  be,  o&ring  bis  band  to  his  host 

*^  Good-bye !  — •  good  (p«iff)  a^ort  to  you,"  said  Jpg,  shaldag  it 
beaztily. 

Mr.  Sponge  then  moonted  bia  back,  oocked  ooit  his  toe^  and  loda  off 
at  a  canter. 

At  tbe  same  momea^  Bartholomew  drove  awfty  ^xmb  tbe  front  door ; 
■and  Jog,  bavii^  stood  watching  the  phaeton  over  the  rise  of  Penny- 
pound  Hill,  scraped  his  feet,  re-entered  his  bo<ise,  and  rubbing  than 
beartily  on  tbe  mal^  as  be  <dosed  tbe  sash-door,  observed  aloud  to  bioa- 
adil^  with  ajezk  (^biB  bead — 

'^  Well,  noir,  that's  the  most  ira^ttait  fieller  I  ever  saw  in  my  life!" 

The  circuitous  and  misofillaneous  transit  described  by  Mr.  Crowdey, 
as  constituting  bis  posl^  caused  Mr.  Sponge  to  arrive  at  Nonsuch  House 
before  bis  letter,  where  his  coming  or  non-oomiBg  fuznished  tbe  usaal 
discussion  incidental  to  idleness.  Indeed,  tbe  inmates  bad  been  betting 
upon  it:  tbe  odds  at  first  beii^  a  hundred  to  one  in  £Eurour  of  his  comiBg, 
witfaoot  any  takers,  though  they  had  fallen  on  the  arrival  <:^  tbe  post 
without  an  answer — not  diat  the  c^>tains  meant  to  pay  if  they  lost,  but 
they  thought  it  sounded  fine  talking  of  hnndvedsL  We  believe  if  tbe 
contents  ci  all  tbe  purses  in  tbe  bouse  had  been  raked  together,  they 
would  not  have  produced  ten  pounds. 

''  Well,  /  say  Mr.  Sponge  doesn't  come!"  esdaimed  Captain  Seedey- 
bnck,  as  be  lay  full  lei^^  with  bis  shaggy,  greasy  bead  on  the  fine 
lose-colouzed  satin  sofii,  and  bis  legs  cocked  over  the  cushion. 

^<  Why  not?"  asked  Miss  Glitters,  who  was  beguiling  tbe  twilight  half- 
hour,  before  the  lighting  up  of  the  billiard-room,  with  a  cigar, 

''Don't know," repli^  Seedeybuck,  twirling  bis  mou^bache;  "bail 
have  upraeniiment  he  won't." 

*^  Sure  to  come  I"  ezdaimed  Captain  Booncey,  knocking  the  ashes  off 
i^B  dear  on  to  the  Touiaay  carpet.  ''  I'll  lay  toi  to  one — ten  fifties  to 
one— ^  does." 

«  What  sort  of  a  man  is  be?"  asked  Miss  Glitters,  adjusting  tbe  end 
of  her  cigar. 

<(  Ob — why — ^ba — hem — haw — ^be's  just  an  ordinaiy  sort  of  a  man — 
nothing  particular  any  way,"  drawled  Captain  Seedeybuck,  now  wetting 
and  twirUng  his  moustache. 

**  Two  legs,  a  bead,  a  back,  and  so  on,  I  presume^"  rained  tbe  lady. 

"  Just  so,"  assented  Captain  Seedeybuck. 

^'  He's  a  horsey-looking  sort  of  man,  I  should  aay,"  observed  Captain 
Bouncey;  "  walks  as  if  be  ought  to  be  riding — wears  vinegar  tops." 

"  Hate  vinegar  tops,"  growled  Seedeybuck. 

Just  then,  in  came  Lady  Scattercash,  attended  by  ]y&.  Oriando 
Bugles,  tbe  ladies'  attractions  having  caused  that  distinguished  performer 
to  forfeit  his  engagement  at  the  Surrey  Theatre;  Captain  Cutitfat,  Bpb 
Spangles,  and  Sir  Hany  quickly  followed,  and,  being  short  of  a  anbject, 
the  Sponge  discusnon  was  renewed.  0 


Soapey  Sfm^eU  S^foriby  Tour.  UQ 

"  Yfbo  says  old  brown  boots  oonea?"  ezdaimed  SeedejbuelE,  from  the 

S0&. 

^Wbo's  diat  with  his  dirty  head  on  my  satin  fldh  ?"  asked  the  lady. 

''Bob  Spangles,"  replied  Seedeybnck. 

^Nothmg  of  the  sort,"  rejoined  the  lady;  ''and  TU  trouble  yon  to 
get^" 

**  Can't — Fve  got  a  bone  in  my  leg,"  rejoined  ihe  captain. 

^  ril  soon  sake  jou,"  repEed  her  ladyship^  seising  the  sopab,  and 
pulling  it  on  to  the  floor. 

As  the  captain  was  scnmUing  up,  in  came  Petec,  one  of  tiie  wageless 
footmen,  wHh  candles,  which  haying  distnbi^ed  equitably  about  the 
reom,  he  approached  Lady  Seatterosdb,  and  asked,  in  an  independent 
sort  of  way,  what  room  Mr.  Soapsuds  was  to  have. 

"  Soapsuds ! — Soi^isadsl — that's  not  his  name,"  exclaimed  her  lady- 
ship. 

**  Sponge^  yoa  feolj — Soapey  Sponge,"  eackdaied  Cutit&t,  who  owed 
Peter  a  grvdge  for  dribbling  some  white  soap  oyer  his  new  blaek  coat 

"  He's  not  come,  has  he?"  asked  Wi&^  Glitters,  eagerly. 

*'  Yes,  my  lady — tiiafs  to  say,  miss,"  replied  Petec 

"  Come,  has  he  f  ohorassed  three  or  four  yoiees. 

^  Well,  he  must  haye  a  (faicciip)  room,'*  obeeryed  Sir  Hany.  **  The 
green — the  one  above  the  bflliaxd^room  will  do,"  added  he. 

'^  But  /  have  that  Sir  Harry,"  exdaimed  Miss  Howard, 

''  Oh,  it'll  hold  two  well  enough,"  observed  Miss  Glitters. 

^  Then  you  can  be  the  second,'*  replied  Miss  Howard,  with  a  toss  of 
her  head. 

''  Indeed !"  sneered  Miss  Glittecs,  bridlmg  up.     «'  i  Hke  that." 

'^  Well,  but  where  is  the  (hiccup)  man  to  be  put  ?"  asked  Sir  Hany. 

'<  There's  Ladofwax's  room,"  suggested  her  ladyship. 

^'  The  captin's  locked  the  door  and  taken  the  key  with  him,"  replied 
the  footman ;  ^  he  said  he'd  be  back  in  a  day  or  two." 

^  Back  in  a  (hiccup)  pr  two,"  observed  Sir  Harry.  ^  Where  is  he 
gone?'' 

The  man  smiled. 

^*  Borrom>edy**  observed  Captain  Quod,  with  an  emphnis. 

^'Indeed!"  eudaimed  Sir  Hairy;  adding,  <'weU,  I  thooght  diatwas 
Nahbmn's  gig  with  the  old  grey." 

^  He'll  not  be  back  in  a  hurry,"  observed  Bouncey.  ^'Hell  be  like 
the  Boulogne  gentlemen,  who  are  always  going  to  Elngland  but  never  go." 

"  Poor  Wax,"  observed  Quod ;  "  he  s  a  big  fool,  to  gpive  him  his  due." 

*'  If  you  give  him  his  due  it's  more  than  he  gives  other  people^  it 
seems,"  observed  Miss  Howard. 

*'  Oh !  fie^  Miss  H. !"  exclaimed  Captain  Seedeybuck. 

*'  Well,  but  the  (hiccup)  man  must  nave  a  (hiccup)  bed  somewhere," 
observed  Sir  Hairy ;  adding  to  the  footman,  '^  you'd  better  (hiccup)  the 
door  open,  you  know." 

<<  Perhaps  you'd  better  try  what  one  of  yours  will  do^"  observed  Bob 
Spangles,  to  the  convulsion  of  the  company. 

In  the  midst  of  their  mirth  Mr.  BotUeends  was  seen  piloting  Mr. 
Sponge  up  to  her  ladyship. 

''  Mr«  Soapey  Sponge,  my  lady,"  said  he,  in  as  low  and  deferential  a 
tone  as  if  he  got  his  wages  every  quarter-day. 
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'<  Thankee,"  replied  Mr.  Sfponge,  makiiig  a  paiiiiig  bov;  '^  1*11  get 

m  at  the  stidile." 

*<  111  go  with  yoo,"  flsid  Jog,  lea£i^  the  way. 

Leather  had  saddled,  aod  bndledy  and  turned  him  round  in  the  ataU, 
with  one  of  Mr*  Jog's  Uanket-nm  on,  which  Mr.  Spoi^  juat  awept 
over  his  tail  into  the  manger,  and  led  the  horse  out 
Adieu!"  said  he,  offeiing  his  hand  to  his  host 
Good-bye !  —  good  (puff)  s^ost  to  you,'^    said  Jog,  shaking  it 
heartily. 

Mr.  Sponge  then  mounted  hia  haol^  oocked  otft  his  toe^  and  rode  off 
at  a  canter. 

At  the  same  moment,  Barthtdomew  drove  away  £ram  the  front  door ; 
aad  Jog,  having  stood  watching  the  phaeton  over  the  rise  of  Penny- 
pound  HiU,  scraped  his  leet,  re-entered  his  house,  and  rubbing  them 
Leartily  on  the  ma^  as  he  idosed  the  sash-door,  observed  aloud  to  hiat- 
sel^  with  a  jedc  of  hishead — 

"  Well,  now,  that's  the  most  impittoit  feller  I  ever  saw  in  my  life!" 

The  circuitous  and  misodlaneous  teansit  described  by  Mr.  Crowdey, 
as  constittttiag  lus  posi^  caused  Mr.  Spoi^  to  arrive  at  Nonsuch  House 
before  his  lett^,  where  his  coming  or  oon-ooming  furaished  the  usual 
discussion  incidental  to  idleness.  Indeed,  the  inmates  had  been  betting 
yxposi  it:  the  odds  at  first  being  a  hundred  to  one  in  farour  of  his  comiag, 
wiiiKJut  any  takers,  though  they  had  fallen  on  the  arrival  cC  the  post 
without  an  answer — not  that  the  captains  meant  to  pay  if  they  lost,  but 
they  thought  it  sounded  fine  talking  of  handvedsL  We  believe  if  the 
contents  A  all  the  purses  in  the  house  had  been  raked  together,  they 
would  not  have  produced  ton  pounds. 

'*  Well,  /  say  Mr.  Spcmge  doesn't  come!"  exclaimed  Captain  Seedey- 
back,  as  he  lay  full  lei^^  with  bis  shaggy,  greasy  head  on  the  fine 
roae-cdJoured  satin  sofii,  and  his  legs  cocked  over  the  oushion. 

^'  YThy  not?"  asked  Miss  Glitters,  who  was  beguiling  the  twilight  half- 
hour,  before  the  lighting  up  of  the  billiazd-room,  with  a  cigar. 

^'Bon't  know,"  replied  Seedeybuck,  twirling  his  mou^Lache;  '^bntl 
have  a  presentiment  he  won't." 

*^  Sure  to  came  /"  exclaimed  Captain  Bonnoey,  knocking  the  ashes  off 
his  dear  on  to  the  Tonmay  caxpet.  '<  I'll  lay  ten  to  one — ten  fifties  to 
one-Hie  does." 

«  What  sort  of  a  man  is  he?"  asked  Miss  GHtters,  adjusting  die  end 
of  her  cigar. 

«  Oh — ^why — ^ha — hem — haw — he's  just  an  ordinary  sort  of  a  man — 
nothing  particular  any  way,"  dnnded  Captain  Seedeybuck,  now  wetting 
and  twirfing  his  moustache. 

"  Two  legs,  a  head,  a  back,  and  so  on,  I  presume,"  rained  the  lady. 

^^  Just  ao,"  assented  Ci^tain  Seedeybuck. 

''  He's  a  horBey-looking  soit  of  man,  I  should  aay,"  observed  Captsin 
Bouncey;  ^^  walks  as  if  he  ought  to  be  riding — wears  vinegar  tops." 

'*  Hate  vinegar  tops,"  growled  Seedeybuck. 

Just  then,  in  came  Lady  Scattercash,  attended  by  Mr.  Orlando 
Bugles,  the  ladies'  attractions  having  caused  that  distingiashed  performer 
to  forfeit  his  engagement  at  the  Suirey  Theatre;  Captain  Cutitfitt,  Bob 
Spangles,  and  Sir  Harry  quickly  fiollowed,  and,  beixig  short  of  a  aabject, 
the  Sponge  discussian  was  renewed.  # 
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"  Yfho  says  old  brown  boots  oones?"  ezdaimed  Seedeybuek,  from  the 

S0&. 

^  Who*0  tliat  with  fab  dirty  head  on  my  satin  sdGei  ?"  asked  the  lady. 

<<  Bob  Spangles,"  replied  Seedeyboek. 

^Nothing  of  the  sort,''  rejoined  the  lady;  '<and  I'U  trouble  yon  to 
getoffl'' 

**  Can't — I've  got  a  bone  in  my  leg,"  rejoined  ihe  captain. 

^  111  soon  nake  JOU9"  repEed  her  ladyship,  seinng  the  squab,  and 
palling  it  on  to  the  floor. 

As  the  captain  was  scnmUing  1^  in  came  Peter,  one  of  tiie  wageless 
fooianen,  with  candles,  which  harmg  distiibated  equitably  about  the 
reom,  he  approadied  Lady  Seatteroash,  and  asked,  in  an  independent 
sort  of  way,  what  room  Mr.  Soapsods  was  to  hare. 

*'  Soapsuds ! — Soapsvdsl — that's  not  his  name,"  ezdaimed  her  lady- 
ship. 

**  Sponge^  yoa  feol! — Soapey  Sponge,"  eadaimed  Cntit&t,  who  owed 
lister  a  grudge  for  dribbling  some  white  aonp  over  his  new  Uadc  coat 

'^  He's  not  come,  has  he?"  asked  liS^as  Glitters,  eagerly. 

*^  Yes,  my  lady—- 4bafs  to  say,  miss,"  replied  Peter. 

"  Come,  nas  he  1"  ohonissed  three  or  fonr  yoiees. 

^  Wdl,  he  must  ha¥e  a  (faicciip)  room,"  obeeryed  Sir  Hany.  '^  The 
green — the  one  above  the  billtard-room  will  do,"  added  he. 

^^  But  /  have  that  Sir  Harry,"  exdaimed  Miss  Howard. 

''  Oh,  it'll  hold  two  well  enough,"  observed  Miss  Glitters. 

**  Then  you  can  be  the  second,**  replied  Miss  Howard,  with  a  toss  of 
her  head. 

<'  Indeed !"  sneered  Miss  Gtittscs,  bridlmg  up.     ^'  i  like  that" 

'^  Well,  bat  where  is  the  (hiccup)  man  to  be  put  ?"  asked  Sir  Hany. 

'<  There's  Ladofwax's  room,"  suggested  her  hulysliipu 

^'  The  captin's  locked  the  door  and  taken  the  key  with  him,"  replied 
tbe  footman ;  ^  he  said  he'd  be  back  in  a  day  or  two." 

^  Bade  in  a  (hiocap)  pr  two,"  observed  Sir  Harry.  ^  Where  is  he 
gone?'' 

The  man  smiled. 

'*  Borrofoed,*'  observed  Captain  Quod,  with  an  emphasis. 

'« Indeed!"  eidaimed  Sir  Harry;  adding,  "well,  I  dioaght  diat  was 
Nabbom's  gig  with  the  old  grey." 

^  He'll  not  be  back  in  a  hurry,"  observed  Bonnoey.  "  Hell  be  like 
the  Boulogne  gentlemen,  who  are  always  going  to  E^ng^land  but  never  go." 

"  Poor  Wax,"  observed  Quod ;  "  he  s  a  big  fool,  to  give  him  his  due." 

'*  If  you  give  him  his  due  it's  more  than  he  gives  other  people^  it 
seems,"  observed  Miss  Howard. 

"  Oh !  fie^  Miss  H. !"  exclaimed  Captain  Seedeybuck. 

"  Well,  but  the  (hiccup)  man  must  nave  a  (hiccup)  bed  somewhere," 
observed  Sir  Hairy ;  adding  to  the  footman,  **  you'd  better  (hiocap)  the 
door  open,  you  know." 

"  Perhaps  you  d  better  try  what  one  of  yours  will  do^"  observed  Bob 
Spangles,  to  the  convulsion  of  the  company. 

In  the  midst  of  their  mirth  Mr.  BotUeends  was  seen  piloting  Mr. 
Sponge  up  to  her  ladyship. 

"  Mr.  Soi^pey  Sponge,  my  lady,"  said  he,  in  as  low  and  deferential  a 
tone  as  if  he  got  his  wages  every  quarter-day. 
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While  the  Moors  and  Jews  were  at  this  time  being  converted  in  Spain 
by  force,  and  subjected  to  all  kinds  of  horrible  tortures,  heretics  and 
schismatics  of  every  degree  were  made  to  suffer  at  the  new  seat  of  Papal 
charity.  The  vivid  descriptions  of  Charles  Dickens,  of  the  HaII  of  the 
Inquisition  at  Avignon,  in  his  *'  Pictures  from  Italy,"  must  be  fresh  in 
the  mind  of  the  reader.  Hi^py  it  is,  that  owing  to  the  perpetual  and 
successful  struggles  carried  on  by  British  kings  and  princes  against 
Papal  supremacy,  the  tourist  can  point  to  no  such  chamber  of  horrors 
in  this  country. 

The  sworn  misrion,  omnes  hisretkos  perseguare  et  impugnarey  of  all 
Romanist  prelates,  found  a  new  field  of  activity  in  the  reformers  now 
rising  up  in  all  parts  of  Europe.  John  Huss,  and  Jerome  of  Prague^ 
were  committed  to  the  flames  by  a  decree  of  tiie  Coundl  of  Constance. 
It  was  the  same  council  that  declared  it  lawful  to  violate  the  most  solemn 
engagements  when  made  to  heretics.  The  epoch,  indeed,  which  imme- 
diately preceded  the  Reformation,  that  is,  the  fifteenth  century,  was  most 
remarkable  of  ail  for  the  horrible  persecutions  of  the  Romanist  clergy, 
the  expulsion  of  the  Moors  and  Jews  from  Spain,  the  massacre  of 
Vames,  &c.,  and  the  frightful  enormities  committed  by  the  Popes,  and 
more  especially  by  Alexander  VI. 

The  sixteenth  century  opened  under  brighter  aspects  for  a  suffering 
humanity.  The  Reformation  was  introduced  into  Germany  by  Luther, 
in  the  year  1517;  into  France,  by  Calvin,  about  1629;  and  into  Swit- 
zerland, by  Zuingle,  in  1519.  Henry  VIII.  followed  up  the  good  work 
by  throwing  off  the  Papal  yoke,  and  asserting  himself  supreme  head  of 
the  church  in  his  own  dominions.  Edward  VI.  also  encouraged  the 
spirit  of  intellectual  and  religious  emancipation  that  was  abroad,  and 
invited  Martin  Luther  and  other  eminent  divines  over  to  finish  the 
glorious  work  of  the  Reformation.  John  ILnox  introduced  the  Reforma- 
tion into  Scotland  about  1560,  and  George  Brown  into  Ireland  about 
the  same  time. 

But,  alas !  a  progress  so  full  of  promise  was  not  permitted  without 
suffering  and  sacrifices.  The  succession  of  Mary  brought  back  with  it 
all  the  evils  of  Popery,  and  scenes  of  barbarity  and  persecution,  too  well 
known  to  need  repetition,  were  exhibited  in  this  country,  which,  at  the 
present  day,  shock  our  nature  even  to  think  of.  The  Romanist  clergy 
were  roused  by  opposition  to  greater  exertions,  g^reater  devotions,  not  to 
God,  but  to  their  cause,  which  with  them  is  all  and  ever3rthing,  and  to 
more  subtle,  resolute,  inveterate  persecution.  To  this  effect  the  order  of 
Jesuits  was  founded  by  Ignatius  Loyola,  in  the  &tal  year  1540.  The 
fiBimous  Council  of  Trent  was  assembled,  the  Inauisition  was  established  at 
Rome,  and  the  cries  of  the  first  victims  were  heralded  by  a  holy  pontiff 
with  such  condescending  facetiousness,  that  he  bestowed  a  cardinal's  hat 
upon  the  keeper  of  his  monkeys.  The  example  set  by  Rome  was  not 
lost  upon  the  more  bigoted  party  in  France ;  and  the  massacre  of  the 
Protestants,  on  St.  Bartholomew's-day,  imparted  an  inglorious  pre- 
eminence in  persecution  to  the  same  epoch,  the  middle  of  the  sixteenth 
century. 

The  authority  of  the  Pope  arose,  we  have  seen,  out  of  the  gradual 
usurpation  of  many  centuries.  The  Romanist  clergy  deny  that  their 
ehun^,  in  order  to  exact  that  authority,  maintun  tluit  excommunicated 
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princes  may  be  deposed  or  mnrdered ;  that  Popes  and  councib  are  to  be 
obeyed  if  they  oommand  rebellion,  disloyalty,  and  murder;  that  the 
Pope  can  dispense  with  an  oath ;  that  perjury,  and  sin,  or  crime,  may  be 
pardoned  by  a  priest  at  pleasure,  and  that  &iih  is  not  to  be  kept  with 
heretics,  fiut  all  history  attests  these  fiicts.  Did  not  the  Pope,  after  he 
had  published  an  edict,  which  suspended  the  rites  of  baptism,  marriage, 
and  burial,  excommunicate  lung  John,  absolve  the  people  ^  from 
iheir  oaths  of  allegiance,  and  at  last  depose  the  king,  commissioning 
Philip,  King  of  France,  to  execute  the  sentence,  pronnsing  for  rewara. 
the  remission  of  his  sins,  together  with  the  crown  of  England  and  his 
heirs  for  ever,  when  he  had  once  dethroued  the  English  tyrant  ? 

The  history  of  the  reigns  of  Queen  Elizabeth  and  James  I.  also  amply 
proves  the  truth  of  all  uiese  chai^ges.  The  final  establishment  of  the 
rrotestant  Reformation,  in  the  reign  of  Elizabeth,  is  justly  considered 
by  our  church  as  the  greatest  event  in  our  national  history.  With  civil 
wars  raging  on  the  Continent,  where  the  opposite  opinions  of  the  Pro- 
testant and  Romanist  were  embodied  in  the  shape  of  armies,  and  with 
plots,  and  treason,  and  conspiracies  at  home,  the  triumph  of  the  good 
cause  was  not  brought  about  without  the  shedding  of  blood,  and  the 
punishment  in  many  cases  of  those  whose  fate  we  deplore.  But  while 
Hary  Ughted  up  the  flames,  in  obedience  to  the  unaltered  and  unalterable 
opinions  of  an  mfallible  church,  Elizabeth  executed  for  treason  to  the 
royal  authority.  The  cruelty  of  Mary  was  the  crime  of  her  church.  The 
blood  of  the  martyrs  is  upon  her, 

And  hjBtory,  with  its  whip  of  steel, 
Has  8tamp*d  the  character  of  shame  so  deep, 
That  not  eternity  shall  wear  it  out. 

The  cruelty  of  Elizabeth  was  the  fieiult  of  an  individual. 

When  Elizabeth  came  to  the  throne,  the  mutual  exasperations  of  the 
Romanists  and  Protestants  in  England  were  at  their  greatest  height. 
Within  a  week  before  the  death  of  Mary,  five  persons  had  been  burnt  at 
Canterbury.  The  lightning  by  whieh  the  fires  had  been  kindled  still 
flamed  on  the  Continent  from  the  red  right  hand  of  Papacy.  Yet 
Elizabeth,  while  her  first  care  was  to  settle  the  religion  of  the  countty, 
and  to  preserve  it  from  civil  war,  made  greater  approaches  to  toleration 
than  any  prince  who  had  hitherto  reigned  on  any  throne  in  Europe. 
So  har  did  she  carry  her  toleration,  that  the  Dissenters  to  this  day 
reproach  her,  and  not  without  reason,  for  making  the  liturgy  of  Eang 
Edwud  ''1^  decidedly  Protestant,  and  more  palatable  to  the  Ro- 
manist. 

The  Queen  of  Scotland  was  the  head  of  the  Romanist  party.  The 
King  of  France  obtained  a  bull  from  Pope  Pius  IV.,  declarmg  the  ille- 
gitimacy  of  Elizabeth.  A  treaty  was  made  between  France  and  Spain 
to  extirpate  heresy;  and  the  Queen  of  Scots,  then  Dauphiness  of  France, 
siffned  it  as  Queen  of  England.  The  two  Guises  were  at  the  head  of  the 
administration,  and  under  their  auspices  courts  were  erected,  called 
Abdbntes,  to  go  through  a  form  of  justice,  whilst  sending  Protestants 
io  the  flames. 

This  was  at  the  same  period  that  the  remorseless  bigot  Philip  was 
extirpating  heresy  b  Flanders,  where  fifty  thousand  men  had  suffered  for 
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TeKgion  sinoe  1621  imcler  die  Emperor  Chailes  V.f  long  beforo  the 
sajiguinary  penecutaons  of  the  Duke  of  Alva;  or  was  resemog  hie 
c^rtireB  in  the  pleasure  of  amio  dafes  at  Yalladolid  and  Seville.  The 
sairage  details  imfokled  by  the  amials  of  the  InquieitioOi  and  the 
tnig^  P*S^  ^  ^^^*  cannot  be  too  mudi  penued  at  the  present 
momeat  by  thoee,  if  there  are  sudi,  who  aie  inoifferenl  to  the  aggies- 
sioos  of  nie  Ronanist  dergy^  or  to  the  Romanist  tendencies  in  our 
own  church— -lukewarm  or  iodiflGerent  Protestants^  who^  ignorant  of 
die  patty  only  see  in  the  present  struggle  a  cnnt.ention  between  piiesdy 
partisans. 

Arthur  Pole  and  Sir  Anthony  Fortescue^  when  apprehended  and 
attainted,  eonfessed  that  they  were  unked  in  a  oQnspiraey  with  the  Duke 
of  Guise  for  deposing  Eliaaheth,  and  proclaiming  the  Queen  of  Soots. 
Tet  they  were  forgiYen.  In  1569,  Dr.  Morton  wae  sent  to  England  to 
ahsdve  uie  people  from  their  allegianoey  and  to  teadi  that  the  queen's 
light  to  goyem  was  lost  by  her  heresy.  Hie  insnxreotion  of  the  two 
Earls  of  r^ordiumberland  and  Westmoreland  to  depose  the  queen  and 
restore  Romamsm,  was  also  sanctioned  by  the  Pope.  Yet  we  are  told 
that  the  Pope  only  gorems  the  oonsdenoes  of  the  Romanists!  What 
is  their  religion  in  such  instances  but  treason,  and  their  faith  &ction? 
The  Pope  was  as  much  a  political  enemy  as  Philip  of  Spain,  or  Napoleon 
the  Grreiat.  Too  much  stress  cannot  be  laid  upon  this  pretended  distine* 
tion  between  spiiitual  conscience  and  moral  and  political  all^jianoe. 
There  are,  unfortunately,  some  high  in  authority  in  our  churoh,  who 
disavow  the  supremacy  of  the  Queen.  Such  are  not  true  patriots, 
still  less  loyal  subjects.  Take  away  the  power  of  kings  and  princes 
fix>m  over  dieir  own  church,  and  you  give  up  the  realm  to  Popery  or 
priestcrafL  We  do  not  say  over  ^*  consciences,"  we  say  over  thdr  own 
church. 

The  Act  of  the  18iih  of  Elizabeth,  which  was  passed  in  the  year  1571, 
declared  that  all  who  brought  or  received  bulls,  farie£[^  or  absolutions  from 
the  Pope,  were  guilty  of  high  treason ;  nor  does  it  appear  that  this  law 
has  been  repealed.  The  Pope  had  meviously  to  this  fulminated  a  bull  of 
excommunication  against  EKzahetn,  ^^ont  of  the  fulness  of  his  ^os- 
tolic  power;  declaring  the  queen  to  be  a  heretio,  and  a  fiivourer  of 
heretics,''  and  duly  anathematising  her— ^  most  presumptuous  and  scan- 
dalous decree. 

While  the  Pope  was  endeavouring  to  excite  rebellioa  in  England, 
Philip  II.  inflicted,  for  the  first  time,  upon  that  unfortunate  ana  mis- 
guided  country,  Ireland,  the  curse  of  religious  dissension  under  which 
she  still  labours.  Don  John  of  Austria,  wlule  extirpating  the  Ph)- 
testants  in  the  Netherlands,  was  also  plannioff  a  marriage  with  the 
Queen  of  Scots,  and  the  possession  of  England  and  Sootland.  There 
never  was  treason  in  the  known  world,  if  it  was  not  among  the  Romanists 
in  the  reign  of  Elizabeth. 

We  pass,  however,  over  the  reigpi  of  Elizabeth,  the  plots  of  the  French, 
and  the  hfaX  result  to  their  unfortunate  victim  Mary,  the  Spanish  Armada, 
and  the  more  ignoble  conspiracies  of  Throckmorton,  "Paajy  Fathers  Cam- 
pion and  Persons,  and  of  the  Seminarists,  of  whom  two  hundred  suffered 
the  extreme  penalty  of  the  law  for  teaching  obedience  to  a  foreign  enemy, 
to  arrive  at  the  last  great  effort  of  the  Romanist  Church  to  re-ertaUiah  its 
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p««er,  by  the  ckofitMe  oo.tii«aoee  of  ageDei«l  destnutioaof  king  tnd 

Thst  tlia  guilt  of  Gunpowder  Plot  must  be  charged  nponthe  Bomaoirt 
dergr  u  eYidenty  when  we  conader  that  it  was  jiutified  upon  the 
primapliw  taught  by  their  chnrck;  that  it  was  a{^pH>ved  of  by  their 
soperion  who  had  just  been  rejoicing  at  the  murder  of  a  sovere^^ 
Henry  IIL  of  Fcanoe^  by  a  monk,  and  that  it  waa  esBCutod  bj  msax 
agents. 

*'  The  piincipal  leadei^  Cateebj,"  aajs  Lord  Coke,  ''  was  rescdyed  by 
ihe  Jesoitfl^  that  it  was  both  lawful  and  meritorious ;  andborewith  he  per^ 
soaded  and  settled  the  rest,  as  any  seemed  to  make  doubt."  They 
took  an  oath  of  seciecy,  which  was  administered  by  the  Jesuits  Gerzard 
and  Gieenwelt  and  Moeived  the  sacrament  to  nuke  that  oath  more 
folenm. 

The  design  of  the  eonq[uratoc8  was  to  excite  a  general  insurrection 
among  the  Bomanists  immediately  after  the  blow  was  struck.  Winter 
confessed  that  the  meeting  was  to  take  place  at  Dunchurch  by  Catesby's 
appoiDtment.  The  day  after  the  plot  haa  taken  e£fect»  the  principal  gen- 
tlemen of  the  Bomanist  party  were  to  meet  at  Sir  EverardDigby's^  under 
the  pretence  of  a  hunting  match.  We  need  not  ilkistrttte  our  argument 
further  by  the  coUusion  of  Grant  and  the  other  Warwick  conspirators^ 
whose  hot  punuit  is  narrated  in  Mr.  Ainsworth's  ^'  Guy  Fawkes. 

Tresham  was  an  old  conqurator;  in  December,  1601,  he  and  Garnet 
and  Desmond,  the  Jesuits,  Catesby  and  others,  had  sent  Winter  into 
Spain  to  inrite  the  king  to  send  over  an  anny  to  England,  which  should 
be  joined  by  die  united  forces  of  the  Bomanists  in  England.  Garnet^ 
who,  in  the  first  year  of  James,  had  taken  out  a  pardon  under  the  great 
seal,  according  to  the  king's  prodamation,  for  all  the  treasons  he  had 
already  committed,  was  nevertheless  notoriously  implicated  in  the  Gun- 
powder Plot,  and  the  equivocating  and  perjured  traitor  was  justly 
executed. 

With  this  event,  the  great  contest  between  the  Plrotestants  and  the 
Romanists— at  least  in  England — ^may  be  said  to  terminate ;  for  if  the 
Gunpowder  Plot  had  never  been  fanned,  that  of  Titus  Oates  would 
never  have  been  believed.  In  the  r^gn  of  Henry  VIIL  their  power  was 
equally  balanced.  The  king  became  possessed  of  unlimited  authority, 
because  either  party  feared  to  o£Pend  him,  lest  the  royal  sanction  should 
be  given  to  their  opponents.  Under  Edward  the  cause  of  the  Protestants 
^umphed.  No  fires  burned  in  Smithfield ;  no  sanguinary  persecutions 
disgraced  the  Protestant  ascendancy.  Under  Mary  the  cause  of  the 
Bomanists  was  successful.  Her  usual  designation  reminds  us  of  tiie  con- 
sequence. With  Elizabeth  commenced  the  reign  of  precautions  and 
treasons;  of  plots  and  conspiracies ;  of  jealousies  and  penalties ;  which 
terminated  witii  Gunpowder  Treason,  and  the  rejection  of  the  oath  of 
allegiance  to  an  indulgent  sovereign,  at  tiie  mandate  of  the  ancient  and 
perpetual  enemy  of  tiie  realm.  The  storm  raged  no  longer ;  but  the 
billows  were  not  hushed,  nor  ever  have  been,  to  repose,  although  the 
voice  of  the  nation  at  the  Revolution  commanded  peace.  One  hundred 
and  forty  years  of  religious  tranquillity  attest,  however,  the  wisdom  of 
the  most  solemn  national  compact  which  the  people  and  sovereign  of  a 
great  coimtry  ever  yet  established. 
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1£  the  Protestant  religion  and  the  blessings  of  civil  liberty,  finally  esta- 
blished in  Great  Britain  and  Ireland  by  the  accession  of  the  House  of 
Brunswick  Lunenberg  to  the  throne,  are  once  more  threatened  by  the 
aggpiessions  of  the  Romanist  clergy, — ^if  the  vessel  of  the  state  is  again 
beginning  to  be  agitated  by  the  sound  of  a  near  storm, — the  same  great 
and  glorious  principles  which  guided  our  forefathers  can  alone  save  us. 

In  the  37th  Article  of  the  Churoh  of  England,  the  supremacy  of  the 
sovereign  is  explained:  ^'  We  give  not  to  our  prince  the  ministering  of 
God's  Word  or  the  sacraments,  but  that  prerogative  only  which  we  see 
to  have  been  g^ven  always,  to  all  g^ly  princes,  in  holy  Scnptures,  by  God 
himself,"  that  is,  that  they  should  govern  all  estates  and  decrees  committed 
to  their  charge  by  God,  whether  they  be  ecclesiastical  or  temporal.  The 
churoh  is  also  defined  in  the  same  articles  to  be  '^  a  congregation  of  the 
faithful;"  that  is,  faithful  to  Grod,  to  Christ,  and  to  the  king,  for  God 
ruled  that  kings  and  princes  should  be  obeyed.  Such  then  as  deny  the 
Queen*s  supromacy,  and  yet  do  not  belong  to  the  Churoh  of  Rome,  do  not 
either  belong  to  the  Churoh  of  England.* 

There  aro  lukewarm  persons  who  say,  "  we  have  had  enough,  more  than 
enough  of  anti-papal  agitation;'*  these  are,  if  all  that  we  have  passed  in  re- 
view of  the  undying  and  insidious  arrogance  and  ambition  of  the  Churoh  of 
Rome  is  true,  undesignedly,  or  desiniedly  enemies  of  the  Protestant  faith. 
Others  proclaim,  '|  there  is  no  cause  tor  fear  or  apprehennon;"  but  so  long  as 
a  Romanist  prelate  is  allowed  to  usurp  power  and  autihority — although  said 
to  be  only  spiritual — ^in  this  country,  there  is  just  cause  for  fear  and  appre- 
hension; and  no  true  Protestant  should  waver  or  slacken  in  his  firm  oppo- 
sition to  such  a  dangerous  encroachment  If  Queen  fHizabeth,  whose 
private  feelings  were  with  the  Church  of  Rome,  and  who,  even  according 
to  Camden,  conformed  in  her  youth  with  the  practices  of  that  churoh, 
was  still  induced,  in  the  spirit  of  a  politician,  to  carry  out  the  work  of  the 
Reformation,  to  restore  the  queen's  supremacy,  and  to  renew  and  confirm 
the  acts  of  Edward  concerning  religion ;  how  much  more  cheering  will  it 
be  to  see  Queen  Victoria,  the  inheritor  of  a  whole  family's  principles, 
educated  in  the  simplicity  and  purity  of  the  English  Church,  upholding 
that  same  supremacy,  not  with  the  temporal  spirit  of  a  politician,  but  with 
the  same  sincere  and  conscientious  and  enligntened  piety  which  directed 
and  sanctified  the  conduct  of  Edward. 

*  We  are  destined,  we  suppose,  to  see  this  class  of  persons  form  themselves  soon 
into  a  body,  to  he  called  the  "Free  Anglican  Chorch.**  Truly,  a  sad  state  of 
things. 
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"  New  Monthly  Macaxtne,'*  and  to  be  continned  dnrlnip  the 

conrae  of  the  Great  Bzhibitlon  of  1861. 


ALL  THE  WOBLD  AND  HIS  WIFE; 

or, 

What  brought  Monsieur  Coquelicot 

and  his ' 

Friends  to  London  in  1851. 


In  reference  to  the  above,  we  have  received  the  following  letter^ 
which  we  hasten  to  publish : — 

TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  THE  "3TOW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE." 

Snt,  Mb.  Redactob,  Esquibe, — ^A  few  small  wotds  I  will  claim  as  a 
ngnal  of  friendly  attention.  It  is  not  many  days  that  London  finds  me 
here,  but  already,  so  great  is  the  benevolence  of  a  public  of  English,  the 
hastiness  of  welcome  accords  itself  to  my  grand  desire.  Any  living  man 
of  polite  nations  has  heard  of  the  Exhibition  of  the  World,  whi(£  shall 
take  his  place  in  Hydes  Parks  in  the  next  May ;  and,  to  assure  my  eye 
of  its  veradty,  I  arrire  in  advance  of  my  innumerable  countrymen.  What 
I  behold  convinces  the  most  opposing  of  a  certitude;  and,  to  acquaint 
myself  of  the  morals,  the  druses,  and  the  language  of  so  strange  a 
people,  I  devote  my  hours,  before  my  friends  shaJl  arrive  to  wonder  at 
my  proficient  advancement  and  gain  from  my  usefulness.  In  this  task 
I  am  associate  myself  to  a  gentiemans  of  Germany,  more  ignorant  of  the 
delicate  style  of  English  than  I  possess,  but  to  my  thoughts  and  wishes 
he  lends  a  strong  buttress.  To  him,  also,  are  coming  parents  out  of  his 
proper  country^  and  more  shall  follow  from  further  abroad.  It  is  of 
these  things  to  warn  you  that  now  I  write ;  pronosing  a  contributive* 
histoiy,  but  submissive  .to  redaction,  and  not  worthless  of  payment  for 
heavy  expenses.  t 

Agree,  therefore,  Mr.  Redactor, 
*  the  respectable  compliments 
of  your  obliging  servants, 
the  undersigned, 

Sabloni^re'B  Hotel,  ieicester  Squarr,    *     ,  Adolphe  Coquelicot, 

January^dl,  1Q51.  Eakl  Blumenthal. 

[The  purport  of  the  above  communication,  as  far  as  we  can  under- 
stand it,  IS  that  M.  Coquelicot  and  his  German  friend  intend  to  send  us- 
an  account  of  what  happens  to  them  and  their  finends  during  the  season 
of  the  approaching  Exhibition,  and  that  they  expect  to  be  received  as 
contributors  on  the  usual  terms.  Believing  tab  notion  to  be  correct,  we 
take  the  opportunity  of  living  publicity  to  their  intention,  assuring  the 
public  at  the  same  time  that  we  will  do  our  best  to  render  their  comma* 
nications  as  intellirible  as,  we  doubt  not,  they  will  be  found  entertaining* 
—Ed.  N.  M.  llj 
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OCCUPATION  OF  SULINA  BY  RUSSIA. 

Russia  arrogates  the  right  of  protection  in  the  Danubian  Principali* 
ilea.  This  claim  is  founded  on  a  series  of  diplomatic  documents,  signed 
between  the  years  1774  and  1829.  In  no  one  of  them  does  there  exist  a 
single  word  regarding  protection,  and  her  only  duty  or  privilege  in  virtue 
of  them  is,  that  of  guaranteeing  to  the  Moldo-Wallachians  certain  reli* 
gious  and  civil  rights,  which  were  progressively  conferred  on  them  by 
their  legitimate  sovereign,  the  Sultan.  The  nght  of  guarantee  differs 
widely  from  that  of  protection,  as  the  former  can  never  entitle  the  guaran- 
teeing power  to  take  the  initiative  under  any  circumstances  whatsoever; 
and  it  merely  obliges  it  to  interpose  on  the  appeal  of  those  possessing  the 
lights  guaranteed  when  they  are  violated.  It  is  an  obligation,  and  not  a 
prerogative ;  and  it  imparts  no  authority,  excepting  in  such  contingencies. 
That  the  conduct  of  Russia  in  the  Principalities  has  not  been  confined  to 
these  Umits  is  notorious  to  everv  one  in  the  least  conversant  with  their 
vicissitudes;  and,  even  if  it  had  extended  no  further,  still  her  professed 
attributes  would  have  been  exceeded;  for,  whatever  be  the  tenor  of  the 
stipulations  on  which  her  usurpation  of  influence  over  two  provinces  of 
Turkey  is  founded,  there  is  a  fact  that  appears  to  have  been  hitherto 
somewhat  lost  sight  of,  and  which  tends  to  show  that  all  the  titles  adduced 
in  support  of  her  pretensions  are  null,  as  she  has  herself  disavowed  them 
by  proclaiming  a  different  principle  on  a  subsequent  occasion. 

When  the  Sultan  was  threatened  by  his  rebellious  vassal  of  Egypt  in 
the  year  1840,  his  allies  came  to  his  assistance,  and  aided  him  to  drive 
Ibrshhim  Pasha  out  of  Syria.  A  treaty  was  then  passed  between  him  and 
four  of  the  European  Powers  for  the  purpose  of  collectively  securing  the 
Ottoman  Empire  from  the  risk  of  dismemberment  England,  Russia^ 
Prussia,  and  Austria  respectively  engaged  to  protect  the  Sultan's  domi- 
nions, and  each  declared  herself  to  be  desirous  of  maintaining  the  in- 
teg^ty  and  independence  of  Turkey,  and  to  be  actuated  by  a  spirit  of  re- 
nunciation of  all  exclusive  iriAuence  and  all  commercial  advantages  over 
ether  nations.  The  Danubian  Prindpalities  form  an  integral  part  of  the 
Turkish  territory'.  How  then  can  Russia  assume  any  exclusive  rights  over 
them  after  having  formally  disclaimed,  in  principle,  all  privileges  or  duties 
exceeding  those  of  other  powers  in  the  Ottoman  Empire? 

It  is  true  that  the  trea^  of  Unkiar  Skelessi  mignt,  until  lately,  have 
been  considered  as  a  title  for  special  intervention  under  certain  circum- 
stances  on  the  part  of  Russia^  but  it  matters  not  now  whether  it  could  be 
JO  regarded  witli  justice  or  not,  as  the  term  of  that  treaty  has  expired; 
ssA  no  international  contract  with  reference  to  protection  m  Turkey  can. 
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be  considered  in  force  at  present,  excepting  that  of  the  five  Powers 
alluded  to. 

It  has  been  the  £atshion  amongst  tourists  and  political  writers  of  late 
years  to  expatiate  on  Russian  schemes  of  conquest  and  on  English  diplo- 
matic weakness ;  and  orators  have  harangued  on  the  dangers  to  which  our 
interests  in  the  East  are  exposed  by  ibe  alleged  superior  ability  of  Russian 
agents  to  those  of  Great  Britain.  A  bugbear  has  thus  been  raised  to 
alarm  the  uninformed,  and  to  lower  us  in  the  esteem  of  other  nations  by 
this  apparent  avowal  of  our  own  inferiority.  However,  little  palpable 
foundation  can  be  proved  to  exist  either  for  apprehension  or  for  humilia- 
tion, when  the  fiiets  of  the  past  are  fully  and  dispassionately  examined: 
the  time  has  now  come  when  unprejudiced  and  impartial  onservers  will 
have  the  means  of  judging  whether  or  not  our  policy,  with  regard  to 
Tnxkey  and  Riisaa,  is  enlightened  and  vigilant.  The  Danubian  Pria* 
oipalities  are  the  ground  on  which  the  diplomatic  struggle  will  be  en- 
gaged, and  it  will  soon  be  seen  how  far  oar  political  and  commercial  ia- 
tsfests  in  that  quarter  are  done  justice  to. 

A  close  and  deep  insight  into  the  existing  state  of  matters  in  Ike 
Moldo-Wallacliian  prorinces   points  out  two  remarkable  and  unvsuai 
rireumstances,  whieh  might  be  effectually  taken  advantage  of.     The 
first  is,  the  presence  on  the  spot  of  an  Ottoman  diplomatist^  who  has 
proved  himsdf  f uUy  adequate  to  oope  with  the  difficulties  of  his  posidon, 
and  abundantiy  capable  of  meeting  in  open  and  determined  strife  any 
poHtical  combatants  whom  Russia  can  bring  into  the  field.     Ahmed 
Vefyk  Effendi,  the  Turkish  commissioner,  is  thoroughly  master  of  the 
subject  which  he  has  to  handle ;  he  is  frankly  devoted  to  the  cause  of  his 
countrV)  whieh  is  identical  with  ours,  and  he  is  highly  gifted  with  that 
unflinching  fearlessness  and  resolute  perseverance  which,  when  coupled 
with  such  abilities,  must  go  far  to  ensure  success.     In  this  respect  the 
past  and  present  answer  for  the  future.     He  has  more  than  once  com- 
pletely defeated  his  opponents,  and  he  still  fights  gallantly  and  victori- 
ously in  the  foremost  rank.     The  other  favourable  circumstance  is  the 
character  of  ihe  Prince  of  M<Jdaria,  which  must  necessarily  exeroBe  a 
certain  degree  of  influence  over  the  important  incidents  now  in  prepara- 
tion.    Prince  Gregory  Ghika  is  a  man  of  refined  sentiments,  endowed 
with  a  rare  measure  of  kindness  of  heart  and  singleness  of  mind ;  he  is 
incapable  of  playing  a  double  part  to  the  detriment  of  his  fellow-country- 
men, and  of  secretly  submitting  to  that  foreign  usnrpatioii  of  pever  so 
baneful  to  the  w^fiire  of  his  native  province,  to  which  he  has  always  been 
sincerely  attached.     He  will  not  serve  the  designs  of  Russia,  because  he 
knows  {hem  to  be  iniurious  to  Moldavia ;  and  he  is  loyally  disposed  to 
furthw  the  views  of  Turkey,  inasmuch  as  he  believes  that  they  are  con- 
ducive to  the  prospmty  of  the  population  committed  by  her  to  his  charge^ 
and  that  a  cordial  oo-c^ration  with  the  Porte  is  the  only  line  of  oondnct 
consistent  with  his  own  honour.     If  these  two  eminoit  personages  are 
rightly  appreciated,  their  respective  positions  may  be  productive  of  ihe 
most  salutary  results :  the  natural  diffidence  and  rstiring  dispositaon  of 
the  latter  reqnire  ihat  he  should  be  warmly  encouraged ;  and  the  spirited 
effi»ts  of  the  fermer,  who  is  in  £Mt  the  mainspring  of  the  powerfol 
machinery  whieh  has  been  set  in  motion  against  Russia  in  die  Fdnci* 
polities,  only  stand  in  need  of  bemg  ably  seconded. 


Occupation  of  SmUna  bg  Russia.  145 

There  are  -vital  qnestions  now  under  consideration,  and  they  are 
important,  both  as  regarding  the  undue  assumptions  of  Russia,  and  the 
justifiable  resistance  of  Turkey,  and  as  concerning  our  own  political 
mterests  and  our  trade  with  the  Danubian  provinces.  The  navigation  of 
the  river  is  one  of  them,  and  it  offers  an  apt  illustration  of  the  nature  of 
that  protection,  the  legitimacy  of  which  is  impugned. 

The  Treaty  of  Adnanople  conferred  on  Russia,  in  the  year  1829,  the 
right  of  establishing  and  maintaining  a  quarantine  station  on  one  of  the 
moaths  of  the  Danube,  which  forms  the  boundary  between  the  Turkish 
and  Russian  Empires,  and  bears  the  name  of  Sulina ;  and,  as  this  is  the 
only  passage  now  practicable  for  shipping,  she  thus  obtained  a  direct 
mf(winwi  over  the  whde  trade  of  the  nver.  We  shall  see  how  far  the 
exercise  of  that  influence  is  consistent  with  the  spirit  of  protection  volun- 
teered in  favour  of  the  two  Principalities. 

A  bar  of  mud  crosses  the  mouth  of  the  channel,  and  the  water  becomes 
so  riiailow  over  it  when  no  steps  are  taken  to  preserve  a  suitable  depth, 
that  only  vessels  of  light  draught  can  enter  or  leave  the  Danube  in  the 
end  of  summer.  That  being  the  season  in  which  merchant  ships  frequent 
the  Moldavian  and  Wallachian  ports  in  search  of  grain  for  the  European 
suffkets,  the  obstruction  to  trade  is  considerable,  on  account  of  the  neces- 
sity of  transhipping  their  cargoes  into  lighters,  and  in  consequence  of  the 
danger  to  which  both  vessels  and  cargoes  are  exposed  when  bad  weather 
overtakes  them  during  the  process.  The  expense  of  lighterage,  and  the 
higher  rate  of  insurance  required,  entail  a  burden  of  three  shillings  per 
quarter  on  wheat  exported  nom  the  two  Principalities ;  and  this  increase 
oi  price  on  Danubian  produce  places  it  on  disadvantageous  terms  in  com- 
panson  with  that  exported  by  Russia,  an  equal  quantity  of  whidi  would 
be  displaced  in  the  consuming  ports  of  Western  Europe  if  those  extm 
charges  did  not  exist ;  while  the  total  supply,  which  might  be  drawn  from 
the  northern  provinces  of  Turkey,  is  ako  materially  diminished. 

The  occupation  of  Sulina  by  the  Russians  received  the  saoetion  of 
Aoitria  in  a  special  convention,  passed  in  1840,  for  the  maintenance  of 
deep  water  on  the  bar  in  consideration  of  a  tax,  or  toll,  on  all  vess^ 
crossnig  it  Although  Great  Britain  was  not  a  party  to  this  arrange- 
ment, her  immediate  commercial  interests  might  have  been  satisfied  by 
its  realisation ;  but,  notwithstanding  that  the  dues  are  regpdarly  paid  by 
all  ships  visiting  the  Danubian  ports,  including  tiiose  of  England,  no 
measures  are  taken  by  Russia  for  the  execution  of  the  corresponding 
operation  of  dredging  the  bar ;  and  our  trade  in  this  quarter  suffers  in 
cooeeqnence.  The  contribution  would  willingly  be  disbursed  by  our 
traders  in  favour  of  any  one  who  faithfhlly  secured  a  safe  passage  to 
ifaeir  vessels;  but,  as  long  as  that  object  remains  unattained,  not  only  is 
the  tax  inequitable,  but  we  have  also  the  right  of  insisting,  in  virtue  of 
other  international  stipulations,  that  the  work  should  be  efifected;  and 
even  of  effecting  it  ourselves,  if  necessary. 

The  Treaty  of  Vienna  declared,  in  the  year  18159  that  all  the  navi- 
gable rivers  of  Europe  should  be  considered  as  *^  the  highways  of  nations;" 
and  eveiy  country  having  an  interest  in  the  navisation  of  the  Danube 
IS  therdi^  justified  in  co-operating  for  its  facilitetion.  The  subsequent 
Treaty  of  Adnanople  has  never  been  recognised  by  the  European 
Powers;  the  eonventi(m  between  Russia  and  Austria,  cmnluded  in  1840^ 
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k  not  binding  on  England ;  and  the  unanimous  settlement  of  the  genetaJ 
interests  of  Earope,  in  1815,  is  the  only  contract  in  which  we  partici-- 
pated.  We,  therefore,  possess  an  undeniable  right  to  claim,  and  even  to 
enforce,  its  fulfilment;  and  we  are  invested  with  a  legal  title  to  exercise 
a  direct  influence  over  the  state  of  the  bar  at  Sulina,  for  we  have  never 
divested  ourselves  of  the  rights  acquired  by  us  through  the  Treaty  of 
Vienna,  as  Austria  has  done  by  her  special  convention  with  Russia. 

It  has  been  argued  that  the  regulations  in  the  Treaty  of  Vienna  re- 
garding the  navigable  rivers  of  Europe,  are  not  applicable  to  the  Danube, 
because,  at  the  time  when  it  was  concluded,  that  river  was  virtually 
closed ;  all  provisions,  coming  from  whatever  country,  could  not  then,  by 
Turkish  law,  be  removed  from  a  Turkish  port,  while  every  other  article  of 
exchange  had  to  pay  three  per  cent,  import  and  three  per  cent,  export  duties 
to  Turkey,  and  because,  Turkey  not  having  been  in  any  way  a  party  to 
the  Treaty  of  Vienna,  the  application  of  it  to  .the  navigation  of  the 
Danube  was  never  demanded  by  her.  How  then  can  it  be  just,  it  is  said, 
that  a  new  rule  should  be  applied  merely  on  account  of  a  change  having 
taken  place  in  the  possession  ?  It  is  perfectly  true  that  in  every  treaty 
which  can  affect  the  navigation  of  the  Danube,  Turkey  should  be  a  party, 
as  she  is  deeply  interested  in  obtaining  facilities  on  the  opposite  bank, 
which  she  is  -mlling  to  grant  on  her  own ;  but  still  the  Treaty  of  Vienna 
is  explicit ;  no  one  can  deny  that  the  Danube  is  a  navigable  river  of 
Europe,  and  as  such  it  is  included  in  the  collective  bond ;  the  peculiar 
circumstances  connected  with  the  lower  part  of  its  course  did  not  pre- 
vent the  application  of  the  treaty  where  it  flows  through  Germany ;  and 
it  is  a  reductio  ad  absurdum  to  allege  that  a  general  principle  for  navi- 
gation can  be  applied  to  one  part  of  a  river  and  not  to  another,  that 
other  being  also  the  most  navigable,  unless  a  spedal  clause  of  exclusion 
exists,  which  is  not  the  case  with  regard  to  the  Danube.  And  even 
supposing  that  it  really  was  not  navigable  at  the  time  when  the  treaty 
was  conduded,  and  that  it  had  subsequently  acquired  that  quality,  it 
must  now  necessarily  fall  under  the  conditions  Isud  down  for  all  navigable 
rivers  in  Europe.  • 

England  was  not  called  upon  to  participate  in  the  special  convention, 
and  she  would  never  have  sanctioned  it  if  she  had  been  a  party  to  it,  as 
she  could  not  reasonably  expect  that  Russia  would  facilitate  the  naviga- 
tion of  the  river  at  a  great  expense  when  it  must  be  to  the  detriment  of 
her  own  commerce;  and  Russia  knew  how  prejudicial  it  would  be  to  her 
to  do  so  when  she  made  the  engagement,  for  in  1839,  the  year  before 
she  assumed  it,  1208  ships  left  the  ports  of  Galatz  and  Ibraila,  and  only 
270  cleared  from  her  own  Danubian  harbours  of  Ismail  and  Reni.  The 
trade  of  the  latter  places  could  not  increase,  while  that  of  the  other  two 
might  be  doubled,  and  the  exports  from  the  Danube,  in  general, 
were  equal  to  those  of  the  whole  of  Russia  on  the  Black  Sea.  It 
was,  therefore,  evident  that  the  arrangement  was  made  for  the  ex- 
press purpose  of  injuring  the  provinces  of  Turkey,  by  obstructing 
their  trade,  while  it  benefited  that  of  Russia,  and  impeded  that  of  Eng* 
land.  These,  if  one  may  judge  by  the  results,  must  have  been  the  mo- 
tives of  the  cabinet  of  St.  Petersburgh,  that  cabinet  which  professes  to 
protect  the  provinces  in  question ;  and,  as  for  Austria,  the  convention 
iras  a  nullity  as  far  as  she  was  concerned,  for  none  of  its  articles  either 
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&voured  or  hurt  her  interests.  The  most  cursory  analysis  of  its  terms  will 
suffice  to  show  their  illusory  nature.  The  preamhle  sets  forth  that  it  is 
the  intention  of  the  high  contracting  powers  to  assimilate  the  navigation 
of  the  Danube  to  that  of  the  other  navigable  rivers  of  Europe.  If  that 
i?ere  the  case,  why  were  the  other  countries  possessing  trade  in  this 
quarter  not  invited  to  negotiate  with  them,  and  especially  Turkey,  who 
is  more  nearly  concerned  in  the  question  than  any  other  rower?  Why 
was  not  provision  made  for  the  navigation  of  all  the  mouths  of  the 
Danube,  instead  of  confining  their  deliberations  to  the  subject  of  the  only 
one  which  was  in  the  possession  of  Russia  ?  The  second  article  esta- 
blishes the  right  of  towing  along  the  islands  of  St.  George,  Lete,  and 
Chatel,  which  Russia  had  never  denied,  although  her  guards  always 
threw  difficulties  in  the  way  of  that  practice;  and  it  still  forms  one  of  the 
chief  annoyances  to  the  shipping,  by  the  continual  disputes  which  arise 
between  their  crews  and  the  quarantine  agents.  Austria  gained  nothing 
by  this.  But  when  it  is  borne  in  mind  that,  up  to  the  year  1835,  there 
was  no  sanitary  cordon  on  Lete  or  Chatel,  and  that  towing  on  these 
islands  was  perrectly  free,  it  will  be  understood  that  Russia  thus  stole  a 
march  by  advancing  her  sanitary  cordon^  without  the  consent  of  any 
other  government,  at  the  nominal  expense  of  a  concession,  which  was  not 
■one  in  reality.  The  seventh  article  fixes  the  amount  of  the  tax  levied  to 
cover  the  cost  of  deepening  the  water  on  the  bar :  that  tax  is  all  in 
favour  of  Russia,  and  not  at  all  in  favour  of  navigation,  either  as  regard- 
ing Austria,  or  as  benefiting^  trade  in  general,  for,  if  Russia  had  engaged 
to  defray  the  expenses  of  hghterage  in  all  cases  when  vessels  should  be 
imable  to  cross  the  bar  with  their  cargoes  on  board,  in  consideration  of 
the  dollar  per  mast  which  she  received  without  having  cleared  the 
'Channel,  there  might  have  been  some  advantage  to  navi^tion,  as  large 
ships  have  been  known  to  pay  300/.  for  lighters,  whi(£  cargoes  have 
sometimes  been  lost  by  a  sudden  change  of  weather ;  but  this  condition 
was  not  included.  Thus  the  bar  was  not  dredged,  lighterage  was  paid 
by  vessels,  and  the  tax  was  also  exacted.  These  evils  are  of  less  import- 
ance to  Austria,  however,  than  to  Turkey  and  Great  Britain,  for  the 
produce  of  Hungary,  being  wanted  only  for  the  Mediterranean  and  the 
countries  beyond  the  Straits  of  Gibraltar,  does  not  come  to  the  Black  Sea, 
but  is  conveyed  by  the  Danube,  above  the  rapids  at  the  Iron  Gate,  which 
form  an  obstacle  to  its  descending  the  river,  by  the  Save  and  Croatia  to 
Fiume  on  the  Adriatic,  whence  freights  are  cheaper,  while  the  expenses 
thither  are  not  higher  than  they  would  be  to  Galatz.  This  has  been 
proved  by  experiments  of  bnnging  rapeseed  to  the  latter  port  by 
river  boats ;  and  they  have  not  been  profitable.  To  Austria  the  conven- 
tion was,  therefore,  comparatively  a  matter  of  indifference,  but  it  has  been 
most  injurious  to  all  other  countries  more  deeply  interested  in  the  trade 
of  the  Danube. 

The  tenure  of  Russia  at  Sulina  cannot  be  regarded  as  possession  de 
factOy  for  she  holds  it  for  a  special  purpose,  and  in  virtue  of  a  treaty  with 
another  Power.  Her  conduct  at  the  mouth  of  the  Danube  is,  conse- 
quently, amenable  to  the  censure  and  control  of  the  other  contracting 
party ;  Austria  could  not  interfere  in  virtue  of  the  convention,  as  she  had 
no  right  to  dispose  of  the  property  of  another  in  concluding  it ;  but 
Turkey  can  call  upon  Russia,  on  the  basis  of  the  treaty  at  Adrianople, 
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to  render  an  aooount  of  her  stewardship  ;  and  every  other  gOTenunent, 
which  has  trade  to  protect  on  the  river,  is  fully  warranted  by  the  Treaty 
of  Vienna  in  maintaining  a  system  of  active  restraint  on  the  designs  of 
Russia  in  obstructing  it.     The  question  is,  how  that  can  he  done? 

The  bar  of  Sulina  is  about  two  hundred  yards  in  length.  It  is  not 
similar  to  those  which  are  found  at  the  months  of  most  tidal  riven,  as  it 
is  not  formed  of  sand  washed  in  by  ihe  sea,  which  after  having  been 
removed  may  be  brought  back  by  the  next  tide  or  by  a  stnmg  wind,  but 
it  is  raised  by  the  gradual  deposit  of  mud  conveyed  by  the  stream;  and, 
in  order  to  keep  the  passage  dear,  nothing  further  is  required  than  to 
stir  it,  and  then  the  current  carries  it  off,  while  it  can  only  be  refdaeed 
by  the  slow  process  of  the  settling  of  more  mud  brought  down  by  the 
nver,  as  there  is  no  tide  in  the  Black  Sea  to  drive  it  back  again.  Be&re 
the  conclusion  of  the  Treaty  of  Adrianople,  the  Turks  maintained  a 
uniform  depth  of  sixteen  feet  on  the  bar,  by  means  of  heavy  irOn  lakes 
which  they  obliged  all  vessels  to  drag  afier  them  during  their  passage 
out  of  the  Danube;  whereas  there  are  now  barely  nine  teet  of  water  on 
it  Two  dredfrine  machines  were  hrouffht  to  Sulina  by  the  Russiaas, 
afier  the  A^SE  their  eoD,«>tk«  witif Austri. :  they  We  wM^ 
manual  labour  tor  one  day,  and  then  they  were  laid  aade  for  ever.  ISo 
further  effort  has  been  made,  at  any  time  or  under  any  circnmstaiieei,  to 
£Eualitate  the  navigation,  although  two  Spanish  dollars  have  been  paid  hy 
every  brig  that  has  passed,  and  three  by  all  dbqps  and  sfeeamtts.  it  is 
even  said  that  bogs  of  stones  have  been  sunk,  for  the  purpose  of  conaoG- 
dating  the  bar,  and  of  creating  a  permanent  obstacle ;  and  an  Englwh 
captain  declares,  that  he  accidentally  fished  one  up;  but,  iriiethcr  this  he 
true  or  not,  and  it  may  be  true  without  blame  on  the  put  of  the  Rusnan 
government,  as  the  owners  of  lighters  may  have  done  it  fm  thor  own 
mterest,  the  fact  of  the  intuition  of  Russia  to  impede  the  Danahisn 
trade  is  sufficiently  demonstrated,  by  her  having  attowed  the  nKNilh  of 
the  river  to  he  almost  eompletely  dosed,  without  taking  any  stepa  to 
that  lesuh. 

The  Austrian  Steam  Navigation  Company  tried  to  avoid  the  Solina 
altogether  in  their  trade  between  Vienna  and  Constantinople,  by  disem- 
barlong  their  goods  and  passengers  at  Chemevodo^  and  tcan^Mrting  them 
by  land  to  Kust^idje,  gaining  thus  two  full  days  on  the  voyage;  hut  the 
idea  has  been  abandoned,  in  consequence  of  tfaie  xnadeqaacy  of  die  latter 
harbour,  where  diere  was  g^reat  difficulty  in  loading  and  embarking  them 
in  rough  weather.  Were  that  port  improved,  which  is  said  to  be  piaeti- 
cable  at  a  small  expense,  the  steam  trade  might  emandpate  itself  mm  the 
d^om  of  B««u  by  peifeet^;  th»  line,  hot  it  w(mld  never  W  .stable 
XQST  general  commerce. 

The  same  company  has  now  tuned  its  attention  to  the  St  George's, 
or  southernmost  mouth  of  the  Danube,  which  is  now  being  sounded  aad 
surveyed  with  the  view  of  avoiding  the  Sulina,  by  taking  the  former 
channel  on  the  Turkish  side  of  the  Delta.  The  first  ol^eetbn  to  this 
scheme  is  the  imposaibility  of  having  a  town  or  station  on  Ma  mowth  for 
the  convenience  of  the  shxp^ag,  unless,  indeed,  Tnrkey  wese  to  aet  with 
as  iiltle  r^iard  for  her  engaganents  as  Rwsia  dees.  The  drd  artide  of 
the  Treaty  of  Adrianople  produms  tiw  aarigalion  of  ihe  St.  George's 
hvandi  £ree  to  the  merdumt  vessels  of  all  mMsilBS,  as^  also^  to  the  dtipaof 
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mur  of  Toricey  snd  Rugsia;  and  H  determines,  that  on  the  Turidsh  bsnk 
^e  country  snail  remain  uninhabited  for  two  leagues  from  the  river,  as 
ingfa  as  the  jmiction  of  the  St.  GecHrge's  with  the  Sulina  branch,  wlnle  on 
like  iriands  of  the  Delta,  which  are  neatral,  no  establishment  or  bnilding 
is  to  be  erected,  excepting  for  the  purposes  of  quarantine.  Russia  obseryes 
die  condttions  of  this  latter  clause,  in  so  &r  as  she  does  not  raise  any  stone 
hoildhigs  on  the  Delta  for  other  purposes ;  but  a  town  of  wooden  houses 
has  risen  into  existence  at  Sulina,  which,  though  very  necessary  for  the 
flipping,  can  hardly  be  classed  as  a  quarantine  establishment  alone.  If 
Tiney  cannot  form  a  simitar  settlement  at  the  mouth  of  St  Geoige,  that 
channel  cannot  be  avuled  of.  Its  entrance  is  rendered  difficult  and  dan- 
gerovB  by  banks  of  mud,  which  extend  into  the  sea  from  two  miles  and  a 
half  to  tnree  miles,  and  there  are  no  landmarks,  to  asost  the  navigation, 
while  the  shifting  nature  of  the  shoals  would  oblige  all  vessels  to  feel  their 
way  into  the  river  bv  sounding  with  a  boat,  and  only  with  light  and 
fcvourable  wrnds.  The  depth  of  the  water,  moreover,  does  not  exceed 
Ibnr  feet  in  some  places,  which  would  entail  more  dredging  than  at  the 
Sulina  moutL  Another  obstacle  is  the  nature  of  the  banks,  which,  for 
about  ten  miles  up  the  stream,  are  so  rough  and  irreg^ar,  that  towing 
would  not  be  easy;  and  on  the  whole  the  difficulties  are  estimated  to  be 
gvester  than  the  advantages^ 

A  suggestion  has  appeared  of  late  in  the  Jowmai  de  Censtantmoph^ 
Attt  the  Portitsa  mouth  might  be  made  use  of,  and  that,  by  passing 
Aroagh  the  Lake  Ilasim,  the  St.  George's  branch  might  be  reached  by 
ihait  which  is  called  the  Dmiavez.  But  independently  of  the  want  of  a 
fiintable  depth  of  water  i^at  exists  at  all  the  mouths  of  the  Danube,  tfab 
kge  would  prove  exceedingly  inconvenient  on  account  of  the  imponi- 
cf  towing  on  the  lake,  which  would  oblige  sailing  vessels  to  wait  for 

The  onljr  other  branch  of  the  Danube  is  the  Kilia,  or  most  northern, 
wUeh  discharges  itself  into  the  Black  Sea  by  no  less  than  seven  mouths,  aoad 
the  water  is  eonseqriently  very  shallow  at  each  of  them,  as  their  breadth 
k  coDsideraMe.  It  is  said  tint  Russia  projects  rendering  tins  passage 
aarrigable  for  the  trade  of  her  town  of  Ismiul,  which  is  on  the  K3ia 
brandi.  If  the  Sulina  mouth  were  kept  open,  the  general  navigation  of 
'Ae  river  would  be  but  little  affiM^ted  by  the  change ;  but  if  Russia  con- 
tinnes  to  obstruct  the  Sulina  with  impunity,  the  opening  of  the  Ejlia 
woold  throw  the  whole  Danubian  trade  under  her  immediate  and  indis- 
patabk  control ;  and  such  is,  probably,  the  motive  of  her  alleged  inten- 
tion. 

Thb  <^a3nng  of  the  Sti^a,  therefore,  becomes  a  question  of  panmount 
importance  to  all  nations  trading  in  the  Danube.  Besides  1^  bar,  there 
are  the  shoals  of  Aragany,  in  the  SuKna  branch,  which  require  to  be 
mnoved.  They  lie  about  six  miles  below  the  separation  of  the  channels, 
md  they  are  formed  by  an  artificial  deriation  of  the  current,  which  was 
node  for  the  purpose  of  filling.  There  are  at  present  only  nine  feet  of 
waiter  on  them,  and  they  might  easily  be  carrved  off  by  dosing  dtat  short 
dumnel  called  die  Pi^adia,  or  by  merefy  rakinr  the  mnd^  in  the  sanse 
mapner  as  was  the  custom  at  Sulina  when  the  Turn  possessed  it.  Indeed, 
AiB  seems  to  be  the  only  process  neoeamry  for  the  security  and  eeoDon^ 
«f  the  DinnlMaB  trade  in  liie  St^na  branch,  wMdx  would  he  kept  "in 
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1£  the  Protestant  leligion  and  the  hlessings  of  civil  liberty,  finally  esta- 
blished in  Grreat  Britain  and  Ireland  by  the  accession  of  the  House  of 
Brunswick  Lunenberg  to  the  throne,  are  once  more  threatened  by  the 
aggressions  of  the  Romanist  clergy, — ^if  the  vessel  of  the  state  is  again 
beginning  to  be  agitated  by  the  sound  of  a  near  storm, — the  same  great 
and  glorious  principles  which  guided  our  forefathers  can  alone  save  us. 

In  the  37th  Article  of  the  Church  of  England,  the  supremacy  of  the 
sovereign  is  explained:  *'  We  give  not  to  our  prince  the  ministering  of 
God*s  Word  or  the  sacraments,  but  that  prerogative  only  which  we  see 
to  have  been  given  always,  to  all  g^Iy  princes,  in  holy  Scnptures,  by  God 
himself,**  that  is,  that  they  should  govern  all  estates  and  decrees  committed 
to  their  charge  by  God,  whether  they  be  ecclesiastical  or  temporal.  The 
church  is  also  denned  in  the  same  articles  to  be  '^  a  congregation  of  the 
fiiithful;"  that  is,  faithful  to  God,  to  Christ,  and  to  the  king,  for  God 
ruled  that  kings  and  princes  should  be  obeyed.  Such  then  as  deny  the 
Queen*s  supremacy,  and  yet  do  not  belong  to  the  Church  of  Rome,  do  not 
either  belong  to  the  Church  of  England.* 

There  are  lukewarm  persons  who  say,  ^*  we  have  had  enough,  more  than 
enough  of  anti-papal  agitation;"  these  are,  if  all  that  we  have  passed  in  re- 
view of  the  undying  and  insidious  arrogance  and  ambition  of  the  Church  of 
Rome  is  true,  undesignedly,  or  designedly  enemies  of  the  Protestant  faith. 
Others  proclaim,  'Hhere  is  no  cause  tor  fear  or  apprehension ;"  but  so  long  as 
a  Romanist  prelate  is  allowed  to  usurp  power  and  authority — although  said 
to  be  only  spiritual — in  this  countiy,  there  is  just  cause  for  fear  and  appre- 
hension; and  no  true  Protestant  should  waver  or  slacken  in  his  firm  oppo- 
sition to  such  a  dangerous  encroachment.  If  Queen  fHizabeth,  whose 
private  feelings  were  with  the  Church  of  Rome,  and  who,  even  according 
to  Camden,  conformed  in  her  youth  with  the  practices  of  that  church, 
was  still  induced,  in  the  spirit  of  a  politician,  to  carry  out  the  work  of  the 
Reformation,  to  reistore  the  queen's  supremacy,  and  to  renew  and  confirm 
the  acts  of  Edward  concerning  religion ;  how  much  more  cheering  will  it 
be  to  see  Queen  Victoria,  the  inheritor  of  a  whole  family's  principles, 
educated  in  the  simplicity  and  purity  of  the  English  Church,  upholding 
that  same  supremacy,  not  with  the  temporal  spirit  of  a  politician,  but  with 
the  same  sincere  and  conscientious  and  enligntened  piety  which  directed 
and  sanctified  the  conduct  of  Edward. 

*  We  are  destined,  we  suppose,  to  see  this  class  of  persons  form  themselves  soon 
into  a  bod^,  to  be  called  the  *'Free  Anglican  Church.*'  Truly,  a  sad  state  of 
things. 
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If  the  Protestant  religion  and  the  blessing^  of  dvil  liberty,  finally  esta- 
blished in  Crreat  Britain  and  Ireland  by  the  accession  of  the  House  of 
Brunswick  Lunenberg  to  the  throne,  are  once  more  threatened  by  the 
aggressions  of  the  Romanist  clergy, — if  the  yessel  of  the  state  is  again 
beginning  to  be  agitated  by  the  sound  of  a  near  storm, — the  same  great 
and  glorious  principles  which  glided  our  forefathers  can  alone  save  us. 

In  the  37th  Article  of  the  Church  of  England,  the  supremacy  of  the 
soyereign  is  explained:  ^^  We  give  not  to  our  prince  the  ministering  of 
God*s  Word  or  the  sacraments,  but  that  prerogative  only  which  we  see 
to  have  been  given  always,  to  all  godly  princes,  in  holy  Scnptures,  by  Grod 
himself,"  that  b,  that  they  should  govern  all  estates  and  decrees  committed 
to  their  charge  by  God,  whether  they  be  ecclesiastical  or  temporal  The 
church  is  also  denned  in  the  same  articles  to  be  ^^  a  congregation  of  the 
faithful;"  that  is,  faithful  to  God,  to  Christ,  and  to  the  king,  for  God 
ruled  that  kings  and  princes  should  be  obeyed.  Such  then  as  deny  the 
Queen*8  supremacy,  and  yet  do  not  belong  to  the  Church  of  Rome,  do  not 
either  belong  to  the  Church  of  England.* 

There  are  lukewarm  persons  who  say,  '*  we  have  had  enough,  more  than 
enough  of  anti-papal  agitation;"  these  are,  if  all  that  we  have  passed  in  re- 
view of  the  undying  and  insidious  arrogance  and  ambition  of  the  Church  of 
Rome  is  true,  undesignedly,  or  designedly  enemies  of  the  Protestant  faith. 
Others  proclaim,  ''there  is  no  cause  tor  fear  or  apprehension;"  but  so  long  as 
a  Romanist  prelate  is  allowed  to  usurp  power  and  authority — although  said 
to  be  only  spiritual — ^in  this  country,  there  is  just  cause  for  fear  and  appre- 
hension; and  no  true  Protestant  should  waver  or  slacken  in  his  firm  oppo- 
sition to  such  a  dangerous  encroachment.  If  Queen  Elizabeth,  whose 
private  feeling^  were  with  the  Church  of  Rome,  and  who,  even  according 
to  Camden,  conformed  in  her  youth  with  the  practices  of  that  church, 
w;as  still  induced,  in  the  spirit  of  a  politician,  to  cany  out  the  work  of  the 
Reformation,  to  restore  the  queen's  supremacy,  and  to  renew  and  confirm 
the  acts  of  Edward  concerning  religion ;  how  much  more  cheering  will  it 
be  to  see  Queen  Victoria,  the  inheritor  of  a  whole  family's  principles^ 
educated  in  the  simplicity  and  purity  of  the  English  Church,  upholaing 
that  same  supremacy,  not  with  the  temporal  spirit  of  a  politician,  but  with 
the  same  sincere  and  conscientious  and  enligntened  piety  which  directed 
and  sanctified  the  conduct  of  Edward. 

*  We  are  destined,  we  suppose,  to  see  this  class  of  persoDs  form  themselves  soon 
into  a  body,  to  be  called  the  *'Free  Anglican  Church."  Truly,  a  sad  state  of 
things. 


THE 


NEW  MONTHLY   MAGAZINE 


▲KD 


HUMORIST. 


CONTENTS  FOR  FEBRUARY. 

PA«B 

Occupation  of  Suuna  by  Russia 143 

The  Seasons  of  Love*    Bt  J.  E.  Cabfenteb     •        •        .    •  156 

HAWKiNa  AT  Loo,  a  PAiiACE  of  the  Kino  of  HozjiAnd.    Br 
Captain  Medwin 157 

Tasso's  Mental  Infibhities 168 

A  EllGRWAT  ROBBERT  BT  MiSTAKE.      Bt  DuDLEY  CoSTBLLO       .    187 

The  Gbbat  Roman  Wajli*  in  Nobth  Britain  ....  203 
Hesteb  Somebsbt.  By  Nicholas  Mighell  .  .  .  .  207 
The  Chabms  of  an  Aubtbalimln  Squatteb's  Life   •  .  215 

SoAPEY  Sponge's  Spobting  Toub. — Chaps.  LXV.  and  LXVI.  .  224 
Pbogbess  of  Arctic  Exploration  ....«•  234 
Seven  Years  in  the  Wedded  Life  of  a  Rohan  Catholic  .  .  245 
convebsationb  of  goethe  •»•••••  256 
A  Sketch  in  the  Streets  of  Manchester  •  «  •  .  260 
Toe  Pavilion  Ball  at  Brighton*  By  One  who  was  There  .  268 
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l£  the  Protestant  religion  and  the  blessing^  of  ciTil  liberty,  finally  esta- 
blished in  Great  Britain  and  Ireland  by  the  accession  of  the  Hoose  of 
Brunswick  Lunenberg  to  the  throne,  are  once  more  threatened  by  the 
aggressions  of  the  Romanist  deigy, — if  the  yessel  of  the  state  is  again 
beginning  to  be  agitated  by  the  sound  of  a  near  storm, — the  same  great 
and  glorious  principles  which  glided  our  forefathers  can  alone  save  us. 

In  the  37th  Article  of  the  Church  of  England,  the  supremacy  of  the 
sovereign  is  explained:  ^^  We  give  not  to  our  prince  the  ministering  of 
God*s  Word  or  the  sacraments,  but  that  prerogative  only  which  we  see 
to  have  been  given  always,  to  all  godly  princes,  in  holy  Scriptures,  by  Grod 
himself,"  that  is,  that  they  should  govern  all  estates  and  decrees  committed 
to  their  charge  by  God,  whether  they  be  eccleoastical  or  temporal.  The 
church  is  also  denned  in  the  same  articles  to  be  ^^  a  congrention  of  the 
faithful;"  that  is,  faithful  to  God,  to  Christ,  and  to  the  kmg,  for  God 
ruled  that  kings  and  princes  should  be  obeyed.  Such  then  as  deny  the 
Queen*s  supremacy,  and  yet  do  not  belong  to  the  Church  of  Rome,  do  not 
either  belong  to  the  Church  of  England.* 

There  are  lukewarm  persons  who  say,  '*  we  have  had  enough,  more  than 
enough  of  anti-papal  agitation;"  these  are,  if  all  that  we  have  passed  in  re- 
view of  the  undying  and  insidious  arrogance  and  ambition  of  the  Church  of 
Rome  is  true,  undesignedly,  or  designedly  enemies  of  the  Protestant  faith. 
Others  proclaim,  '^there  is  no  cause  tor  fear  or  apprehension ;"  but  so  long  as 
a  Romanist  prelate  is  allowed  to  usurp  power  and  authority — although  said 
to  be  only  spiritual — ^in  this  country,  there  is  just  cause  for  fear  and  appre- 
hension; and  no  true  Protestant  dioiild  waver  or  slacken  in  his  firm  oppo- 
sition to  such  a  dangerous  encroachment.  If  Queen  Elizabeth,  whose 
private  feelings  were  with  the  Church  of  Rome,  and  who,  even  according 
to  Camden,  conformed  in  her  youth  with  the  practices  of  that  church, 
was  still  induced,  in  the  spirit  of  a  politician,  to  cany  out  the  work  of  the 
Reformation,  to  restore  tnie  queen's  supremacy,  and  to  renew  and  confirm 
the  acts  of  Edward  concerning  religion ;  how  much  more  cheering  will  it 
be  to  see  Queen  Victoria,  the  inheritor  of  a  whole  family's  principles, 
educated  in  the  simplicity  and  purity  of  the  English  Church,  upholaing 
that  same  supremacy,  not  with  the  temporal  spirit  of  a  politician,  but  with 
the  same  sincere  and  conscientious  and  enligntened  piety  which  directed 
and  sanctified  the  conduct  of  Edward. 

*  We  are  deBtined,  we  suppose,  to  see  this  class  of  persoos  form  themselves  soon 
into  a  body,  to  be  called  the  '*Free  Anglican  Chorch.*'  Truly,  a  sad  state  of 
things. 


THE 


NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


▲ND 


HUMORIST. 


CONTENTS  FOR  FEBRUARY. 

PAOB 

Occupation  of  Suluta  bt  Russia 143 

The  Seasons  of  Love.    Br  J.  E.  Carfehter     .        .        .    .  156 

Hawking  at  Loo,  a  Paiace  of  the  Kofo  of  Holland.    Br 
Captain  Mbdwin .•        .        .  157 

Tasso's  Mental  iNpntBaTiES 168 

A  HioHWAr  RoBBEBr  Br  Mistake.    Br  Dublet  Costbllo     .  187 

The  Gbxat  RoiiAN  Wall  in  Nobth  Britain  ....  203 

Hester  Somerset.    Br  Nicholas  Michell        •  .    .  207 

The  Charms  of  an  Aitstralian  Sqitatter's  Life   •  •  215 

SoAPsr  Sponge's  Sporting  Tour. — Chaps.  LXV.  and  LXVI.    .  224 

Progress  of  Arctic  Exploration  ....«•  234 

Seven  Years  m  the  Wedded  Life  of  a  Roman  Catholic  .    .  245 

Conversations  of  Gobthe      •••••••  256 

A  Sketch  in  the  Streets  of  Manchester         •       <•       •    .  260 

Toe  Pavilion  Ball  at  Brighton.  Br  One  who  was  There  .  268 
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J£  the  Protestant  religion  and  the  hlessing^  of  dyil  liherty,  finally  esta- 
blished in  Great  Britain  and  Ireland  by  the  accession  of  the  House  of 
Brunswick  Lunenberg  to  the  throne,  are  once  more  threatened  by  the 
aggressions  of  the  Romanist  clergy, — ^if  the  yessel  of  the  state  is  again 
banning  to  be  a^tated  by  the  sound  of  a  near  storm, — the  same  great 
and  glorious  principles  which  guided  our  forefathers  can  alone  save  us. 

In  the  37th  Article  of  the  Church  of  England,  the  supremacy  of  the 
soyereign  is  explained:  ^^  We  give  not  to  our  prince  the  ministering  of 
God*s  Word  or  the  sacraments,  but  that  prerogative  only  which  we  see 
to  hare  been  given  always,  to  all  godly  princes,  in  holy  Scnptures,  by  God 
himself,"  that  is,  that  they  should  govern  all  estates  and  decrees  committed 
to  their  charge  by  God,  whether  they  be  ecclesiastical  or  temporal  The 
church  is  also  denned  in  the  same  articles  to  be  ^^  a  congregation  of  the 
faithful;"  that  is,  futhful  to  God,  to  Christ,  and  to  the  king,  for  God 
ruled  that  kings  and  princes  should  be  obeyed.  Such  then  as  deny  the 
Queen's  supremacy,  and  yet  do  not  belong  to  the  Church  of  Rome,  do  not 
either  belong  to  the  Church  of  England.* 

There  are  lukewarm  persons  who  say,  '*  we  have  had  enough,  more  than 
enough  of  anti-papal  agitation;"  these  are,  if  all  that  we  have  passed  in  re- 
view of  the  undying  and  insidious  arrogance  and  ambition  of  the  Church  of 
Rome  is  true,  undesignedly,  or  designedly  enemies  of  the  Protestant  faith. 
Others  proclaim,  ''there  is  no  cause  tor  fear  or  apprehension;"  but  so  long  as 
a  Romanist  prelate  is  allowed  to  usurp  power  and  authority — although  said 
to  be  only  spiritual — ^in  this  country,  there  is  just  cause  for  fear  and  appre- 
hension; and  no  true  Protestant  should  waver  or  slacken  in  his  firm  oppo- 
sition to  such  a  dangerous  encroachment.  If  Queen  Elizabeth,  whose 
private  feelings  were  with  the  Church  of  Rome,  and  who,  even  according 
to  Camden,  conformed  in  her  youth  with  the  practices  of  that  church, 
was  still  induced,  in  the  spirit  of  a  politician,  to  carry  out  the  work  of  the 
Reformation,  to  restore  the  queen's  supremacy,  and  to  renew  and  confirm 
the  acts  of  Edward  concerning  religion ;  how  much  more  cheering  will  it 
be  to  see  Queen  Victoria,  the  inheritor  of  a  whole  fiimily's  principles, 
educated  in  the  simplicity  and  purity  of  the  English  Church,  upholding 
that  same  supremacy,  not  with  the  temporal  spirit  of  a  politician,  but  with 
the  same  sincere  and  conscientious  and  enligntened  piety  which  directed 
and  sanctified  the  conduct  of  Edward. 

*  We  are  destined,  we  suppose,  to  see  this  class  of  persons  form  themselvei  soon 
into  a  body,  to  be  oaXLeA  the  "Free  Anglican  Church.*'  Truly,  a  sad  state  of 
things. 
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little  Tillage  where  I  remember  we  stopped  towards  the  close  of  our 
journey,  the  landlady,  when  made  acquainted  with  the  motives  of  our 
journey,  gave  us  to  understand,  by  signs  and  wonders^  that  the  gentlemen 
were  in  ue  habit  of  going  out  for  their  sport  very  early,  and  that,  as  the 
hawking-OTound  lay  some  two  hours  or  so  beyond  Loo,  we  must  huny, 
if  we  wished  to  see  it  on  that  day.  Our  leisurely  pace  had  already 
brought  us  late  into  the  morning,  and  there  was  evidently,  if  our  infor- 
mation was  to  be  relied  on,  a  pressing  necessity  for  speed.  But  our 
coachman,  a  young  Netherlander  of  seventeen  or  eighteen,  as  though  he 
had  already  effected  the  passae^  of  the  Andes,  or  the  ascent  of  Mount 
Blanc,  seemed  to  feel  it  his  indisputable  privilege  to  stop  to  fill  his  pipe ; 
and  notwithstanding  our  nag  was  as  fat  and  as  fresh  as  when  we  started, 
he  quietly  fixed  himself  on  a  bench  by  the  door,  and,  with  a  phlegm  quite 
melancholy  to  behold  at  an  age  in  which  one  is  accustomed  to  see 
sprightliness  and  enterprise,  began  to  smoke  and  vegetate  in  a  manner 
unmistakably  national.  In  the  mean  while  we  were  sitting  in  the 
waggon,  waiting  lus  movements,  or,  rather,  his  immobility.  Had  I  been 
a  master  of  Dutch,  I  might  very  likely  have  seduced  him  to  accelerate  his 
pace  by  the  temptation  of  galore  of  tobacco  and  beer  in  Loo,  but  as  I  had 
only  at  my  command  French,  and  the  severer  dialect  of  my  vernacular, 
there  was  no  possibility  of  anything  like  an  interchange  of  sentiments 
between  us;  and  when  I  had  exhausted  my  ''indignant  silence,*  we 
betook  ourselves  to  what  Demosthenes  considers  the  most  irresistible  art 
of  oratoiy,  and  expressed  ourselves  in  action  1  This  consisted  in  four 
determined  fists  being  presented  to  him  at  once;  and,  startled  by  a 
vivacious  display  of  this  sort  of  argumentum  ad  hominem,  probably  never 
before  experienced  in  his  whole  life,  ^' Jaw,  jaw,**  drawled  out  Meister 
Hans  Hoggeboom,  and  began  to  raise  himself  into  the  box  of  the 
waggon. 

We  again  plodded  forwards,  and,  on  neaiing  Loo,  entered  upon 
pleasing  scenery,  diversified,  like  the  vicini^  of  Amheim,  with  trees  and 
water,  though  no  longer  in  motion.  The  instructions  given  to  our 
fat  boy  were  to  deposit  us  at  the  inn.  We  consequently  passed,  nolentes 
volentes,  a  very  larf  e  and  tempting  hotel,  fadng  a  small  lawn,  and, 
turning  a  comer  to  tne  right,  were  set  down  at  the  appointed  Gaskhaus, 
a  low  and  long  building,  terminating  at  one  end  in  a  stable.  Here  we 
found  several  fellows  lounging  indolentiy  about,  with  apparently  nothing' 
to  do ;  and  on  my  inquiring  at  what  hour  the  sport  would  take  place,  one 
of  them  informed  me,  in  very  pure  English,  that  the  gendemen  went  out 
every  day  at  four  o'clock  p^.,  though,  if  I  remember  correctly,  he  added, 
that  the  time  was  somewhat  dependent  on  the  weather.  I  soon  learned 
that  this  knot  of  idlers  were  the  falconers,  whose  occupation  it  was  to  train 
and  tend  upon  the  birds,  and  that  they  had  lived  many  years  in  Ekig- 
land. 

It  was  not  later  than  nine  when  we  arrived,  and  it  became  a  matter  of 
some  interest  how  we  should  manage  to  pass  the  interval  till  four  o'clock. 
Loo  is  a  resort  of  the  royal  family  for  a  few  months  in  summer,  where 
they  live  in  great  simplicity  and  seclusion ;  and  although  the  gardens  are 
fine,  the  environs  are  monotonous  and  dreary.  The  palace  itself  is  an 
edifice  without  architectural  embellishment,  standing  a  few  paces  from 
t)ie  public  lawn,  and  opening  behind  upon  the  gardens,  which  have  here 
and  there  pretty  sheets  of  water.     We  continued  to  while  away  no  littie 
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time  orer  our  breakfast,  which  we  prolonged  as  leisurely  as  our  hostess 
had  prepared  it,  but  it  was  over  long  before  the  day  could  be  coosidered 
much  shorter  than  when  we  conuncnced.  We  regretted  that  our  friend 
had  not  been  able  to  come  horn  the  Hague,  as  he  knew  several  members 
of  the  dub,  with  whom  we  might  have  amused  ourselves  during  tbe 
momine.  As  it  was,  we  made  shift  to  while  away  the  hours  in  stroUinr 
about  the  lawn,  planted  with  linden -trees,  in  looking  into  the  hotel,  and 
peeping  through  a  gate  which  opened  into  the  palace  gardens— e  fferboiener 
Eingang.  But  all  this  required  very  Utile  time  in  oomparison  with  what 
we  had  on  our  hands.  To  say  the  truth,  we  were  terribly  bored  at  Loo. 
I  remember  finally  fixing  myself  listlessly  at  the  inn  window,  and  gazing 
vacantly  at  the  absence  of  anything  worth  lookinc^  at  oa  which  the 
window  opened.  A  road  ran  before  the  house,  and  I  longed  to  follow  H^ 
iitUe  caring  in  which  direction.  But  the  Ceiooners,  luddly,  were  nearly 
as  idle  as  ourselves.  They  had  their  pipes,  however,  and  they  were 
Dutch;  consequently  they  smoked  them  the  livelong  day,  and  stood 
about  as  motionless  as  the  time.  At  length  one  of  them,  a  very  clever 
fellow,  drew  near  me^  with  an  evident  readiness  to  fall  into  conversation, 
if  I  were  disposed  to  start  one.  He  could  not  have  been  more  socially 
inclined  than  I  was  myself;  and  when  I  opened  by  some  remark  on  his  pro- 
fession, he  flawed  it  up  by  a  long  and  learned  discourse  on  the  noble 
sport,  in  which,  in  former  days,  high  lords  and  ladies  delighted  to  exceL 
It  was  one  of  the  entertunments  enumerated  by  the  author  of  **  The 
Schoolmaster,*'  the  quaint  Rog^  Ascham,  as  worthy  the  cultivation  of 
every  gentleman,  if  not  indispensable  to  the  accomplishment  of  his 
education.  My  informant,  gratified  to  speak  on  what  he  was  so  able  to 
describe,  gave  me,  after  the  manner  of  persons  of  his  dass,  very  minute 
details  of  his  mode  of  tammg  and  traindngy  or  as  it  was  termed  in  those 
gallant  times,  of  reclaiming  and  tnanning  the  £idoon ;  of  the  kind  and 
quantity  ef  food  he  was  accustomed  to  idlow  them  ;  of  the  qualities  of 
peculiar  breeds  ;  their  character,  capabilities  of  endurance^  and  strength 
and  weight  i  their  courage  and  velocity ;  and,  in  a  word,  a  running  histoiy 
of  hawks  individually  and  generically,  with  a  condseness  and  observation 
which  would  have  given  pleasure  to  the  great  BufiFon  himself.  For  the 
purpose  of  illustration,  he  begged  me  to  cross  the  road  I  had  been  idly 
contemplating,  and  look  at  the  falcons.  I  very  gladly  accepted  the  offer, 
and  ibund  them  posted,  starch  as  so  many  sentinels,  on  their  separate 
perches.  They  had  all  small  leathern  hoods  on,  dosdy  fitted  to  the  head, 
and  covered  on  each  side  with  crimson  phish  or  vdvet,  which  gave  a  very 
ffay  air  to  the  statdy  birds,  though  they  were  thereby  completely 
deprived  of  the  light.  On  their  legs  were  small  thongs  of  leather,  dosdy 
buttoned,  to  which  little  bells  were  festened,  that  tinkled  as  they  moved. 
Hiey  were  also  tied  to  the  perches  dther  by  leathern  leashes  or  chains^ 
connected  to  the  1^  by  bits  of  leather,  termed  jest«t.  On  our  approach, 
the  birds  indicated  their  consciousness  of  our  presence  by  a  quick,  jerking 
motion  of  the  head,  and  a  restive  fluttering  of  the  wines,  as  though  sen- 
sible of  the  approach  of  stnmgers,  or  impatient  of  delay,  and  weary  of 
waiting  for  their  game.  They  were  of  a  dark  brown  and  black  colour, 
and  of  nearly  mmSar  size^  and  apparendy  great  strengdi. 

The  weatner  was  fine  for  Holland,  Jh^  sWpure,  and  ihe  sun  shone 
with  unusual  joyousness,  so  that  I  coida  ^ot  help  zegietting  that  nearly 
the  only  biids  that  delight  to  soar  into  the  heaviii%  and  can  look  it  in 
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the  &ce,  should  thus  be  hooded  from  its  beams,  and  chained  to  the  earth! 
But  my  sympathies  were  quite  luiknown  to  the  falconer.  He  felt  a  pride 
in  his  art  and  a  pride  in  his  falcons,  and  esteemed  them  very  lucky  birds 
to  have  been  singled  out  firom  their  kind,  in  order  to  share  in  so  gallant 
and  noble  a  sport  They  all  had  their  names,  and  he  was  never  so  much 
at  home  as  when  he  was  talking  to  them,  lifting  them  from  their  perches, 
and  stroking  their  plumage.  When  we  came  dose  to  them,  they  raised 
themselves  up  to  a  stately  attitude,  and  moved  quickly  about  as  though 
a  common  feeling  of  daring,  an  esprit  de  corps^  animated  their  patron 
and  themselves.  He  showed  a  confidence  and  exultation  in  them,  such 
as  the  Arab  manifests  for  his  barb  in  the  desert,  or  a  corsair  for  his  bark. 
There  might  have  been  thirty  or  more  of  them,  but  I  only  saw  those 
that  were  out  of  the  mews,  there  being  still  more  within. 

When  our  communicative  friend  had  given  us  every  information  con- 
cerning the  hawks  and  the  sport,  we  again  resumed  our  places  at  the  inn 
window,  and  soon  afterwards  remarked  a  gentleman  pass  in  a  hurry,  who 
had  at  least  passed  three  times  before  during  the  morning,  always  with 
the  same  bustle  and  nervousness  in  his  manner.     He  was  dressed  very 
simply,  in  a  way  neither  indicating  elegance  nor  a  want  of  taste:  <'un 
pantalon  d*ete,  un  chapeau  blanc,  et  redingote  couleur  de  vin.**     He 
carried  a  small  stick,  which  he  was  continually  switching  about  as  though 
striking  at  insects,  or  like  a  nervous  man  who  keeps  himself  in  perpetual 
motion  without  knowing  it.     He  seemed  to  remark  us  particularly,  and, 
finally,  called  the  falconer  to  ask  who  we  were ;  on  his  return  we  put  the 
same  question  to  him,  and  learned  that  he  was  the  Prince  of  Orange, 
the  Crown  Prince  of  Holland.     It  seems  he  was  an  amateur  of  horses, 
and  kept  his  stud  in  the  stable  at  the  end  of  the  inn,  whither  he  was  con* 
stantly  going  during  the  day.     A  few  hours  later  I  saw  htm  again,  quite 
alone  with  his  little  son,  a  youth  of  nine  or  ten  years  of  age,  teaching 
him  to  ride  a  pony  on  the  lawn  in  firont  of  the  palace.     He  had  a  long 
whip,  which  he  cracked  like  a  riding-master  in  a  circus,  while  the  pony 
ran  round  in  a  ring,  occasionally  kicking  up  its  heels  as  ihe  prince 
cracked  his  whip,  much  to  the  delight  of  the  young  heir  on  its  back. 
I  could  not  help  thinking  whether  he  would  in  mture  hold  the  *'  reins  of 
government"  as  cleverly  as  he  did  the  pony,  though  his  seat  will  no  doubt 
be  quite  as  secure,  considering  the  character  of  the  Dutch,  who  move  on, 
like  the  dray-horse  we  had  in  the  morning,  phlegmaticaUy  and  with  a 
taught  pace.     The  prince  and  his  son  spoke  English  constantly  together, 
and,  indeed,  without  the  slightest  foreign  accent.    They  could  doubtlessly 
speak  the  Dutch  as  well,  though  of  all  languages  in  Europe  it  is  probably 
the  most  gross  and  unroyal — a  bastard  German. 

During  the  morning,  I  had  observed  a  dose-covered  waggon  standing 
near  the  high  fence  w&ch  indosed  the  palace,  so  as  nearly  to  come  under 
the  outstretching  branches  of  the  garden  trees.  It  had  two  wheels, 
and  the  shafts  were  propped  up  with  pieces  of  wood.  I  concluded  it  was 
some  itinerant  exhibition,  but  it  proved  to  be  the  travelling  equipage  of  a 
party  of  gipsies.  For  what  purpose  they  had  established  themselves  at 
this  remote  little  place,  noboay  seemed  to  know.  They  appeared  to  have 
more  substance  than  most  of  their  race,  and  their  appendages  were  alto- 
gether superior  to  what  one  ordinarily  sees.  Perhaps  they  had  arrived 
&tigued  from  a  long  journey,  or  possibly  their  habits  preserved  a  keeping 
with  their  outward  respectability;  but  the  gipsies  slept  ftshionably  late. 
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and  I  rather  envied  them  6o  many  houn  of  nnconsdioasness  at  Loo.  They 
did  not  appear  before  one  o'clock,  and  the  first  living  thing  that  peered 
oat  of  a  little  door,  at  one  end  of  the  equipas^e,  was  a  very  ezpenenced 
liead  on  the  shoulders  of  a  woman.  Spite  of  the  assaults  of  some  seventy 
jears  of  a  nomadic  and  varied  life,  her  rich  brown  complexion  had  noib 
jet  deadened  into  sallowness,  and  her  hair,  still  jet-black,  contrasted 
Avidly  with  a  scarf  of  bright  yellow  wound  round  her  head.  Had  Rem- 
brandt still  lived  in  the  Netherlands,  I  know  not  where  he  could  have 
{bund  more  lustrous  eyes  or  a  more  genial  subject !  She  seemed  to  be 
waiting  for  somebody,  and  leaned  for  a  long  time  at  the  door,  looking 
down  the  road.  We  approached  nearer,  and  found  that  she  was  convers- 
ing with  some  one  within.  The  langxuige  was  strange;  it  was  neither  Dutch 
nor  German;  and  to  the  questions  she  put,  replied  one  of  the  most  musical 
voices  that  ever  reached  my  ear ! 

*^What  a  barbarous  lang^ge,"  said  I,  when  the  Rembrandt  asked  the 
first  question. 

*'  But  what  a  musical  one !"  answered  my  friend,  when  the  youthful 
voice  replied  to  it  from  within. 

Harmonious,  indeed,  was  the  voice  I     There  was  no  bird  in  all  the 
garden  of  Loo,  nor  a  fountain  under  the  royal  balcony,  that  could  yield  a 
tone  so  melodious  I  I  could  have  wished  that  the  voice  should  never  cease. 
We  sat  down  near  by  and  listened.     The  fine  old  face  that  looked  out  on 
us  from  the  little  door  expressed  no  emotion  with  which  we  could  in  any 
way  be  connected;    she  looked  at  us  and  talked  on,  quite  indifferent 
whether  we  listened  or  not.     She  had  been  wandering  about  the  world 
too  many  years,  and  seen  too  many  strange  faces,  to  be  affected  by  the  idle 
curiosity  of  two  commonplace  men  like  us,  dressed  in  a  couple  of  travelling 
coats  and  foraging  caps.     At  intervals  the  musical  voice  broke  in  upon 
the  stem  tone  of  the  old  woman,  and  it  was  evident  the  gipsy  had  started 
a  subject  which  interested  both  in  no  common  degree.     Soon  she  turned 
half  round,  still  leaning  on  the  door  with  one  arm,  while  she  gesticulated 
vehemently  with  the  other;    then  left  the    door  and  grew  very  bois- 
terous, till  the  musical   voice    sunk  beneath  the  storm.     In  a  moment 
the  door  was  slammed  back,  and  we  turned  away  with  hearts  full  of 
sadness   for   this   charming  being  we   had  never  seen.     Perhaps   the 
dark  old  Hecate  had  a  siren  caged  up!     A  few  paces  from  the  equipage 
we  met  a  boy,  evidently  a  gipsy,  with  the  same  sunburnt  brown  com- 
plexion, the   same   blacK   eyes    that  had   been  looking  at  us,  though 
brighter,  quicker,  and  with   all  the   fire   of  youth.     He  was  not  ill- 
dressed  ;   he  wore  large  trousers,  a  jaunty  green  jacket,  with  a  broad 
low-crowned  hat,  exactly  what  the    Spaniards  caU  a   sombrero.     His 
hair  was  not  long,  as  though  worn  for  effect,  but  richly  curled;  and 
when  he   raised   the   sombrero,  and  bade  us  good  day  m  German,  I 
remembered  a  portrait  of  MuriUo's  for  which  I  could  have  convinced 
myself  he  had  sat. 

"You  see  how  it  is,"  said  I;  'Hhis  must  be  the  son  of  the  old 
woman.  You  see  all  her  former  beauty  reproduced  in  this  fellow's 
beautiful  fiiceT 

He  went  to  the  waggon  and  spoke ;  in  a  moment  the  old  head  re- 
appeared at  the  door.  It  opened,  and  the  youth  entered.  And  was  this 
all?  This  Question  I  asked  myself,  and  my  friend  put  it  to  me.  We 
irere  both  thinking  of  the  musical  voice;  and  yet,  was  it  not  enough? 
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A  reasonable  man  would  have  been  contented  with  what  was  so  perfect;* 
hut  loTC^  like  amrioe,  is  never  satiate !    We  were  in  love  with  the  musical 
voice.     It  must  be  the  voice  of  the  old  gipsy's  daughter,  the  sister  of  thft 
handsome  youth ;  and  if  she  resembled  her  brother,  with  all  his  fine  fea^ 
tnres  softened  by  the  grace  and  delicacy  of  her  sex,  what  a  paragon  it  were 
to  behold  !     How  picturesque  would  be  the  g^up — an  old  mother  with 
two  such  children!     She,  perhaps  weary  with  the  endless  turmoil  of  the 
world,  timorous  and  uncertain  of  its  cnanges ;  they  almost  alone  in  its 
length  and  breadth,  cast  upon  its  surfinoe  like  waifs  on  the  sea.     It  was  a 
sad  thing  to  think  what  might  become  of  them,  of  her;  and  to  hear  that 
aweet  voice  in  sorrow,  to  listen  to  the  plaints  of  a  poor  girl,  with  no  heart 
in  the  universe  to  pity  her  but  her  young,  feeble  brother's,  had  been  in- 
tolerable.    I  had  become  impatient  at  the  speed  of  time ;  it  flew  like  the 
fiilcons,  and  I  would  fain  have  fastened  the  jesses  and  hooded  it.  The  hour^ 
however,  for  the  sp<»t  approached.     There  was  a   bustle  among  the 
falconers,  and  a  flutter  among  the  falcons ;  one  even  heard  at  the  inn  ^le 
busy  tinkle  of  their  little  beUs,  and  saw  them  nodding  their  red  hoods, 
stepping  impatiently  along  the  perches,  and  spreading  their  strong  wings 
in  expectation  of  flight.     The  falconers,  who  had  hung  round  the  whole 
morning  in  the  ordinary  loose  dress  of  the  Dutch  peasantry,  now  came  out 
in  the  gallant  costume  of  the  olden  time,  which  romancers  have  long  de- 
lighted to  describe,  and  the  artists  to  portray.     They  were  a  strong  set 
of  fellows,  imposing  in  stature,  and  energetic  in  their  attitudes,  accus- 
tomed all  their  lives  to  fly  the  falcon  to  its  prey,  and  mount  their  horses 
lor  the  chase.     This    inspiriting  sport  had  given  a  freedom  to  their 
carriage,  and  a  certain  dignity  to  their  deportment,  which  well  became  the 
dress  they  wore.     It  consisted  of  top-boots,  highly  polished,  with  spurs 
attached,  light  drab  tights,  bright-culoured  waistcoats,  and  a  dark  green 
coat,  ornamented  with  large  buttons  embossed  in  forms  of  animals*  or  small 
reliefs  representing  scenes  from  the  sport.     Each  had  on  a  green  hunting 
hat,  with  a  tuft  of  heron's  plume  stuck  jauntily  in  the  band,  while  long 
buckskin  gauntlets,  coming  far  over  the  wrists,  completed  the  gallant 
equipment.     The  fiJcous  were  sent  in  a  species  of  cage  before  them,  and 
in  a  few  minutes  afterwards  the  troop  galoped  away  at  full  speed  towards 
the  scene  of  hawking. 

But  the  rare  old  sport  had  lost  for  me  a  g^at  part  of  its  attraction. 
I  had  heard  a  voice-  more  thrilling  than  the  halloo ;  add  now,  drawn  perhaps 
by  the  merry  jingle  of  the  bells  and  chains,  or  the  noisy  bustle  of  departure, 
the  daughter  of  the  old  gipsy  gently  opened  the  door  and  descended  from 
the  waggon,  and  her  gentle  notes,  before  1  knew  it,  came  warbling  into  my 
ear  in  wild  arbitrary  music,  to  which  she  sang  some  plaintive  verses  in  the 
same  strange  language  I  had  heard  in  the  morning.  I  turned  quickly, 
and  she  stood  almost  at  my  shoulder.  It  was  like  a  form  from  the  East, 
or  the  heroine  of  a  sad  ballad  of  the  Moors  in  their  last  days  at  Grenada! 
Nay,  it  was  a  Madonna  of  Murillo,  with  those'  melancholy,  hopeful  fear 
tures  that  look  down  upon  you  with  all  modesty  and  the  holy  enthusiasm 
of  a  mother's  tenderness!  She  stood  picture-like,  moving  the  lower 
chords  of  her  guitar,  her  large  eyes  resting  mournfully  on  me,  while  her 
voice  echoed  its  despair  in  my  heart.  I  never  understood  any  song  so 
little,  and  never  have  I  felt  one  so  much.  It  was  her  whole  hi^ry 
—•her  heart  breathed  into  sound.  It  was  from  no  law  of  physiognomy 
that  I  comprehended  her,  and  from  no  gesture,  for  she  stood  as  still 
as  marble,  her  eyes   scarcely  moving  from  me.     But  there  was  that, 
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a  flonly  in  them  that  siopasies  all  motion,  all  change  of  ezpreiaion — a 
perpetual  gonow,  a  aacrea  sentiment  of  unhappineaa.  She  was  not  mose 
than  seventeen,  and  the  melancholy  which  suflFused  her  features  was 
rather  the  tendency  of  her  nature  thui  the  impress  of  misfortune.  There 
was  a  refinement  in  her  being  which  could  not  accustom  itself  to  the 
vulgar  relations  forced  upon  her,  and  their  shadows  were  wrought  into 
the  lineaments  of  her  tender  beauty.  I  would  gladly  describe  thi%  but  it 
was  of  a  kind  which  no  one  may  express  ;  her  eyes,  like  her  brother's^ 
were  dark  and  lustrous ;  they  were  not  piercing,  but  eloquent  and  win- 
ning; her  forehead  was  high  and  symmetrical,  the  nose  thin  and  ten- 
derly moulded,  her  chin  had  the  mere  impress  of  a  dimple,  and  her  lips 
a  beemty  not  dependent  on  voluptuousness.  Her  hair  was  partly  con- 
cealed by  a  scarlet  scarf  wound  round  her  head  with  no  studied  care,  and 
a  few  tresses  fell  over  the  ear,  and  were  brought  round  behind  in  a  knot. 
Such  the  description,  but  of  what  avail  ? — 

To  such  as  see  thee  not  my  words  were  weak; 

To  those  who  gaze  on  thee  what  language  could  they  speak? 

The  tame  traits  may  produce  a  thousand  different  faces,  but  I  have 
never  seen  but  one  like  that !  The  refined  spirit  of  her  being  beamed 
through  the  forms  of  her  beauty,  and  softened  them  to  the  expression  of 
a  seraph.  As  it  is  beyond  the  power  of  the  artist  to  reproduce  the  soul 
of  the  Cenci,  so  it  seems  that  Nature  had  but  one  form  of  loveliness,  and 
gave  it  to  the  gipsy *s  daughter.  Her  dress  was  simple,  and  became  her 
diffident  mien  and  manner.  Before  she  finishied  the  plaintive  air,  she  must 
have  remarked  the  pleasure  it  had  given  nke,  for,  witiiout  my  speaking,  she 
seemed  to  rouse,  as  it  were,  the  slumberous  instrument  to  a  more  vigorous 
tone,  and  sang  again  with  indeed  more  energy,  but  with  the  same  pre- 
vailing sadness.  The  melody  seemed  to  express  a  lament,  but  not  one  of 
despair.  It  rose  and  fell  with  the  fitful  variation  of  a  passion,  at  times 
low  and  moanful,  again  startling  and  resistless.  Her  eyes  brightened  as 
the  wail  of  die  music  grew  louder ;  her  bosom  moved  with  an  effort  not 
occasioned  by  the  exertion  of  her  voice ;  and  on  a  sudden,  a  gush  of  tears 
bedimmed  the  light  in  her  eyes,  and  her  notes  trembled  till  inaudible. 
But  in  a  moment  she  again  collected  herself,  and  sud  to  me, 

*'^  You  are  sad ;  I  will  sing  you  gayer  music  T  And  while  the  tears  still 
hung  in  her  eyelids,  a  smile  shone  through  them  like  light  into  dew- 
drops  ;  and  she  played  a  lively  strain,  and  sang  to  it  a  merry  ditty,  like 
those  one  hears  in  the  south  of  France. 

Ere  she  had  finished  it,  the  carriage  was  ready ;  and  my  friend,  who 
retained  more  self-possession,  urged  on  me  the  necessity  of  departure. 
The  girl  ceased  at  once,  and  turned  with  a  smile  to  leave,  like  one  who 
&lt  herself  in  the  way. 

"  But  you  will  accept  this,  signorina  ?"  said  I,  offering  her  a  piece 
from  my  purse. 

'*  E  che  il  Dio  vi  renda  fdice,*"  replied  she,  smiling  with  her  peculiar 
charm,  while  the  tears  still  stood  in  her  eyes. 

I  never  saw  her  again ;  but  I  shall  never  forget  her  face  nor  her  smile. 
When  we  returned  from  the  hawking,  she  was  gone.  I  inquired  which 
way  they  went,  and  learnt  they  had  taken  the  road  to  Arnheim. 
''  Che  U  Dio  la  renda  feUce  /"  was  also  the  wish  of  my  heart  She  was 
an  Italian,  another  Mignon  wandering  in  the  North  I 
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It  was  fire  o'clock  when  we  reached  the  ground.  We  had  driven 
nearlv  the  whole  distance  over  a  by-way  not  much  travelled,  and  very 
rougn.  Immediately  after  leaving  the  precincts  of  the  palace  the  road 
turned  towards  the  north-east,  and  entered  a  barren  district  of  heath. 
The  same  dreary  stretch  of  heather-grown  common  surrounded  us  as 
during  the  drive  of  the  morning ;  the  sky,  too,  was  again  overcast,  and 
the  cold  grey  tint  of  the  clouds  had  cast  a  fitting  canopy  over  the 
solitary  waste.  Suddenly  the  carriage  turned  from  the  narrow  road  to 
the  left  into  a  still  narrower  and  ruder  path.  1  looked  with  curiosity  for 
a  bird  in  the  air,  but  nowhere  was  a  living  thing  to  be  descried.  We 
rattled  on  for  some  little  time,  till  at  length  the  vehicle  stopped,  and  we 
found  ourselves  at  the  foot  of  a  small  elevation,  surmounted  by  i^  little 
cabin,  open  in  front,  and  provided  with  several  seats,  occupied  by  a  party 
of  some  six  or  eight  gentlemen.  The  falconers  were  standing  near  their 
horses  in  front,  the  birds  resting  on  their  fists,  and  the  attention  of  every 
one  directed  towards  the  south,  whence  the  herons  were  expected  to 
appear.  It  was  a  spirited  scene ;  with  the  desolate  moor,  the  blackenine 
sky,  the  restive  horses,  the  falconers  in  costume,  with  the  hawks  perched 
on  their  gauntlets,  and  the  leashes  in  the  hand ;  behind  thenf^  several 
gentlemen,  with  their  horses  also  ready  at  their  side:  a  spectacle  of 
another  age,  a  perfect  representation  of  the  "  gentle  sport  of  hawking." 
I  found  the  language  spoken  to  be  entirely  English ;  as,  indeed,  were  the 
majority  of  the  members  of  the  society.  Nearly  every  person  present 
was  English ;  and  among  them  the  Duke  of  Leeds,  who  had  brought  his 
opera- glass,  and  was  peering  into  the  distance  through  it,  though  in- 
effectually,— thus  uniting  a  modem  contrivance  with  the  amusements  of 
the  olden  time.  These  gentlemen  received  me,  as  a  stranger,  with 
great  civility;  offered  me  every  advantage  to# witness  the  sport,  and 
gave  me  several  particulars  concerning  the  club. 

While  we  were  conversing  together  there  was  a  cry  of  "  A  heron,  a 
heron !"  and  the  eyes,  glasses,  and  lorgnettes  of  every  one  were  at  once 
directed  towards  the  quarter  indicated.  Far  away,  and  high  up  against 
the  grey  clouds,  appeared  a  small  black  point  in  scarce  perceptible 
motion.  It  became  now  a  question  of  discussion  how  near  the  victim 
would  approach,  while  the  falconers  were  busy  inspiriting  the  hawks,  and 
"  unstrViing  the  hood."  The  black  point  in  the  mean  while  grew  lai^r 
and  larger,  and  it  became  evident  the  heron  would  pass  nearly  above  the 
spot  where  we  were.  The  gentlemen  stood  ready  to  mount  their  horses, 
and  the  fisdconers  had  one  foot  in  the  stirrup.  Tne  heron  came  flying  in 
a  direct  line,  its  long  legs  outstretched  horizontally  with  its  neck  and 
body.  It  was  now  time ;  the  hood  was  drawn,  the  jesses  loosed,  and  lo ! 
the  proud  falcon  shot  perpendicularly,  like  an  arrow,  into  the  air,  while 
the  unconscious  heron  laboured  steadfastly  along  in  a  straight  line  towards 
its  nest.  At  a  distance  of,  I  believe,  some  miles  behind  us,  lay  a  thick 
wood  in  which  they  build,  and  from  which  they  regularly  fly  in  the 
morning  to  fish  in  a  stream  flowing  through  marshes  into  the  Rhine. 
Af^r  a  day  of  industrious  angling  Uiey  return  towards  nightfall  to  their 
nests,  their  crops  laden  with  fish  for  their  young.  It  is  on  this  homeward 
passage  that  the  hawk  is  taught  to  interrupt  the  heron's  flight,  and  strike 
the  devoted  creature  to  the  earth.  The  heron  kept  still  unsuspectingly 
on  its  course ;  the  falcon  soared  higher  and  higher,  bearing  continu^ly 
towards  his  quarry,  until  he  came  <£rectly  above  it,  when,  suddenly  dnw- 


Hawking  at  Loo^  a  Palace  of  the  King  of  Holland.      165 

ing  in  his  wings,  he  fell,  as  it  seemed,  like  a  heavy  mass  upon  the  heron, 
and  missed  it.     It  was  then  that  it  first  perceived  itself  attacked,  and  in 
a  paroxysm  of  terror  screeched  in  the  most  piteous  manner,  fluttered  its 
wings  as  though  losing  its  strength,  and  hesitated  in  what  direction  it 
should  endeavour  to  mt^e  its  escape.     But  the  voracious  hawk,  apparently 
vexed  with  its  failure,  shot  again  into  the  air,  and  was  again  preparing  to 
stoop,  with  redoubled  velocity,  when  the  heron,  with  instinctive  appre- 
hension of  peril,  uttered  violent  screams,  flew  wildly  about  in  irregular 
circles,  and  finally  ejected  all  the  fish  that  it  had  gathered]  during  the 
morning,  vphich  fell  one  after  the  other  among  the  heather.     But  it  was 
of  no  avail  to  the  poor  creature.     His  doom  was  fixed ;  down  came  the 
falcon  this  time  with  unerring  exactness,  and  seizing  it  by  the  neck, 
proudly  fluttered  a  moment  higher  into  the  air,  or,  as  it  is  termed, 
*'  trussed ;"  and  then  both  falcon  and  heron  descended  perpendicularly, 
performing  graceful  gyrations,  and  presenting  a  spirited  picture  of  light- 
ness and  motion,  till  they  sunk  in  the  heather.     In  a  moment  gentlemen 
and  falconers,  already  mounted,  spurred  on  their  fine  horses  from  every 
direction  fto  the  spot  where  the  two  birds  were  contending,  or  rather 
where  the  hungry  hawk  was  pluming  and  hacking  out  the  entrails  of  the 
heron  with  his  beak,  as  he  clutched  its  neck  and  body  in  its  talons.     The 
falconers  arrived  first,  and  hastened  to  substitute  a  fowl  for  the  heron, 
whose  flesh  the  hawk  never  feeds  on ;  while  the  latter,  not  perceiving  the 
change,  commenced  devouring  the  flesh  with  voracity.     The  heron,  which 
lay  gasping  in  pain,  was  now  killed,  and  his  carcase  thrown  aside  upon 
#  the  heath.     Here  closed,  so  to  speak,  the  first  scene.     Either  the  weather 
was  uniaTourable,  or  for  some  other  reason  the  herons  were  fewer  on  this 
occasion  than  usual ;  and  while  we  waited  for  another,  a  gentleman  of 
the  club  entertained  me  with  some  gossiping  narrations  of  some  of  its 
members.     It  seems  there  still  exists  in  Holland  a  very  ancient  fieunily, 
that  of  the  Fauconniers,  who  owe  their  name  to  their  predominant  passion 
for  falconry.     In  earlier  times  all  the  portraits  of  the  men  were  painted 
with  a  falcon  resting  on  their  fists  ;  and  among  them  were  two  by  Rem- 
hrandt,  of  remarkable  freshness,  and  in  the  best  manner  of  the  artist. 
There  is  a  certain  picturesqueness  in  the  attitudes  of  these  worthy  old 
fellows,  with  their  falcons  on  their  fists,  that  evidently  pleased  the  painter's 
fancy,  and  he  seems  to  have  made  it  a  labour  of  love,  and  bestowed  upon 
them  all  the  rich  effect  of  colouring  and  shade  of  which  he  was  so  emi- 
nent a  master.     Fortunately  for  the  lovers  of  the  Dutch  school,  these 
valuable  portraits  have  recently  come  into  the  collection  of  the  late  King 
of  Holland,  who  purchased  them  for  33,000  guilders  from  two  members 
of  the  family  unable  to  agree  concerning  their  possession.     Whether 
these  unique  portraits  have  passed  into  the   collections  of  foreigners, 
having  been  sold  together  with  the  other  treasures  of  art  amassed  by  his 
late  majesty,  I  know  not,  for  I  have  not  examined  the  catalogue  of  the 
Hague  Gallery,  on  which  the  Emperor  of  Russia  had  a  mortgage  to  an 
enormous  amount — ^a  million  of  guilders. 

While  I  sat  on  a  bank,  agreeaoly  entertained  by  mv  companion,  time 
flew  very  gaily  on,  though  no  heron  could  be  seen  to  follow  its  example. 
He  amused  me  very  much  with  piquant  stories  of  several  persons  present, 
which  I  regret  it  would  be  improper  to  repeat,  and  which  are  yet  a 
source  of  diversion  as  I  recal  them.  This  sketch  of  a  worthy  belonging 
to  one  of  the  learned  professions,  and  a  member  as  well  of  the  cluh,  was 
especially  entertainmg,  and  his  anecdote  derived  no  little  vivacity  from 
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the  hero's  being  in  propria  persona  before  us.  Nature  and  good  keepiii|f 
had  blessed  him  with  a  comfortable  corpulency*  ihaX  wocde^iilly  became 
his  roysterous  manners  and  good-natured  jocosity.  He  laughed  at  every- 
thing and  everybody,  and  everybody  laughed  at  him.  He  was  one  of 
those  rare  good  fellows  that  nothing  disturbs*  and  who  journey  on  through 
life  as  the  flowing  beaker  used  to  go  down  the  dden  banquet-boara« 
diffusing  good-humour  on  all  sides;  and*  like  the  draught  from  the 
beaker,  the  fun  he  occasions,  to  judge  from  its  cleverness,  will  probably 
long  survive  the  period  when  he  can  himself  enioy  it  He  possessed  it 
once,  it  seems,  the  somewhat  contradictory  devotion  to  Diana  and  VenuSy 
and  is  said  to  have  broken  more  horses  and  hearts  than  any  other  man  in 
the  realm. 

In  the  midst  of  a  humorous  story  about  him*  which  was  rdated  with 
a  vivacity  quite  worthy  oi  its  wit,  our  jolly  suliject  himself  interrupted  it^ 
by  crying  out  at  the  top  of  his  agreeable  voice,  '*A  heron!  another 
heron  r  and  a  second  time  the  sportsmen  were  roused  to  the  ^t  vive. 
It  soon  beeame  evident  that  this  would  not  approach  so  near  as  the  first* 
and  every  one  consequently  mounted  at  once*  to  draw  gradual^  towards 
the  point  whither  he  would  be  brought.  It  was  a  gallant  sight  to  see 
the  £dconer8*  their  herons*  plumes  noddine  to  the  movement  of  their 
horses,  while  the  falcons  sat  impatient  on  their  fists,  jingling  their  bells 
and  stretching  out  their  wings.  For  a  few  moments  the  cavalcade  ad- 
vanced slowly,  every  one  keeping  his  eye  on  the  heron*  lowering  towards 
us  by  degrees,  but  still  very  high  in  the  air.  Suddenly  it  dunged  its 
course  several  points  eastward,  whereon*  with  a  halloo  and  a  cry,  every  % 
man  put  spurs  to  his  horse  and  galloped  forwards*  the  falconers  foremost; 
the  birds,  animated  by  the  resistance  of  the  aii^  constantly  fluttering  their 
wings,  and  struggling  to  break  from  the  jesses.  Up  and  down,  over 
hillock  and  hollow,  galloped  the  gay  party,  hallooing  and  shouting,  till 
of  a  sudden  they  drew  up  on  a  dbtant  down,  when  at  once  two  £slcons 
flew  like  rockets  into  the  air,  and  made  towards  the  heron.  But  he 
kept  steadily  on,  remai-king  no  danger,  while  the  falcons  raked  at  a  great 
distance  finom  it,  and  seemed  rather  delighted  with  their  own  free  move- 
ments, than  wishing  to  interfere  with  those  of  the  heron.  He  soon  flew 
out  of  sight,  and  the  troop  again  galloped  back,  and  disposed  themsdves 
to  wait  for  another  attack. 

We  were  not  obliged  to  wait  long.  It  was  growing  late,  and  the 
poor  birds  now  hastened  faithfully  back  to  their  young  in  eonatantly  in- 
creasing numbers.  The  hawks  were  again  got  ready,  everybody  mounted, 
and  all  were  on  the  point  of  starting,  when  the  jolly  gentleman  described 
above,  perceiving  tnat  his  horse  was  somewhat  blown,  and  that  the 
Prince  Alexandre's  was  in  better  condition,  went  up  to  him,  and  said« 
very  amiably,  *'  Come,  come,  prince,  you  re  going  to  ride  very  badly ; 
and  don't  you  see  we're  going  to  have  a  brisk  chase  of  it?  Give  me 
your  horse  1"  And  with  his  contagious  good-humour,  giving  the  prince 
rather  an  irresistible  nudg^,  lie  fairly  made  his  way  into  his  saddle,  and, 
amid  the  mirth  of  ever}'body  present,  kept  it,  with  the  most  comical  air 
conceivable,  looking  like  the  Silenus  of  the  painters*  or  Bacchus  on  the 
return  from  a  bout.  The  prince  was  not  less  amused*  and  looked  after 
the  retiring  party  with  especial  interest  in  the  movements  of  his  jocose 
usurper. 

In  a  moment  the  jesses  were  loosed,  and  two  hawks  mounted  more 
slowly  than  the  former  into  the  air.     Two  herons  were  flying  at  neady 
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equal  distance  from  each  other,  and  not  so  high  as  the  preceding. 
The  falcon  descended  at  the  same  moment,  and  each  bound  his  victim 
with  accurate  aim :  waio»  for  a  moment,  a  similar  oontest,  and  they  all 
fell  to  the  earth.  One  of  the  herons  was  rescued,  with  only  a  leg 
broken,  and  tied  to  a  bush  of  hawthorn.  His  plumage  wa«  white,  with 
beanttfiii  dove*coknued  wings,  the  legs  and  bill  of  a  bright  yellow.  I 
stood  orer  the  foot  creature,  and  pitied  it  from  the  bottom  .of  my  heart. 
It  seemeid  confused  with  terror. 

The  night  wae  nearly  dosing  in ;  the  heath  looked  still  more  gloomy; 
and  the  piteons  screams  of  the  heron,  tied  to  the  hawthorn,  left  an  un-> 
pleasant  impreesion.  on  my  mind  of  the  '<  gentle  sport  of  hawking." 

A  few  words  about  the  SocUU  de  la  Fauconnerie. 

The  members  nominally  meet  together  in  the  month  of  June  for  a 
fcrtnight,  diough  the  period  is  by  no  means  limited  to  so  few  days,  but 
is  protracted  for  many  succeeding  weeks. 

I  had  imagined  tliat  the  expense  of  such  an  establishment  would  be 
Tery  great ;  but  learnt  that  the  individual  annual  subecriptions  did.  not 
exoeed  100  florins — little  more  than  8^  Probably  his  present  majesty, 
who  is  very  fond  of  field  sports,  contributes  largely  to  the  support  of  thai 
Falconry.  One  of  the  party  presented  me  with  a  list,  in  lithograph,  of 
the  members,  which  I  sttbjoin ;  and  by  it,  the  reriyal  of  this  noble  sport 
would  seem  to  be  due  to  an  Englishman  in  1839;  indeed,  more  than 
one-third  of  the  members  consists  of  our  countrymen.  The  Duke  of 
Leede,  I  am  told,  never  fails  to  attend  the  meets.  A  constant  frequenter 
of  Loo  is  also  the  celebrated  painter,  Gudin,  though  I  am  not  aware  that 
he  has  ever  made  hawking  the  subject  of  his  easel.  It  is  probable  that 
his  yearly  visit  to  Holland  is  more  directed  to  the  study  of  marine  snh* 
jects,  for  whidi  he  is  inimitable,  not  even  Backhnaen  or  Vandervelde 
surpassing  him  in  his  effects  or  the  transparency  of  his  water. 

LIBTB  DES  MEMBKBS  BE  LA  80CIBTE  DE  LA  FAUCaNNEBIE. 


1888  Mr.  E.  C.  Nowcome 
IMO  S.  A.  ^  MoDseigQeur  le  Prince  d'Omnge 
8.  A  ]K.  Moxueiniear  le  Prince  Alexandvt 

desPays-fias 
S.  A.  R.  MonMigneur  le  Prince  "FHdirio 

dea  PByg-BoB 
8.  A.  Bk  Honseigneor  le  Prince  Henri 

del  Pays-Bas. 
M.  le  Baron  de  Nyrenhebn 
M.  le  Baron  Sloet  de  Foutenburg 
M.  )e  Baron  Sloet  d'Oldruitenborgfa 
M.  H.  Steengraoht 
M.  le  Baron  de  Zuylen  de  Nievelt  tot 

den  Sohaffelaar 
M.  le  Baron  de  Ck>nitaat  Bcbeoque 
M.  le  G^n^ral  Baron  Nahuya  van  Burgt 
M.  Hodson 
H.  A.  van  der  Hoop 
M.  W.  van  Loont 
M.  le  Baron  Pli.  van  Brienen 
M.  FabritiuB  van  L^renburg  en  Heuke- 

lun 
M.  le  Baron  van  Brienen  van  de  Cbroote 

Lindt 
Sir  Ed.  Diabrowe 
Hon.  W.  S.  Jemingbam 
The  Duke  of  Leeds 
Mr.  W.  Newcome 
ISffi  LordC.HamUton 
Mr.  Knight 
Mr.  Ed.  Green 
Mr.T.BaUbur 
LordSuffleld 
1848  M  le  Baron  H.  de  Gablena 
M.  Dttboia 
Sir  John  Hanmer 


M.  le  Baron  van  Westreenen 

M.  le  Bafon  van  Verachufir 

Mr.  MiUbank 
184*  Mr.  Stirling  Crawford 

Mr.  W.  £1& 

M-  le  Oomte  Westeriiolt 

M.Bonki 

Mr.  John  Melvill 
184B  M.  le  Ck>mte  de  Noaillei 

M.  le  Baron  van  den  Bogaerde 

M-  le  Baron  Mollerus 

Lord  Alvanley 

Sir  Horace  Seymour 

M.  le  Baron  de  Hardenbroek 

The  Earl  of  Chesterfield 

M.  le  Comte  Alfh>d  de  Hatzfeld 

M.  le  Baron  PuyU  de  Serooakerken  da 
Vleuten 

M.  van  Lennep 

M.  Crommelin 

M.  le  Baron  de  Brakel  de  Doomwerth 

1846  M.  le  G«n«ral  Hare  Charges 
M.  le  Comte  de  Hatzfeld 

M.  le  Baron  de  Knobelsdorff  de  Hamer- 

stein 
Mr.  ThomhiU 
M.  le  Comte  Breteidl 

1847  M.  Gudin 

Captain  Montjoy  Martyn 
Lord  Yilllers 
Mr.  Fred.  MiUbank 
Lord  Strathmore 
Mr.  Ch.  Martyn  _ 

&  A.  B.  Monaeigneur  le  Due  Begnant  de 
Naaaan 
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little  Tilla£;8  where  I  remember  we  stopped  towards  the  close  of  our 
journey,  the  landlady,  when  made  acquainted  with  the  motives  of  our 
journey,  gave  us  to  understand,  by  signs  and  wofiders,  that  the  gentlemen 
were  in  me  habit  of  going  out  for  their  sport  very  early,  and  that,  as  the 
hawking-ground  lay  some  two  hours  or  so  beyond  Loo,  we  must  huny, 
if  we  wished  to  see  it  on  that  day.  Our  leisurely  pace  had  already 
brought  us  late  into  the  morning,  and  there  was  evidently,  if  our  infor- 
mation was  to  be  relied  on,  a  pressing  necessity  for  speed.  But  our 
coachman,  a  young  Netherlander  of  seventeen  or  eighteen,  as  though  he 
had  ab^ady  effected  the  passae^e  of  the  Andes,  or  the  ascent  of  Mount 
Blanc,  seemed  to  feel  it  his  indisputable  privilege  to  stop  to  fill  his  pipe ; 
and  notwithstanding  our  nag  was  as  fat  and  as  fresh  as  when  we  started, 
he  quietly  fixed  himself  on  a  bench  by  the  door,  and,  with  a  phlegm  quite 
melancholy  to  behold  at  an  age  m  which  one  is  accustomed  to  see 
spnghtliness  and  enterprise,  began  to  smoke  and  vegetate  in  a  manner 
unmistakably  national.  In  the  mean  while  we  were  sitting  in  the 
waggon,  waiting  his  movements,  or,  rather,  his  immobility.  Had  I  been 
a  master  of  Dutch,  I  might  very  likely  have  seduced  him  to  accelerate  his 
pace  by  the  temptation  of  galore  of  tobacco  and  beer  in  Loo,  but  as  I  had 
only  at  my  command  French,  and  the  severer  dialect  of  my  vernacular, 
there  was  no  possibility  of  anything  like  an  interchange  of  sentiments 
between  us;  and  when  I  had  exhausted  my  "indignant  silence,*  we 
betook  ourselves  to  what  Demosthenes  considers  the  most  irresistible  art 
of  oratory,  and  expressed  ourselves  in  action  I  This  consisted  in  four 
determined  fists  being  presented  to  him  at  once;  and,  startled  by  a 
vivacious  display  of  this  sort  of  argumentum  adhominem,  probably  never 
before  experienced  in  his  whole  Ufe,  ^' Jaw,  jaw"  drawled  out  Meister 
Hans  Hoggeboom,  and  began  to  raise  himself  into  the  box  of  the 
waggon. 

We  again  plodded  forwards,  and,  on  nearing  Loo,  entered  upon 
pleasing  scenery,  diversified,  like  the  vicinity  of  Amheim,  with  trees  and 
water,  though  no  longer  in  motion.  The  instructions  given  to  our 
fat  boy  were  to  deposit  us  at  the  inn.  We  consequently  passed,  nolentes 
volentes,  a  very  lar^  and  tempting  hotel,  facing  a  small  lawn,  and, 
turning  a  comer  to  the  right,  were  set  down  at  the  appointed  Gasthaus, 
a  low  and  long  buQding,  terminating  at  one  end  in  a  stable.  Here  we 
found  several  fellows  lounging  indolently  about,  with  apparently  nothing' 
to  do ;  and  on  my  inquiring  at  what  hour  the  sport  would  take  place,  one 
of  them  informed  me,  in  very  pure  English,  that  the  gentlemen  went  out 
every  day  at  four  o'clock  p.m.,  though,  if  I  remember  correctly,  he  added, 
that  the  time  was  somewhat  dependent  on  the  weather.  I  soon  learned 
that  this  knot  of  idlers  were  the  fidconers,  whose  occupation  it  was  to  train 
and  tend  upon  the  birds,  and  that  they  had  lived  many  years  in  Eng- 
land. 

It  was  not  later  than  nine  when  we  arrived,  and  it  became  a  matter  of 
some  interest  how  we  should  manage  to  pass  the  interval  till  four  o'clock. 
Loo  is  a  resort  of  the  royal  family  for  a  few  months  in  sinnmer,  where 
they  live  in  neat  simplicity  and  seclusion ;  and  although  the  gardens  are 
fine,  the  environs  are  monotonous  and  dreary.  The  palace  itself  is  an 
edifice  without  architectural  embellishment,  standing  a  few  paces  from 
the  public  lawn,  and  opening  behind  upon  the  gardens,  which  have  here 
and  there  pretty  sheets  of  water.     We  continued  to  while  away  no  Uttkf 
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time  over  our  breakfast,  which  we  prolonged  as  leisurely  as  our  hosiees 
had  prepared  it,  but  it  was  over  kmg  before  the  day  could  be  cousidered 
much  shorter  than  when  we  commenced.  We  reg^tted  that  our  friend 
had  not  been  able  to  come  from  tiie  Hague,  as  he  knew  several  members 
of  the  dub,  with  whom  we  might  have  amused  ourselves  during  tilt 
morning.  As  it  was,  we  made  shift  to  while  away  the  hours  in  stroUinff 
about  the  lawn,  planted  with  linden -trees,  in  looung  into  the  hotel,  ajad 
peeping  through  a  gate  which  opened  into  tlie  palace  g^ardens— «  verboiener 
Eingang,  But  all  tins  required  very  little  time  in  comparison  with  what 
we  had  on  our  hands.  To  say  the  truth,  we  were  terribly  bored  at  Loo. 
I  remember  finally  fixing  myself  listlessly  at  the  inn  window,  and  gazing 
vacantly  at  the  absence  ot  anything  worth  looking  at  on  which  the 
window  opened.  A  road  ran  before  the  house,  and  I  longed  to  follow  it» 
httle  caring  in  which  direction.  But  the  &looners,  luckily,  were  nearly 
as  idle  as  ourselves.  They  had  their  pipes,  however,  and  ihey  were 
Dutch;  consequently  they  smoked  them  the  livelong  day,  and  stood 
about  as  motionless  as  the  time.  At  length  one  of  them,  a  very  clever 
fellow,  drew  near  me,  with  an  evident  readiness  to  fall  into  conversation, 
if  I  were  disposed  to  start  one.  He  could  not  have  been  more  socially 
inclined  than  I  was  myself ;  and  when  I  opened  by  some  remark  on  his  pro- 
fession, he  followed  it  up  by  a  long  and  learned  dbcourse  on  the  noble 
sport,  in  which,  in  former  days,  high  lords  and  ladies  delighted  to  exoeL 
It  was  one  of  the  entertainments  enumerated  by  the  author  of  <^  The 
Schoolmaster,*'  the  quaint  Roger  Ascham,  as  worthy  the  cultivation  of 
every  gentleman,  it  not  indispensable  to  tiie  accomplishment  of  his 
education.  My  informant,  gratified  to  speak  on  what  he  was  so  able  to 
describe,  gave  me,  after  the  manner  of  persons  of  his  dass,  very  minute 
details  dF  his  mode  of  tamng  and  training^  or  as  it  was  termed  in  those 
gallant  times,  of  reclaiming  and  manning  the  falcon ;  of  the  kind  and 
quantity  ef  food  he  was  accustomed  to  dlow  them  ;  of  the  qualities  of 
peculiar  breeds  ;  thdr  character,  capabilities  of  endurance^  and  strength 
and  weight ;  their  courage  and  velocity ;  and,  in  a  word,  a  running  history 
of  hawks  individually  and  generically,  with  a  conciseness  and  observation 
which  would  have  given  pleasure  to  the  great  BufPon  himself.  For  the 
purpose  of  illustration,  he  begged  me  to  cross  the  road  I  had  been  idly 
contemplating,  and  look  at  the  falcons.  I  very  gladly  accepted  the  offer, 
and  ibund  them  posted,  starch  as  so  many  sentinels,  on  their  separate 
perches.  They  had  all  small  leathern  hoods  on,  closely  fitted  to  the  head, 
and  covered  on  each  side  with  crimson  plush  or  velvet,  which  gave  a  very 

fay  air  to  the  stately  birds,  though  they  were  thereby  completely 
eprived  of  tiie  light.  On  their  legs  were  small  thongs  of  leather,  closely 
buttoned,  to  which  littie  bells  were  fastened,  that  tinkled  as  they  moved. 
They  were  also  tied  to  the  perches  either  by  leathern  leashes  or  chains^ 
eonnected  to  the  leg  by  bits  of  leather,  termed /esses.  On  our  approach, 
the  birds  indicated  their  consciousness  of  our  presence  by  a  quick,  jerking 
motion  of  the  head,  and  a  restive  fluttering  of  the  wings,  as  though  sen- 
sible of  the  approach  of  strangers,  or  impatient  of  delay,  and  weary  of 
waiting  for  their  game.  They  were  of  a  dark  brown  and  black  colour, 
and  of  nearly  similar  size,  and  apparentiy  great  strong^. 

The  weattier  was  fine  for  Holland,  Jh^  sW  pure^  and  the  sun  shone 
with  unusual  joyousness,  so  that  I  coon  Hnot  help  regrettbg  that  nearly 
ihe  only  Intds  that  .delight  to  soar  into  the  heavepi%  and  can  look  it  ia 
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little  village  where  I  remember  we  stopped  towards  the  close  of  our 
journey,  the  landlady,  when  made  acquainted  with  the  motives  of  our 
jomrney,  gave  us  to  understand,  by  signs  and  wonders,  that  the  gentlemen 
were  in  the  habit  of  going  out  for  their  sport  very  early,  and  that,  as  the 
hawking*ground  lay  some  two  hours  or  so  beyond  Loo,  we  must  huny, 
if  we  wished  to  see  it  on  that  day.  Our  leisurely  pace  had  already 
brought  us  late  into  the  morning,  and  there  was  evidently,  if  our  infbr- 
matioB  was  to  be  relied  on,  a  pressing  necessity  for  speed.  But  our 
coachman,  a  young  Netherlander  of  seventeen  or  eighteen,  as  though  he 
had  already  effected  the  passa^  of  the  Andes,  or  the  ascent  of  Mount 
Blanc,  seemed  to  feel  it  his  indisputable  privilege  to  stop  to  fill  his  pipe ; 
and  notwithstanding  our  nag  was  as  fat  and  as  fresh  as  when  we  started, 
he  quietly  fixed  himself  on  a  bench  by  the  door,  and,  with  a  phlegm  quite 
melancholy  to  behold  at  an  age  in  which  one  is  accustomed  to  see 
sprightliness  and  enterpiise,  began  to  smoke  and  vegetate  in  a  manner 
unmistakably  national.  In  the  mean  while  we  were  sitting  in  the 
"^f^E^^^  waiting  his  movements,  or,  rather,  his  immobility.  Had  I  been 
a  master  of  Duteh,  I  might  very  likely  have  seduced  him  to  accelerate  his 
pace  by  the  temptation  of  galore  of  tobacco  and  beer  in  Loo,  but  as  I  had 
only  at  my  command  French,  and  the  severer  dialect  of  my  vernacular, 
there  was  no  possibility  of  anything  like  an  interchange  of  sentiments 
between  us;  and  when  I  had  exhausted  my  ^'indignant  silence,*  we 
betook  ourselves  to  what  Demosthenes  considers  the  most  irresistible  art 
of  oratory,  and  expressed  ourselves  in  action !  This  consisted  in  four 
determined  fists  being  presented  to  him  at  once;  and,  startled  by  a 
vivacious  display  of  this  sort  of  argumentum  adhominem,  probably  never 
before  experienced  in  his  whole  life,  ^' Jaw,  jaw"  drawled  out  Meister 
Hans  Hoggeboom,  and  began  to  raise  himself  into  the  box  of  the 
waggon. 

We  again  plodded  forwards,  and,  on  nearing  Loo,  entered  upon 
pleasing  scenery,  diversified,  like  the  vicinity  of  Amheim,  with  trees  and 
water,  though  no  longer  in  motion.  The  instructions  given  to  our 
fat  boy  were  to  deposit  us  at  the  inn.  We  consequently  passed,  nolentes 
volentes,  a  very  large  and  tempting  hotel,  facing  a  small  lawn,  and, 
turning  a  corner  to  me  right,  were  set  down  at  the  appointed  Gasthaus, 
a  low  and  long  building,  terminating  at  one  end  in  a  stable.  Here  we 
found  several  fellows  lounging  indolently  about,  with  apparently  nothing* 
to  do ;  and  on  my  inquiring  at  what  hour  the  sport  would  take  place,  one 
of  them  informed  me,  in  very  pure  English,  that  the  gentlemen  went  out 
every  day  at  four  o'clock  p.m.,  though,  if  I  remember  correctly,  he  added, 
that  the  time  was  somewhat  dependent  on  the  weather.  I  soon  learned 
that  this  knot  of  idlers  were  the  falconers,  whose  occupation  it  was  to  train 
and  tend  upon  the  birds,  and  that  they  had  lived  many  years  in  £ng<* 
land. 

It  was  not  later  than  nine  when  we  arrived,  and  it  became  a  matter  of 
some  interest  how  we  should  manage  to  pass  the  interval  till  four  o'clock. 
Loo  is  a  resort  of  the  royal  family  for  a  few  months  in  summer,  where 
they  live  in  great  simplicity  and  seclusion ;  and  although  the  gardens  are 
fine,  the  environs  are  monotonous  and  dreary.  The  palace  itself  is  an 
edifice  without  architectural  embellishment,  standing  a  few  paces  from 
the  public  lawn,  and  opening  behind  upon  the  gardens,  which  have  here 
and  there  pretty  sheets  of  water.    We  continued  to  while  away  no  little 
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Rosmi  aod  his  foUewcn,  indeed,  gire  no  explanation  of  Tasso's  unac-^ 
ecmntable  Beenrity  under  such  terrible  impending  danger,  but  tbey  try  to 
show  reason  why  Alfonso  himself  should  have  delayed  the  stroke  for 
above  a  year  or  two,  by  a  supposition  that  the  obnoxious  compositioisis 
were  by  Tasso's  enemies  liud  in  the  duke's  hands  only  by  degrees,  and 
in  obscure  aod  vague  (ragments,  cak)olated,  indeed,  forcibly  to  rouse 
suspicion,  but  without  scflfbiding  such  palpable  proofs  as  eoula  authorise 
the  prince  to  proceed  to  extremities. 

One  surmise,  however,  is  just  as  good  as  another.  Had,  indeed,  Tasso's 
enemies — who  stuck  at  nothing,  and  did  not  even  shrink  from  a  base  and 
treacherous  attempt  up<m  his  life — been  in  possession  of  documents  which 
might  with  any  plausibility  criminate  him,  not  only,  we  say,  would  it  not 
be  natural  for  them  to  put  off  firing  the  mine  from  month  to  month,  but 
tiiey  would  have  made  use  of  such  documents,  even  had  they  been 
doubtful  of  their  real  import,  even  had  they  been  convinced  of  their  utter 
innocence,  and  endeavoured  ip  aggravate  Tasso's  real  or  pretended  guilt 
to  the  best  of  their  abilities. 

Our  supposition,  at  least,  would  enable  us  to  conceive  Tasso's  long  and 
blind  unconsciousness  of  guilt,  and  his  unwarrantable  recklessness  of  its 
consequence. 

Rosini  himself  is  compelled  to  screen  the  princess's  memory  from  all 
imputation  which  might  arise  from  Tasso's  cowardly  boasts,  from  the 
mere  fact  that  '*  the  princess  appears  to  have  forgiven  him,  and  the  duke 
Buffered  him  to  escape  with  life.**  But  we  contend  that  the  boast  alone, 
in  such  broad  utterance  as  occurs  in  those  two  unfortunate  sonnets, 
would,  in  the  estimation  of  a  man  of  Alfonso's  Jealous  temper,  have  been 
inexorably,  and,  we  almost  say  even  more,  justly  punishable  with  death. 

Tasso  must  have  known  it,  and  yet  he  had  reasons  to  suppose  that 
those  sonnets  had  been  seen  and  taken  from  his  desk — and  he  could  yet 
slumber  on  his  fiite ! 

It  is  of  the  greatest  importance  to  observe,  that  the  two  main  incidents 
which  brought  ab>ut  the  crisis  of  Tasso's  life  are  buried  in  impenetrable 
mystery.  We  allude  to  his  quarrel  with  a  false  friend,  and  to  his  assault 
on  a  servant,  which  led  to  his  arrest  in  June,  1577. 

Manso  and  Serassi  give  only  contradictory,  and  altogether  unsatis- 
factory accounts  of  the  former  event.  We  have  absolutely  no  other 
testimony  to  rely  upon,  except  Tasso  himself,  who  alludes  to  it  in  a  letter 
written  on  the  10th  of  October,  1676.  In  this  he  merely  states  that  he 
was  urged  to  violence  by  the  rashness  of  his  adversary,  who  had  given 
him  the  lie  in  the  court-yard  of  the  ducal  palace ;  that  he  was  afterwards 
attacked  by  the  same  man,  backed  by  three  of  his  relatives,  on  the  main 
square  of  the  town ;  that  on  his  (Tasso's)  first  drawing  his  sword,  the 
aggressors  took  to  flight.  The  assassin  alluded  to  seems  clearly  to  be 
the  same  who  had  gained  access  to  the  papers  in  his  desk  by  a  false  key ; 
but  it  is  not  evidenl^  though  probable  enough,  that  the  present  encounter 
took  place  in  consequence  of  a  breach  of  confidence  which,  as  we  have 
seen,  Tasso  had  detected  at  least  six  months  previously.  This  false 
firiend  is  by  Tasso  merely  designated  by  the  nickname  of  Brunello  (from 
a  notorious  thief  in  Ariosto's  **  Orlando").  Serassi  thinks  he  can  make 
out  tibat  his  real  name  was  Maddal^  but  can  furnish  no  further  particulars. 

From  another  letter  to  Scipio  Gonzaga,  without  a  date,  but  referable 
to  this  period,  it  appears  that  Tasso  kept  his  rooms  for  several  days  af^r 
th%t  euoouutec^  whether  under  arrest  (for  a  blow  given  in  the  hcUl^  or 
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little  Tillafi^e  where  I  remember  we  stopped  towards  the  close  of  our 
journey,  the  laudlady,  when  made  acquainted  with  the  motives  of  our 
journey,  gave  us  to  understand,  by  signs  and  t€07tders,  that  the  gentlemen 
were  in  me  habit  of  going  out  for  their  sport  very  early,  and  that^  as  the 
hawking-eround  lay  some  two  hours  or  so  beyond  Loo,  we  must  huriTs 
if  we  wished  to  see  it  on  that  day.  Our  leisurely  pace  had  already 
brought  us  late  into  the  morning,  and  there  was  evidently,  if  our  infor- 
mation was  to  be  relied  on,  a  pressing  necessity  for  speed.  But  our 
coachman,  a  young  Netherlander  of  seventeen  or  eighteen,  as  though  he 
had  already  effected  the  passage  of  the  Andes,  or  the  ascent  of  Mount 
Blanc,  seemed  to  feel  it  his  indisputable  privilege  to  stop  to  fill  his  pipe ; 
and  notwithstanding  our  nag  was  as  fat  and  as  fresh  as  when  we  started, 
he  quietly  fixed  himself  on  a  bench  by  the  door,  and,  with  a  phlegm  quite 
melancholy  to  behold  at  an  age  in  which  one  is  accustomed  to  see 
sprightliness  and  enterprise,  began  to  smoke  and  vegetate  in  a  manner 
unmistakably  national.  In  the  mean  while  we  were  sitting  in  the 
waggon,  waiting  his  movements,  or,  rather,  his  immobility.  Had  I  been 
a  master  of  Dutch,  I  might  very  likely  have  seduced  him  to  accelerate  his 
pace  by  the  temptation  of  galore  of  tobacco  and  beer  in  Loo,  but  as  I  had 
only  at  my  command  French,  and  the  severer  dialect  of  my  vernacular, 
there  was  no  possibility  of  anything  like  an  interchange  of  sentiments 
between  us;  and  when  I  had  exhausted  my  '* indignant  silence,*  we 
betook  ourselves  to  what  Demosthenes  considers  the  most  irresistible  art 
of  oratory,  and  expressed  ourselves  in  action  !  This  consisted  in  four 
determined  ^\s  being  presented  to  him  at  once;  and,  startled  by  a 
vivacious  display  of  this  sort  of  argumentum  adhominem,  probably  never 
before  experienced  in  his  whole  Hfe,  ^^Jatv^jatv"  drawled  out  Meister 
Hans  Hoggeboom,  and  began  to  raise  himself  into  the  box  of  the 
waggon. 

We  again  plodded  forwards,  and,  on  nearing  Loo,  entered  upon 
pleasing  scenery,  diversified,  like  the  vicinity  of  Amheim,  with  trees  and 
water,  though  no  longer  in  motion.  The  instructions  given  to  our 
fat  boy  were  to  deposit  us  at  the  inn.  We  consequently  passed,  nolentes 
volenteSy  a  very  lar^e  and  tempting  hotel,  facing  a  small  lawn,  and, 
turning  a  comer  to  me  right,  were  set  down  at  the  appointed  Gasthaus, 
a  low  and  long  building,  terminating  at  one  end  in  a  stable.  Here  we 
found  several  fellows  lounging  indolently  about,  with  apparently  nothing' 
to  do ;  and  on  my  inquiring  at  what  hour  the  sport  would  take  place,  one 
of  them  informed  me,  in  very  pure  English,  that  the  gentlemen  went  out 
every  day  at  four  o'clock  p.m.,  though,  if  I  remember  correctly,  he  added, 
that  the  time  was  somewhat  dependent  on  the  weather.  I  soon  learned 
that  this  knot  of  idlers  were  the  falconers,  whose  occupation  it  was  to  train 
and  tend  upon  the  birds,  and  that  they  had  lived  many  years  in  Eng- 
land. 

It  was  not  later  than  nine  when  we  arrived,  and  it  became  a  matter  of 
some  interest  how  we  should  manage  to  pass  liie  interval  till  four  o'clock. 
Loo  is  a  resort  of  the  royal  family  for  a  few  months  in  summer,  where 
they  live  in  great  simplicity  and  seclusion ;  and  although  the  gardens  are 
fine,  the  environs  are  monotonous  and  dreary.  The  palace  itself  is  an 
edifice  without  architectural  embellishment,  standing  a  fow  paces  from 
the  public  lawn,  and  opening  behind  upon  the  gardens,  which  have  here 
and  there  pretty  sheets  of  water.     We  continued  to  while  away  no  little 
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time  oter  oar  breakfast,  which  we  prolonged  as  leisurely  as  our  hostess 
bad  prepared  it,  but  it  was  over  long  beforis  the  day  oould  be  ooBsidered 
much  shorter  than  when  we  oommenoed.  We  regretted  that  our  friend 
had  not  been  aUe  to  come  from  the  Hague,  as  he  knew  several  members 
of  the  dub,  with  whom  we  might  have  amused  ourselves  during  the 
momine.  As  it  was,  we  made  shift  to  while  away  the  hours  in  strolling 
about  the  lawn,  planted  with  linden -trees,  in  looking  into  the  hotel,  and 
peeping  through  a  gate  which  opened  into  the  palace  gudens— a  fierboiUntT 
Ekngang,  But  all  this  required  very  Httle  time  in  comparison  with  what 
we  had  on  our  hands.  To  say  the  truth,  we  were  terrihly  hortd  at  Loo. 
I  remember  finally  fixing  mvself  listlessly  at  the  inn  window,  and  gazing 
vacantly  at  the  absence  ot  anything  worth  lookine  at  on  which  the 
window  opened.  A  road  ran  before  the  house,  and  I  longed  to  follow  i^ 
little  caring  in  which  direction.  But  the  falconers,  luddly,  were  nearly 
as  idle  as  ourselvee.  They  had  then*  pipes,  however,  and  they  were 
Dutch;  consequently  they  smoked  them  the  livelong  day,  and  stood 
about  as  motionless  as  the  time.  At  length  one  of  them,  a  very  clever 
fellow,  drew  near  me,  with  an  evident  readiness  to  fall  into  oonversation, 
if  I  were  disposed  to  start  one.  He  could  not  have  been  more  socially 
inclined  than  I  was  myself;  and  when  I  opened  by  some  remark  on  his  pro- 
fession, he  followed  it  up  by  a  long  and  learned  discourse  on  the  noble 
sport,  in  which,  in  former  days,  high  lords  and  ladies  delighted  to  exceL 
It  was  one  of  the  entertainments  enumerated  by  the  author  of  '*  The 
Schoolmaster,*'  the  quaint  Roger  Ascham,  as  worthy  the  cultivation  of 
every  gentleman,  if  not  indispensable  to  the  accomplishment  of  his 
education.  My  informant,  gratified  to  speak  on  what  he  was  so  able  to 
describe,  gave  me,  after  the  manner  of  persons  of  his  dass,  very  minute 
details  of  his  mode  of  tamxng  and  trairdngy  or  as  it  was  termed  in  those 
gallant  times,  of  redmming  and  manning  the  fakon ;  of  the  kind  and 
quantity  of  food  he  was  accustomed  to  dlow  them  ;  of  the  qualities  of 
peculiar  breeds  ;  their  character,  capabilities  of  endurance,  and  strength 
and  weight  y  their  courage  and  velodty ;  and,  in  a  word,  a  running  history 
of  hawks  individually  and  generically,  with  a  condseness  and  observation 
which  would  hare  riven  pleasure  to  the  great  Bu£Fon  himself.  For  the 
purpose  of  illustration,  he  begged  me  to  cross  the  road  I  had  been  idly 
contemplating,  and  look  at  the  falcons.  I  very  gladly  accepted  the  offer, 
and  found  them  posted,  starch  as  so  many  sentinels,  on  their  separate 
perches.  They  had  all  snwll  leathern  hoods  on,  dosdy  fitted  to  the  head, 
and  covered  on  each  side  with  crimson  pliish  or  velvet,  which  gave  a  very 

Say  air  to  the  stately  birds,  though  they  were  tiiereby  oompletdy 
eprived  of  tiie  light.  On  their  legs  were  small  thongs  of  leather,  dosdy 
buttoned,  to  which  littie  bells  were  fastened,  that  tinkled  as  they  moved. 
They  were  also  tied  to  the  perdies  either  by  leaihem  leashes  or  chains^ 
connected  to  the  leg  by  bits  of  leather,  termed  jefs«f.  On  our  approach, 
the  birds  indicated  their  consciousness  of  our  presence  by  a  quick,  jerking 
motion  of  the  head,  and  a  restive  fluttering  of  ihe  wings,  as  though  sen- 
sible of  the  approach  of  strangers,  or  impatient  of  delay,  and  wearv  of 
waiting  for  their  game.  They  were  of  a  darit  brown  and  black  colour, 
and  of  neariy  simSar  size^  and  apparentiy  great  strength. 

The  weatner  was  fine  for  Holland,  Jh^  sky  pure^  and  ihe  sun  shone 
witii  unusual  joyousness,  so  tiiat  I  cotdS  ^ot  help  regretting  that  nearly 
ihe  only  birds  that.deUght  to  soar  into  ihe  heavap^  and  can  look  it  in 
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little  Tillaf^  wh«w  I  remember  we  stopped  towards  the  close  of  our 
journey,  tiie  landlady,  when  made  acquainted  with  the  motives  of  our 
journey,  gave  us  to  understand,  by  signs  and  woftders,  that  the  gentlemen 
were  in  l£e  habit  of  going  out  for  thmr  sport  very  early,  and  that,  as  the 
hawking-CTOund  lay  some  two  hours  or  so  beyond  Loo,  we  must  hurry, 
if  we  wished  to  see  it  on  that  day.  Our  leisurely  pace  had  abeady 
brought  us  late  into  the  morning,  and  there  was  evidently,  if  our  infor- 
mation was  to  be  relied  on,  a  pressing  necessity  for  speed.  But  our 
coachman,  a  young  Netherlander  of  seventeen  or  eighteen,  as  though  he 
had  already  effected  the  passage  of  the  Andes,  or  the  ascent  of  Mount 
Blanc,  seemed  to  feel  it  his  indisputable  privilege  to  stop  to  fill  his  pipe ; 
and  notwithstanding  our  nag  was  as  fat  and  as  fresh  as  when  we  started, 
he  qmetly  fixed  himself  on  a  bench  by  the  door,  and,  with  a  phlegm  quite 
melancholy  to  behold  at  an  age  m  which  one  is  accustomed  to  see 
sprightliness  and  enterprise,  began  to  smoke  and  vegetate  in  a  manner 
unmistakably  national.  In  the  mean  while  we  were  sitting  in  the 
waggon,  waiting  his  movements,  or,  rather,  his  immobility.  Had  I  been 
a  master  of  Dutch,  I  might  very  likely  have  seduced  him  to  accelerate  his 
pace  by  the  temptation  of  galore  of  tobacco  and  beer  in  Loo,  but  as  I  had 
only  at  my  command  French,  and  the  severer  dialect  of  my  vernacular, 
there  was  no  possibility  of  anything  like  an  interchange  of  sentiments 
between  us;  and  when  I  had  exhausted  my  '^ indignant  silence,*  we 
betook  ourselves  to  what  Demosthenes  considers  the  most  irresistible  art 
of  oratory,  and  expressed  ourselves  in  action/  This  consisted  in  four 
determined  fists  being  presented  to  him  at  once;  and,  startled  by  a 
vivacious  display  of  this  sort  of  argumentum  adhominentf  probably  never 
before  experienced  in  his  whole  Hfe,  ^' Jaw,  jaw,**  drawled  out  Meister 
Hans  Hoggeboom,  and  began  to  raise  himself  into  the  box  of  the 
waggon. 

We  again  plodded  forwards,  and,  on  nearing  Loo,  entered  upon 
pleasing  scenery,  diversified,  like  the  vicinity  of  Amheim,  with  trees  and 
water,  though  no  longer  in  motion.  The  instructions  given  to  our 
fat  boy  were  to  deposit  us  at  the  inn.  We  consequently  passed,  nolentes 
volenteSy  a  very  large  and  tempting  hotel,  facing  a  small  lawn,  and, 
turning  a  comer  to  the  right,  were  set  down  at  the  appointed  Gadhaus, 
a  low  and  long  building,  terminating  at  one  end  in  a  stable.  Here  we 
found  several  fellows  lounging  indolently  about,  with  apparently  nothing' 
to  do ;  and  on  my  inquiring  at  what  hour  the  sport  would  take  place,  one 
of  them  informed  me,  in  very  pure  English,  that  the  gentlemen  went  out 
every  day  at  four  o'clock  P.M.,  though,  if  I  remember  correctly,  he  added, 
that  the  time  was  somewhat  dependent  on  the  weather.  I  soon  learned 
that  this  knot  of  idlers  were  the  folconers,  whose  occupation  it  was  to  train 
and  tend  upon  the  birds,  and  that  they  had  lived  many  years  in  Ekig- 
land. 

It  was  not  later  than  nine  when  we  arrived,  and  it  became  a  matter  of 
some  interest  how  we  should  manage  to  pass  the  interval  till  four  o'clock. 
Loo  is  a  resort  of  the  royal  family  for  a  few  months  in  summer,  where 
they  live  in  great  simplicity  and  seclusion ;  and  although  the  gardens  are 
fine,  the  environs  are  monotonous  and  dreary.  The  palace  itself  is  an 
edifice  without  architectural  embellishment,  standing  a  few  paces  from 
the  public  lawn,  and  opening  behind  upon  the  gardens,  whieh  have  here 
and  there  pretty  sheets  of  water.     We  continued  to  while  away  no  little 
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time  oter  oar  breakfast,  which  we  proloDged  as  leisurely  as  our  hostess 
had  prepared  it,  but  it  was  over  long  before  the  day  could  be  ooDsid^^ 
much  shorter  than  when  we  commenced.  We  regretted  that  our  friend 
bad  not  been  able  to  come  from  the  Hague,  as  he  knew  several  members 
of  the  dub,  wit^  whom  we  might  have  amused  ourselves  during  the 
mominc.  As  it  was,  we  made  shift  to  while  away  the  hours  in  strolling 
about  the  lawn,  planted  with  linden-trees,  in  looking  into  the  hotel,  ana 
peeping  through  a  gate  which  opened  into  the  palace  gudens— a  verhoiener 
Eingang,  But  all  this  required  very  little  time  in  oompariBon  with  what 
we  had  on  our  hands.  To  say  the  truth,  we  were  terribly  bared  at  Loo. 
I  remember  finally  fixing  myself  listlessly  at  the  inn  window,  and  gazing 
vacantly  at  the  absence  of  anything  worth  looking  at  on  which  the 
window  opened.  A  road  ran  before  the  house,  and  I  longed  to  follow  i^ 
little  caring  in  which  direction.  But  the  falconers,  luckily,  were  nearly 
as  idle  as  oniselvee.  They  had  their  pipes,  however,  and  they  were 
Dutch;  consequently  they  smoked  them  the  livelong  day,  and  stood 
about  as  motionless  as  the  time.  At  length  one  of  uem,  a  very  clever 
fellow,  drew  near  me,  wi(^  an  evident  readiness  to  fall  into  oonversatioa» 
if  I  were  disposed  to  start  one.  He  could  not  have  been  more  socially 
inclined  than  I  was  myself ;  and  when  I  opened  by  some  remark  on  his  pro- 
fession, he  followed  it  up  by  a  long  and  learned  discourse  on  the  noble 
sport,  in  which,  in  former  days,  high  lords  and  ladies  delighted  to  exceL 
It  was  one  of  the  entertainments  enumerated  by  the  author  of  '*  The 
Schoolmaster,*'  the  quaint  Roger  Ascharo,  as  worthy  the  cultivation  of 
every  gentleman,  if  not  indispensable  to  liie  accomplishment  of  his 
education.  My  informant,  gratified  to  speak  on  what  ne  was  so  able  to 
describe,  gave  me,  after  the  manner  of  persons  of  his  class,  very  minute 
details  of  his  mode  of  taming  and  trairdng,  or  as  it  was  termed  in  those 
gallant  times,  of  reclaiming  and  manning  the  fakon ;  of  the  kind  and 
quantity  of  food  he  was  accustomed  to  dlow  them  ;  of  the  qualities  of 
peculiar  breeds  ;  their  character,  capabilities  of  endurance,  and  strength 
and  weight ;  their  courage  and  velocity ;  and,  in  a  word,  a  running  history 
of  hawks  individnally  and  generically,  with  a  conciseness  and  observation 
which  would  have  given  pleasure  to  the  great  BufiFon  himself.  For  the 
purpose  of  illustration,  he  begged  me  to  cross  the  road  I  had  been  idly 
contemplating,  and  look  at  the  falcons.  I  very  gladly  accepted  the  offer, 
and  found  them  posted,  starch  as  so  many  sentinels,  on  their  separate 
perches.  They  had  all  snwll  leathern  hoods  on,  closely  fitted  to  the  head, 
and  covered  on  each  side  with  crimson  phish  or  velvet,  which  gave  a  very 

fay  air  to  the  stately  birds,  though  they  were  thereby  completely 
eprived  of  the  light.  On  t^eir  legs  were  small  thongs  of  leather,  closely 
buttoned,  to  which  little  bells  were  fastened,  that  tinkled  as  they  moved* 
They  were  also  tied  to  the  perches  either  by  leathern  leashes  or  chains^ 
connected  to  the  leg  by  bits  of  leather,  termed  jsssst.  On  our  approsbchy 
the  birds  indicated  theur  consciousness  of  our  presence  by  a  quick,  jerking 
motion  of  the  head,  and  a  restive  fluttering  of  ihe  wings,  as  though  sen- 
sible of  the  approach  of  strangers,  or  impatient  of  delay,  and  weanr  of 
watting  for  their  game.  They  were  of  a  darit  brown  and  black  oofour, 
and  of  nearly  similar  size^  and  i^parently  great  strength. 

The  weather  was  fine  for  Holland,  Jh^  sW  pure,  and  ihe  sun  shone 
with  unusual  joyousness,  so  that  I  cocMi^ot  help  regretting  that  nearly 
the  only  birds  ihat  delight  to  soar  into  ihe  heay«i%  and  can  look  it  in 
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ihe  fiice,  should  thus  be  hooded  from  its  beams,  and  chained  to  the  earth! 
But  my  sympathies  were  quite  unknown  to  the  fifidconer.  He  felt  a  pride 
In  his  art  and  a  pride  in  his  falcons,  and  esteemed  them  very  lucky  birds 
to  have  been  singled  out  from  their  kind,  in  order  to  share  in  so  gallant 
and  noble  a  sport.  They  all  had  their  names,  and  he  was  never  so  much 
at  home  as  when  he  was  talking  to  them,  lifidng  them  from  their  perches^ 
and  stroking  their  plumage.  When  we  came  close  to  them,  they  raised 
themselves  up  to  a  stately  attitude,  and  moved  quickly  about  as  though 
a  common  feehng  of  daring,  an  esprit  de  corpsy  animated  their  patron 
and  themselves.  He  showed  a  confidence  and  exultation  in  them,  such 
as  the  Arab  manifests  for  his  barb  in  the  desert,  or  a  corsair  for  bis  bark. 
There  might  have  been  thirty  or  more  of  them,  but  I  only  saw  those 
that  were  out  of  the  mews,  there  being  still  more  within. 

When  our  communicative  friend  had  given  us  every  information  con- 
cerning the  hawks  and  the  sport,  we  again  resumed  our  places  at  the  inn 
window,  and  soon  afterwards  remarked  a  gentleman  pass  in  a  hurry,  who 
had  at  least  passed  three  times  before  during  the  morning,  always  with 
the  same  bustle  and  nervousness  in  his  manner.     He  wa^  dressed  very 
simply,  in  a  way  neither  indicating  elegance  nor  a  want  of  taste:  ^'un 
pantaion  d'ete,  un  chapeau  blanc,  et  reding^te  couleur  de  vin.**     He 
carried  a  small  stick,  which  he  was  continually  switching  about  as  though 
striking  at  insects,  or  like  a  nervous  man  who  keeps  himself  in  perpetual 
motion  without  knowing  it.     He  seemed  to  remark  us  particularly,  and, 
finally,  called  the  falconer  to  ask  who  we  were ;  on  his  return  we  put  the 
same  question  to  him,  and  learned  that  he  was  the  Prince  of  Orange^ 
the  Crown  Prince  of  Holland.     It  seems  he  was  an  amateur  of  horses, 
and  kept  his  stud  in  the  stable  at  the  end  of  the  inn,  whither  he  was  con- 
stantly going  during  the  day.     A  few  hours  later  I  saw  him  again,  quite 
alone  with  his  little  son,  a  youth  of  nine  or  ten  years  of  age,  teaching 
him  to  ride  a  pony  on  the  lawn  in  front  of  the  palace.     He  had  a  long 
whip,  which  he  cracked  like  a  riding-master  in  a  circus,  while  the  pony 
ran  round  in  a  ring,  occasionally  kicking  up  its  heels  aa  the  prince 
cracked  his  whip,  much  to  the  delight  of  the  young  heir  on  its  back. 
I  could  not  help  thinking  whether  he  would  in  future  hold  the  "  reins  of 
government''  as  cleverly  as  he  did  the  pony,  though  his  seat  will  no  doubt 
be  quite  as  secure,  considering  the  character  of  the  Dutch,  who  move  on, 
like  the  dray-horse  we  had  in  the  morning,  phlegmatically  and  with  a 
taught  pace.     The  prince  and  his  son  spoke  English  constantly  together, 
and,  indeed,  without  the  slightest  foreign  accent.    They  could  aoubtlessly 
speak  the  Dutch  as  well,  though  of  all  languages  in  Europe  it  is  probably 
the  most  gross  and  unroyal — a  bastard  German. 

During  the  morning,  I  had  observed  a  close-covered  waggon  standing 
near  the  nigh  fence  which  inclosed  the  palace,  so  as  nearly  to  come  under 
the  outstretching  branches  of  the  garden  trees.  It  had  two  wheels, 
and  the  shafts  were  propped  up  with  pieces  of  wood.  I  concluded  it  was 
some  itinerant  exhibition,  but  it  proved  to  be  the  travelling  equipage  of  a 
party  of  gipsies.  For  what  purpose  they  had  established  themselves  at 
this  remote  little  place,  n'oboay  seemed  to  know.  They  appeared  to  have 
more  substance  than  most  of  tneir  race,  and  their  appendages  were  alto- 
gether superior  to  what  one  ordinarily  sees.  Perhaps  they  had  arrived 
fatigued  from  a  long  journey,  or  possibly  their  habits  preserved  a  keeping 
ivith  their  outward  respectability;  but  the  gipsies  slept  fashionably  latCy 
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mnd  I  rather  envied  them  so  many  hoars  of  miconsdioasness  at  Loo.  They 
did  not  appear  before  one  o'clock,  and  the  first  living  thing  that  peered 
out  of  a  little  door,  at  one  end  of  the  equipase,  was  a  very  expenenced 
^ad  on  the  shouldiers  of  a  woman.  Spite  of  tne  assaults  of  some  seventy 
years  of  a  nomadic  and  varied  life,  her  rich  brown  complexion  had  not 
yet  deadened  into  sallowness,  and  her  hair,  still  jet-black,  contrasted 
-vividly  with  a  scarf  of  bright  yellow  wound  round  her  head.  Had  Rem- 
brandt still  lived  in  the  Netherlands,  I  know  not  where  he  could  have 
feund  more  lustrous  eyes  or  a  more  genial  subject !  She  seemed  to  be 
waiting  for  somebody,  and  leaned  for  a  long  time  at  the  door,  looking 
down  the  road.  We  approached  nearer,  and  found  that  she  was  convers- 
ing with  some  one  within.  The  language  was  strange;  it  was  neither  Dutch 
nor  German;  and  to  the  questions  she  put,  replied  one  of  the  most  musical 
voices  that  ever  reached  my  ear ! 

*'  What  a  barbarous  language,"  said  I,  when  the  Rembrandt  asked  die 
first  question. 

'*  But  what  a  musical  one !"  answered  my  friend,  when  the  youthful 
Toice  replied  to  it  from  within. 

Harmonious,  indeed,  was  the  voice  I     There  was  no  bird  in  all  the 
garden  of  Loo,  nor  a  fountain  under  the  royal  balcony,  that  could  yield  a 
tone  so  melodious  !  I  could  have  wished  that  the  voice  should  never  cease. 
We  sat  down  near  by  and  listened.     The  fine  old  face  that  looked  out  on 
us  from  the  little  door  expressed  no  emotion  with  which  Ave  could  in  any 
way  be  connected;    she  looked  at  us  and  talked  on,  quite  indifferent 
whether  we  listened  or  not.     She  had  been  wandering  about  the  world 
too  many  years,  and  seen  too  many  strange  faces,  to  be  affected  by  the  idle 
curiosity  of  two  commonplace  men  like  us,  dressed  in  a  couple  of  travelling 
coats  and  foraging  caps.     At  intervals  the  musical  voice  broke  in  upon 
the  stem  tone  of  the  old  woman,  and  it  was  evident  the  gipsy  had  started 
a  subject  which  interested  both  in  no  common  degree.     Soon  she  turned 
half  round,  still  leaning  on  the  door  with  one  arm,  while  she  gesticulated 
vehemently  with   the  other;    then  left  the   door  and  grew  very  bois- 
terous, till  the  musical    voice   sunk  beneath  the  storm.     In  a  moment 
the  door  was  slammed  back,  and  we  turned  away  with  hearts  full  of 
sadness   for   this   charming  being  we   had  never  seen.     Perhaps   the 
dark  old  Hecate  had  a  siren  caged  up!     A  few  paces  from  the  equipage 
we  met  a  boy,  evidently  a  gipsy,  with  the  same  sunburnt  brown  com- 
plexion, the   same   black    eyes    that  had   been  looking  at  us,  though 
brighter,  quicker,  and   with   all  the   fire   of  youth.     He  was  not  ill- 
dressed  ;   he  wore  large  trousers,  a  jaimty  green  jacket,  with  a  broad 
low-crowned  hat,  exactly  what  the    Spaniards  caU  a  sombrero.     His 
hair  was  not  long,  as  though  worn  for  effect,  but  richly  curled;  and 
when  he   raised   the   sombrero^  and  bade  us  good  day  in  German,  I 
remembered  a  portrait  of  Murillo's  for  which  I  could  have  convinced 
myself  he  had  sat. 

''You  see  how  it  is,**  said  I;  ''this  must  be  the  son  of  the  old 
woman.  You  see  all  her  former  beauty  reproduced  in  this  fellow's 
beautiful  face!" 

He  went  to  the  waggon  and  spoke;  in  a  moment  the  old  head  re- 
appeared at  the  door.  It  opened,  and  the  youth  entered.  And  was  this 
all?  This  question  I  asked  myself,  and  my  finend  put  it  to  me.  We 
were  both  winking  of  the  musical  voice;  and  yet,  was  it  not  enough? 
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A  reasonaBle  man  would  have  been  contented  with  what  was  so  perfect  r 
but  loTe^  like  avarice,  is  never  satiate  I    We  were  in  love  with  the  musical 
voice.     It  must  be  the  vcMce  of  the  old  gipsy's  daughter,  the  sister  of  tihe; 
handsome  youth  ;  and  if  she  resembled  ner  brother,  with  all  his  fine  fea^ 
tures  softened  bj  the  grace  and  delicacy  of  her  sex,  what  a  paragon  it  were 
to  behold  !     How  picturesque  would  ba  the  group — an  old  mother  with 
two  such  children!     She»  perhaps  weary  with  die  endless  turmoil  of  the 
world,  timorous  and  uncertain  of  its  changes ;  they  almost  alone  in  its 
length  and  breadth,  cast  upon  its  surface  like  waifs  on  the  sea.     It  was  a 
sad  thing  to  think  what  might  become  of  them,  of  Jter;  and  to  hear  that 
sweet  voice  in  sorrow,  to  listen  to  the  plaints  of  a  poor  girl,  with  no  heart 
in  the  universe  to  pity  her  but  her  young,  feeble  brother's,  had  been  in- 
tolerable.    I  had  become  impatient  at  the  speed  of  time }  it  flew  like  the 
fidcons,  and  I  would  fain  have  fastened  the  jesses  and  hooded  it.  The  hour, 
however,  for  the  sport  approached.     There  was  a   bustle  among  the 
fiJconers,  and  a  flutter  among  the  falcons ;  one  even  heard  at  the  inn  the 
busy  tinkle  of  their  little  bells,  and  saw  them  nodding  their  red  hoods, 
stepping  impatiently  along  the  perches,  and  spreading  dieir  strong  wings 
in  expectation  of  flight.     The  falconers,  who  had  hung  round  the  whole 
mommg  in  the  ordinary  loose  dress  of  the  Dutch  peasantry,  now  came  out 
in  the  gallant  costume  of  the  olden  time,  which  romancers  have  long  de- 
lighted to  describe,  and  the  artists  to  portray.     They  were  a  strong  set 
of  fellows,  imposing  in  stature,  and  energetic  in  their  attitudes,  aocus* 
tomed  all  their  lives  to  fly  the  falcon  to  its  prey,  and  mount  their  horses 
for  the  chase.     This    inspiriting  sport  had  given  a  freedom  to  their 
carriage,  and  a  certain  dignity  to  their  deportment,  which  well  became  the 
dress  they  wore.     It  consisted  of  top-boots,  highly  polished,  with  spurs 
attached,  light  drab  tights,  bright-coloured  waistcoats,  and  a  dark  green 
coat,  ornamented  with  large  buttons  embossed  in  forms  of  animals,  or  small 
lelieia  representing  scenes  from  the  sport.     Each  had  on  a  green  hunting 
hat,  with  a  tuft  of  heron's  plume  stuck  jauntily  in  the  band,  while  long 
buckskin  gauntlets,  coming  for  over  the  wrists,  completed  the  gallant 
equipment     The  fiedcons  were  sent  in  a  species  of  cage  before  them,  and 
in  a  few  minutes  aflterwards  the  troop  galloped  away  at  full  speed  towards 
the  scene  of  hawking. 

But  the  rare  old  sport  had  lost  for  nie  a  gpreat  part  of  its  attraction. 
I  had  heard  a  voice-  more  thrilling  than  the  halloo;  add  now,  drawn  perhaps 
by  the  merry  jingle  of  the  bells  and  chains,  or  the  noisy  bustle  of  departure, 
the  daughter  of  the  old  gipsy  gently  opened  the  door  and  descended  from 
the  waggon,  and  her  gentle  notes,  before  I  knew  it,  came  warbling  into  my 
ear  in  wild  arbitrary  music,  to  which  she  sang  some  plaintive  verses  in  the 
same  strange  language  I  had  heard  in  the  morning.  I  turned  quickly, 
and  she  stood  almost  at  my  shoulder.  It  was  like  a  form  from  the  East, 
or  the  heroine  of  a  sad  ballad  of  the  Moors  in  their  last  days  at  Grenada! 
Nay,  it  was  a  Madonna  of  Murillo,  with  those  melancholy,  hopefrd  fear 
tures  that  look  down  upon  you  with  all  modesty  and  the  holy  enthusiasm 
of  a  mother's  tenderness!  She  stood  picture-like,  moving  the  lower 
chords  of  her  guitar,  her  large  eyes  resting  mournfully  on  me,  while  her 
voice  echoed  its  despair  in  my  heart.  I  never  understood  any  song  so 
little,  and  never  have  I  felt  one  so  much.  It  was  her  whole  history 
—her  heart  breathed  into  sound.  It  was  from  no  law  of  physiognomy 
that  I  comprehended  her,  and  from  no  gesture,  for  she  stood  as  still 
as  marble,  her  eyes   scarcely  moving  from  me.     But  there  was  thaty 
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a  soul,  in  them  that  snrpasies  all  motion,  ail  change  of  expression — a 
perpetual  sorrow,  a  sacred  sentiment  of  unhappioesa.  She  was  not  more 
than  seventeen,  and  the  melancholy  which  suffused  her  features  was 
rather  the  tendency  of  her  nature  thui  the  impress  of  misfortune.  There 
was  a  refinement  in  her  being  which  could  not  accustom  itself  to  the 
▼ulgar  relations  forced  upon  her,  and  their  shadows  were  wrought  into 
the  Hneaments  of  her  tender  beauty.  I  would  gladly  describe  this^  but  it 
was  of  a  kind  which  no  one  may  express  ;  her  eyes,  like  her  brother's^ 
were  dark  and  lustrous ;  they  were  not  piercing,  but  eloquent  and  win- 
ning; her  forehead  was  high  and  symmetrical,  the  nose  thin  and  ten- 
derly moulded,  her  chin  had  the  mere  impress  of  a  dimple,  and  her  lips 
a  beuity  not  dependent  on  voluptuousness.  Her  hair  was  partly  con- 
cealed by  a  scarlet  scarf  wound  round  her  head  with  no  studied  care,  and 
a  few  tresses  fell  over  the  ear,  and  were  brought  round  behind  in  a  knot. 
Such  the  description,  but  of  what  avail  ? — 

To  such  as  see  thee  not  my  -words  were  weak; 

To  those  who  gaze  on  thee  what  language  could  they  speak? 

The  tame  traits  may  produce  a  thousand  different  faces,  but  I  have 
never  seen  but  one  like  tnat  I  The  refined  spirit  of  her  being  beamed 
through  the  forms  of  her  beauty,  and  softened  them  to  the  expression  of 
a  seraph.  As  it  is  beyond  the  power  of  the  artist  to  reproduce  the  soul 
of  the  Cenci,  so  it  seems  that  Nature  had  but  one  form  of  loveliness,  and 
gave  it  to  the  gipsy's  daughter.  Her  dress  was  simple,  and  became  her 
diffident  mien  and  manner.  Before  she  finished  the  plaintive  air,  she  must 
have  remarked  the  pleasure  it  had  given  me,  for,  without  my  speaking,  she 
seemed  to  louse,  as  it  were,  the  slumberous  instrument  to  a  more  vigorous 
tone,  and  sang  again  with  indeed  more  energy,  but  with  the  same  pre- 
vailing sadness.  The  melody  seemed  to  express  a  lament,  but  not  one  of 
despair.  It  rose  and  fell  with  the  fitful  variation  of  a  passion,  at  times 
low  and  moanful,  again  startling  and  resistless.  Her  eyes  brightened  as 
the  wail  of  the  music  grew  louder ;  her  bosom  moved  with  an  efiFort  not 
occasioned  by  the  exertion  of  her  voice;  and  on  a  sudden,  a  gush  of  tears 
bedimmed  the  light  in  her  eyes,  and  her  notes  trembled  till  inaudible. 
But  in  a  moment  she  again  collected  herself,  and  said  to  me, 

'*  You  are  sad ;  I  will  sing  you  gayer  music !"  And  while  the  tears  still 
hung  in  her  eyelids,  a  smile  shone  through  them  like  light  into  dew- 
drops  ;  and  she  played  a  lively  strain,  and  sang  to  it  a  merry  ditty,  like 
those  one  hears  in  the  south  of  France. 

Ere  she  had  finished  it,  the  carriage  was  ready ;  and  my  friend,  who 
retained  more  self-possession,  urged  on  roe  the  necessity  of  departure. 
The  girl  ceased  at  once,  and  turned  with  a  snule  to  leave,  like  one  who 
felt  herself  in  the  way. 

"  But  you  will  accept  this,  signorina  ?*'  said  I,  offering  her  a  piece 
from  my  purse. 

'*  E  che  il  Dio  vi  renda  f dicey"'  replied  she,  smiling  with  her  peculiar 
charm,  while  the  tears  still  stood  in  her  eyes. 

I  never  saw  her  again ;  but  I  shall  never  forget  her  face  nor  her  smile. 
When  we  returned  from  the  hawking,  she  was  gone.  I  inquired  which 
way  they  went,  and  learnt  they  had  taken  the  road  to  Arnheim. 
''  Che  il  Dio  la  renda  feUce  r  was  also  the  wish  of  my  heart  She  was 
an  Italian,  another  Mignon  wandering  in  the  North  I 
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It  was  five  o'clock  when  we  reached  the  ground.  We  had  driven 
nearlv  the  whole  distance  over  a  hy-way  not  much  travelled,  and  very 
rough.  Immediately  after  leaving  the  precincts  of  the  palace  the  road 
turned  towards  the  north-east,  and  entered  a  barren  district  of  heath. 
The  same  dreary  stretch  of  heather-grown  common  surrounded  us  as 
during  the  drive  of  the  morning ;  the  sky,  too,  was  a  gun  overcast,  and 
the  cold  grey  tint  of  the  clouds  had  cast  a  fitting  canopy  over  the 
solitary  waste.  Suddenly  the  carnage  turned  from  the  narrow  road  to 
the  left  into  a  still  narrower  and  ruder  path.  1  looked  with  curiosity  for 
a  bird  in  the  air,  but  nowhere  was  a  living  thing  to  be  descried.  We 
rattled  on  for  some  little  time,  till  at  length  the  vehicle  stopped,  and  we 
found  ourselves  at  the  foot  of  a  small  elevation,  surmounted  by  s^  little 
cabin,  open  in  front,  and  provided  with  several  seats,  occupied  by  a  party 
of  some  six  or  eight  gentlemen.  The  falconers  were  standing  near  their 
horses  in  front,  the  birds  resting  on  their  fists,  and  the  attention  of  every 
one  directed  towards  the  south,  whence  the  herons  were  expected  to 
appear.  It  was  a  spirited  scene ;  with  the  desolate  moor,  the  blackening 
sky,  the  restive  horses,  the  falconers  in  costume,  with  the  hawks  perched 
on  their  gauntlets,  and  the  leashes  in  the  hand ;  behind  thenl^  several 
gentlemen,  with  their  horses  also  ready  at  their  side:  a  spectacle  of 
another  age,  a  perfect  representation  of  the  "  gentle  sport  of  hawking." 
I  found  the  language  spoken  to  be  entirely  English  ;  as,  indeed,  were  the 
majority  of  the  members  of  the  society.  Nearly  ever}'  person  present 
was  English ;  and  among  them  the  Duke  of  Leeds,  who  had  brought  his 
opera-glass,  and  was  peering  into  the  distance  through  it,  though  in- 
effectually,— thus  uniting  a  modem  contrivance  with  the  amusements  of 
the  olden  time.  These  gentlemen  received  me,  as  a  stranger,  with 
great  civility;  offered  me  every  advantage  to# witness  the  sport,  and 
gave  me  several  particulars  concerning  the  club. 

While  we  were  conversing  together  there  was  a  cry  of  "  A  heron,  a 
heron !"  and  the  eyes,  glasses,  and  lorgnettes  of  every  one  were  at  once 
directed  towards  the  quarter  indicated.  Far  away,  and  high  up  against 
the  grey  clouds,  appeared  a  small  black  point  in  scarce  perceptible 
motion.  It  became  now  a  question  of  discussion  how  near  the  victim 
would  approach,  while  the  falconers  were  busy  inspiriting  the  hawks,  and 
"  unstrtking  the  hood."  The  black  point  in  the  mean  while  grew  larger 
and  larger,  and  it  became  evident  the  heron  would  pass  nearly  above  the 
spot  where  we  were.  The  gentlemen  stood  ready  to  mount  uieir  horses, 
and  the  falconers  had  one  foot  in  the  stirrup.  The  heron  came  flying  in 
a  direct  line,  its  long  legs  outstretched  horizontally  with  its  neck  and 
body.  It  was  now  time ;  the  hood  was  drawn,  the  jesses  loosed,  and  lo! 
the  proud  falcon  shot  perpendicularly,  like  an  arrow,  into  the  air,  while 
the  unconscious  heron  laboured  steadfastly  along  in  a  straight  line  towards 
its  nest.  At  a  distance  of,  I  believe,  some  miles  behind  us,  lay  a  thick 
wood  in  which  they  build,  and  from  which  they  regularly  fly  in  the 
morning  to  fish  in  a  stream  flowing  through  marshes  into  the  Rhine. 
After  a  day  of  industrious  angling  they  return  towards  nightfall  to  their 
nests,  their  crops  laden  with  fish  for  their  young.  It  is  on  this  homeward 
passage  that  the  hawk  is  taught  to  interrupt  the  heron's  flight,  and  strike 
the  devoted  creature  to  the  earth.  The  heron  kept  still  unsuspectingly 
on  its  course ;  the  falcon  soared  higher  and  higher,  bearing,  continually 
towi|rds  his  quarry,  until  he  came  directly  above  it,  when,  si:Sdenly  draw- 
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iDg  in  his  wings,  he  fell,  as  it  seemed,  like  a  heavy  mass  upon  the  heron^ 
and  missed  it.     It  was  then  that  it  6rst  perceived  itself  attacked,  and  in 
a  paroxysm  of  terror  screeched  in  the  most  piteous  manner,  fluttered  its 
wings  as  though  losing  its  strength,  and  hesitated  in  what  direction  it 
should  endeavour  to  make  its  escape.     But  the  voracious  hawk,  apparently 
vexed  with  its  failure,  shot  again  into  the  air,  and  was  again  preparing  to 
stoop,  with  redoubled  velocity,  when  the  heron,  with  instinctive  appre- 
hension of  peril,  uttered  violent  screams,  flew  wildly  about  in  irregular 
circles,  and  Anally  ejected  all  the  fish  that  it  had  gathered]  during  the 
morning,  which  fell  one  after  the  other  among  the  heather.     But  it  was 
of  no  avail  to  the  poor  creature.     His  doom  was  fixed ;  down  came  the 
fiEdcon  this  time  with  unerring  exactness,  and  seizing  it  by  the  neck, 
proudly  fluttered  a  moment  higher  into  the  air,  or,  as  it  is  termed, 
'*  trussed  ;**  and  then  both  falcon  and  heron  descended  perpendicularly, 
performing  graceful  gyrations,  and  presenting  a  spirited  picture  of  light- 
ness and  motion,  till  they  sunk  in  the  heather.     In  a  moment  gentlemen 
and  falconers,  already  mounted,  spurred  on  their  fine  horses  from  every 
direction  ^0  the  spot  where  the  two  birds  were  contending,  or  rather 
where  the  hungry  hawk  was  plumin^i:  and  hacking  out  the  entrails  of  the 
heron  with  his  beak,  as  he  clutched  its  neck  and  body  in  its  talons.     The 
falconers  arrived  flrst,  and  hastened  to  substitute  a  fowl  for  the  heron, 
whose  flesh  the  hawk  never  feeds  on ;  vi^hile  the  latter,  not  perceiving  the 
change,  commenced  devourhig  the  flesh  with  voracity.     The  heron,  which 
lay  gasping  in  pain,  was  now  killed,  and  his  carcase  thrown  aside  upon 
#  the  heath.     Here  closed,  so  to  speak,  the  flrst  scene.     Either  the  weather 
was  unfavourable,  or  for  some  other  reason  the  herons  were  fewer  on  this 
occasion  than  usual ;  and  while  we  waited  for  another,  a  gentleman  of 
the  club  entertained  me  with  some  gossiping  narrations  of  some  of  its 
members.     It  seems  there  still  exists  in  Holland  a  very  ancient  family, 
that  of  the  Fauconniers,  who  owe  their  name  to  their  predominant  passion 
for  falconry.     In  earlier  times  all  the  portraits  of  the  men  were  painted 
with  a  falcon  resting  on  their  fists  ;  and  among  them  were  two  by  Rem- 
brandt, of  remarkable  freshness,  and  in  the  best  manner  of  the  artist. 
There  is  a  certain  picturesqueness  in  the  attitudes  of  these  worthy  old 
fellows,  with  their  falcons  on  their  fists,  that  evidently  pleased  the  painter's 
fancy,  and  he  seems  to  have  made  it  a  labour  of  love,  and  bestowed  upon 
them  all  the  rich  effect  of  colouring  and  shade  of  which  he  was  so  emi- 
nent a  master.     Fortunately  for  the  lovers  of  the  Dutch  school,  these 
valuable  portraits  have  recently  come  into  the  collection  of  the  late  King 
of  Holland,  who  purchased  them  for  33,000  guilders  from  two  members 
of  the  family  unable  to  agree  concerning  their  possession.     Whether 
these  unique  portraits  have  passed  into  the  collections  of  foreigners, 
having  been  sold  together  with  the  other  treasures  of  art  amassed  by  his 
late  majesty,  I  know  not,  for  I  have  not  examined  the  catalogue  of  the 
Hague  Gallery,  on  which  the  Emperor  of  Russia  had  a  mortgage  to  an 
enormous  amount — a  million  of  guilders. 

While  I  sat  on  a  bank,  agreeMy  entertained  by  mv  oomjpanion,  time 
flew  very  guly  on,  though  no  heron  could  be  seen  to  follow  its  example. 
He  amused  me  very  much  with  piquant  stories  of  several  persons  present, 
which  I  rejgret  it  would  be  improper  to  repeat,  and  which  are  yet  a 
source  of  diversion  as  I  recal  them.  This  sketch  of  a  worthy  belonging 
to  one  of  the  learned  professions,  and  a  member  as  well  of  the  dub,  was 
espedallj  entertaining^  and  his  anecdote  derived  no  little  yiracity  from 
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the  hero's  bebg  in  propria  persona  before  us.  Nature  aad  good  keeping 
had  Ueased  him  with  a  comfortable  coTpdenoy,  that  wonderfully  became 
his  roysterouB  mamiers  and  good-natured  jocositj.  He  laughed  at  every- 
thing and  everybody,  and  everybody  laughed  at  him.  He  was  one  of 
those  rare  good  fellows  that  nothing  disturbs,  and  who  journey  on  through 
life  as  die  flowing  beaker  used  to  go  down  the  olden  banquet-board, 
difiusing  good-humour  on  all  sides;  and,  like  the  draught  from  the 
beaker,  the  fun  he  occasions,  to  judge  from  its  cleverness,  will  probably 
long  survive  the  period  when  he  can  himself  enjoy  it.  He  possessed  at 
once,  it  seems^  the  somewhat  contradietcnry  devotion  to  Diana  and  VenuSf 
and  is  said  to  have  broken  more  horses  and  hearts  than  any  other  man  in 
the  realm. 

In  the  midst  of  a  humorous  story  about  him,  which  was  related  with 
a  vivacity  quite  worthy  of  its  wit,  our  jolly  subject  himself  interrupted  it^ 
by  crying  out  at  the  top  of  his  agreeable  voice,  "A  h^ron!  another 
heron  r  and  a  second  time  Uie  sportsmen  were  roused  to  the  qui  vive. 
It  soon  became  evident  that  this  would  not  approach  so  near  as  the  first, 
and  every  one  consequently  mounted  at  once,  to  draw  g^raduaH|^  towaids 
the  point  whither  he  would  be  brought  It  was  a  g^ant  sight  to  see 
the  falconers,  their  herons'  plumes  nodding  to  the  movement  of  th^ 
horses,  while  the  falcons  sat  impatient  on  their  fists,  jingling  their  bells 
and  stretehing  out  their  wings^  For  a  few  moments  the  cavalcade  ad- 
vanced slowly,  every  one  keeping  his  eye  on  the  heron,  lowering  towards 
us  by  deg^es,  but  still  very  high  in  the  air»  Suddenly  it  changed  its 
course  several  points  eastward,  whereon,  with  a  halloo  and  a  cry,  every  # 
man  put  spurs  to  his  horse  and  galloped  forwards,  the  falconers  foremost; 
the  birds,  animated  by  the  resistance  of  the  air^  constantly  fluttering  their 
wings,  and  struggling  to  break  from  the  jesses.  Up  and  down,  over 
hillock  and  hollow,  galloped  the  gay  party,  hallooi]^  and  shouting,  till 
of  a  sudden  they  drew  up  on  a  dbtant  down,  when  at  once  two  fsklcous 
flew  like  rockets  into  the  air,  and  made  towards  the  heron.  But  he 
kept  steadily  on,  remarking  no  danger,  while  the  falcons  raked  at  a  great 
distance  from  it,  and  seemed  rather  delighted  with  their  own  free  move- 
ments, than  wishing  to  interfere  with  those  of  the  heron.  He  soon  flew 
out  of  sight,  and  the  troop  again  galloped  back,  and  disposed  themselves 
to  wait  for  another  attack. 

We  were  not  obliged  to  wait  long.  It  was  growing  late^  and  the 
poor  birds  now  hastened  faithfully  back  to  their  young  in  constantly  in- 
creaang  numbers.  The  hawks  were  again  got  ready,  everybody  mounted, 
and  all  were  on  the  point  of  starting,  when  the  joUy  gentleman  described 
above,  perceiving  that  his  horse  was  somewhat  blown,  and  that  the 
Prince  Alexandre's  was  in  better  condition,  went  up  to  him,  and  said, 
very  amiably,  "  Come,  come,  prince,  you're  going  to  ride  very  badly ; 
and  don't  you  see  we're  going  to  have  a  brisk  chase  of  it  ?  Give  me 
your  hxsne !"  And  with  his  contagious  good-humour,  giving  the  prince 
rather  an  irresistible  nudge,  he  fiairly  made  his  way  into  his  saddle^  and, 
amid  the  mirth  of  everybody  present,  kept  it,  with  the  most  comical  air 
conceivable,  looking  lilce  the  Silenus  of  the  painters,  or  Bacchus  on  the 
return  from  a  bout.  The  prince  was  not  less  amused,  and  looked  after 
the  retiring  party  with  especial  interest  in  the  movements  of  his  jocose 
usurper. 

In  a  moment  the  jesses  were  loosed,  and  two  hawka  mounted  more 
slowly  than  the  former  into  the  air.     Two  herons  were  flying  at  nearly 
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equal  distance  from  each  other,  and  not  so  high  as  the  preceding. 
The  falcon  descended  at  the  same  moment,  and  each  hound  nis  victim 
with  accurate  aim :  a«ain»  for  a  moment,  a  similar  contest,  and  they  all 
fell  to  the  earth.  One  of  the  herons  was  rescued,  with  only  a  W 
broken,  and  tied  to  a  hush  of  hawthorn.  His  plumage  was  white,  witn 
heantiful  dove-oolovred  wings,  die  legs  and  hili  of  a  bright  yeliow.  I 
stood  over  the  po<Mr  creature,  and  pit^  it  from  the  bottom  .of  my  heart. 
It  seemed  eoBfuaed  with  terror. 

The  night  was  nearly  dosing  in ;  the  heath  looked  still  more  gloomy; 
and  the  piteous  screams  of  the  heron,  tied  to  the  hawthorn,  left  aa  un* 
pleasant  impression  on  my  mind  of  the  '^  gentle  sport  of  hawking.'' 

A  few  words  about  the  SociHS  de  la  Faucontierie, 

The  members  nominally  meet  together  in  the  month  of  June  for  a 
fortnight,  diough  the  period  is  by  no  means  limited  to  so  few  days,  but 
18  protracted  for  many  succeeding  weeks. 

I  had  imagined  thiat  the  expense  of  such  an  es^lishmeat  would  be 
Tsry  great ;  but  learnt  that  the  individual  annual  subscriptions  did  not 
exceed  100  florins — little  more  than  SL  Probably  his  present  majesty, 
who  is  very  fond  of  field  sports,  contributes  largely  to  the  support  of  tm 
Falconry.  One  of  the  party  presented  me  with  a  list,  in  lithograph,  of 
the  members^  which  I  subjoin ;  and  l^  it,  the  revival  of  this  noble  sport 
would  seem  to  be  due  to  an  Englisiunan  in  1839;  indeed,  more  than 
one-third  of  the  members  consists  of  our  countrymen*  The  Duke  of 
Leeds,  I  am  told,  never  fiiils  to  attend  the  meets.  A  constant  frequenter 
of  Loo  is  also  the  celebrated  painter,  Gudin,  thougfh  I  am  not  aware  that 
he  has  ever  made  hawking  the  subject  of  his  easel.  It  is  probaUe  that 
his  yearly  visit  to  Holland  is  more  directed  to  the  study  of  marine  sub- 
jects, for  which  he  is  inimitable,  not  even  Backhuaen  or  Vandervelde 
surpassing  him  in  his  effects  or  the  transparency  of  his  water. 
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TASSO'S  MENTAL  INFIRMITIES. 

All  the  evidence  of  Tasso's  guilt,  of  bis  irrevereut  passion  for  the 
duke's  sister,  and  his  unmanly  boast  of  its  unhallowed  gratification,  is  said 
to  rest  on  some  poems  which  saw  the  light  soon  afber  the  poet's  imprison- 
ment. Rosini  quotes  four  of  these  fatal  compositions.  One  is  the  dialogue 
above  alluded  to,  first  published  by  Baldini,  in  Ferrara,  under  the  direction 
of  Guarini,  in  1682.  There  is  no  clue  to  the  subject  of  that  amorous 
effusion,  unless  we  are  willing  to  regard  as  such  the  line  already  quoted. 

The  second  is  a  sonnet,  entitled,  "Per  la  sua  Donna  che  navigava 
Bul  Po,"*  which  certainly  contains  no  perceptible  allusion  to  the  princess. 
Finally,  two  other  6onnets,f  which  are,  indeed,  too  plain  and  intelligible, 
in  which  the  poet  brings  down  his  angel  from  heaven.  The  two 
sonnets  seem,  indeed,  but  two  different  versions  of  the  same  compo- 
sition, and  convey  but  one  and  the  same  thought.  In  the  edition 
made  at  Ferrara,  in  1581,  under  Guarini's  superintendence,  they  are 
entitled  as  follows — ''Fatto  in  nome  di  M.  G.  Per  La  sua  Donna," 
and  ''Per  M.  G.  C.  Alia  sua  Donna."  In  Baldini's  edition  of  the 
foUowing  year,  they  are  printed  without  a  title,  iiosini  remarks  that 
the  sonnet  186,  and  the  dialogue  already  cited,  were  never  repub- 
lished during  the  poet*s  lifetime.  The  same  may  not  be  said  of  these 
two  sonnets  (258-9),  which,  however,  alone,  might  indeed  be  considered 
decisive.  Tasso  evidently  addresses  a  woman  who  had  made  him 
immecuurably  blessed;  and  it  is  by  a  long  and  minute  compilation  of 
collateral  evidence-— evidence,  the  best  part  of  which  we  flatter  ourselves 
with  having  satisfactorily  disproved,  that  Rosini  would  force  upon  us  the 
conviction  that  these  scandalous  verses  were  meant  for  Leonora  of  Este. 
The  two  sonnets  bear  no  intrinsic  proofs  of  such  destination :  even  the 
nobil  petto,  substituted  to  the  real  seno,  occurring  in  some  of  the 
above  poems,  cannot  by  any  stretch  of  fancy  be  construed  into  an  allu- 
sion to  the  exalted  station  of  the  poet's  love.  Poems  of  an  equally — 
even  if  not  more  decidedly — licentious  character  may  be  found,  more  or 
less  traceable  to  Eleonora  Sanvitale  and  other  ladies.  These  Rosini 
very  conveniently  ascribes  to  Guarini,  or  other  bards.f  The  professor 
seems  to  give  little  importance  to  the  fra^^ments  brought  into  light  at 
Rome,  amongst  the  MSSS.  of  the  Falconien  family ;  and  it  was  lucky  he 
did  so,  for  those  documents  have  been  generally  looked  upon  as  mere 
forgeries.  The  meanness  of  their  versification  removes  all  doubt  on  that 
score,  were  we  even  willing  to  deem  them  the  hasty  sketches  of  a  noto- 
riously fastidious  and  high -finishing  poet.  They  are  Yfsry  harmless  in 
meaning  besides,  although  the  name  of  Leonora  occurs  m  more  than  one 
of  them. 

The  whole  strength  of  Rosini's  argument  is,  therefore,  condensed  upon 
four  lyrics  merely ;  and  even  of  these,  two  only  would  be  unanswerable, 
if  the^  could  satisfiictorily  be  traced  to  any  well-known  person.  This, 
we  thmk,  is  beyond  any  roan's  power. 

*  *'  Tu  godi  il  sol  che  agli  occhi  miei  si  asoonde."    Sonnet  185,  tom.  L,  p.  98. 
t  Bime,  tom.  i.    Sonnets,  258,  259. 

X  See  among  others  the  Canzoiu  di  bacij  and  sundry  madrigals.    Bime^  tom. 
IL,p.t94.    See  alK)  the  madrigal  IziL    Bime  Inedite,  p.  127. 
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Indeed,  unless  we  are  willing  to  charge  Tasso  with  uncommon  coarse- 
Bess  of  mind,  no  less  than  with  insane  disregard  for  his  own  safety,  we 
are  at  a  loss  to  conceive  how  he  could  revel  in  such  free  images  with  respect 
to  a  princess,  who,  whatever  might  be  the  nature  of  her  partiality  to  the 
poet,  was  distinguished  by  the  most  lovely  modesty  and  gentleness  of 
manners,  and  by  a  rare,  unaffected  piety,  whose  beauty,  even  in  its 
zenith,  owing  to  long  and  frequent  indisposition,  is  described  as  frail  and 
delicate,  and  whom  the  poet  has  everywhere  openly  painted  with  colours 
so  much  more  suitable  to  a  Madonna  than  to  a  Venus. 

fie  it  kept  in  mind  that  the  professor  himself  does  not  for  one  moment 
think  Leonora  of  Este  guilty  of  the  weakness  imputed  to  her  by  her 
lover.  He  gives  good  reasons  to  believe  that  the  poet ''  wrote  from 
sheer  effect  of  imagination— describing,  as  already  attained,  the  bliss  he 
aspired  to." 

All  this  is  simply  monstrous.  Tasso  must  either  have  been  the  basest 
of  mortals,  or,  indeed,  the  most  dangerous  of  madmen. 

To  these  flagrant  evidences  of  most  unpardonable  indiscretion,  accord- 
ing to  Rosini,  the  long  series  of  Tasso's  sufferings  must  be  exclusively 
referred.     These  were  the  poems  the  discovery  of  which  fired  the  soul  of 
the  vindictive  Alfonso,  and  which  the  atonement  of  seven  years*  martyr- 
dom seemed  not  to  have  sufficiently  expiated.     Here  we  must  beg  to 
refer  our  readers  to  the  authentic  dates  of  Tasso's  life,  previously  reported* 
It  appears,  hence,  that  the  poet  had  verses  not  intended  for  publication 
as  early  as  the  year  1570.     Those  verses  were  said  to  have  been  com- 
posed for  the  beneflt  of  some  friend ;  and  the  two  most  outrageous  son- 
nets (258-9)  came  out  with  a  title  to  that  effect.     Rosini,  indeed,  scorns 
the  idea  of  a  man  of  Tasso*s  loftiness  of  mind  "  lending  his  own  pen  for 
so  unworthy  a  pmpose."      That  Tasso  lent  his  own  rooms,  court  apart- 
ments, too,  for  a  no  less  ignoble  object,  appears  from  his  own  letter, 
where  he  says,  "  Egli"  (Brunello,  the  treacherous  friend  we  shall  have 
occasion  to  mention  presently)  ^'  mi  diniandava  la  chiave  delle  mie  stanze, 
mostrando  di  volersene  servure  in  fatti  d'  amore  ed  io  gliele  concedeva.*' 
The  subterfuge  itself  of  conveying  one's  own  feelings  under  another's 
name  is  neither  very  digniBed  nor  ingenuous ;  but  be  it  granted  that  the 
verses  and  the  letters  alleged  to  be  written  for  a  friend  were,  indeed,  used 
in  the  poet's  own  case  ;  Tasso,  then,  in  1570,  on  the  eve  of  his  journey  to 
France,  in  a  memorial  which  has  all  the  earnestness  and  importance  of  a 
testament  (inasmuch  as  directions  are  left  for  a  monument  to  be  erected 
to  his  father's  memory),  requests  his  friend,  Rondinelli,  to  bury  with  him 
these  poems,  written   by  proxy.     Rosini   will  not  deny  that  Tasso*s 
injunction  to  his  friend  was  conaitional,  and  referred  to  the  *'  uncertainty 
,  of  human  life."     The  poems  were  to  be  destroyed,  or  rather  doomed  to 
oblivion — that  is,  not  published— only  in  the  case  of  his  death ;  that  is, 
when  the  poet  should  be  out  of  reach  of  any  man's  displeasure.     Tasso's 
apprehensions  about  those  poems  had  then  nothing  to  do  with  personal 
fears,  but  must  have  proceeded  either  from  a  just  regard  for  the  fair  fame 
of  the  frail  beauty  compromised  by  those  lines,  or  else — and  that  is  more 
in  keeping  with  Tasso's  character — ^from  a  religious  scruple  of  the  offence 
that  such  lascivious  productions  might  give  to  the  young  and  innocent, 
fie  it  remembered  that  Tasso  did  not  actually  insist  upon  the  destruction 
of  those  evil  papers,  but  wished  that  they  should  be  buried  with  him ; 
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and  by  saving  from  tlie  common  doom  a  sonnet*  indited  to  **  Laura 
Peperara,"  or  in  other  editions  to  ''  His  Lady,"  he  obliged  his  friend  to  loc& 
into  the  whole  collection — a  dangerous  proof  of  trust  ev«n  with  the  best  of 
friends,  if  the  poems  really  were  fraught  with  mortal  danger  to  himself. 

These  same  poems,  or  poems  of  the  same  nature,  must  have  been  still 
in  Tasso's  possession  in  1575,  when  in  two  letters  to  Scipio  Gonzaga, 
both  written  in  the  same  day,  he  shows  the  greatest  apprehension  that 
his  correspondence  was  detained  and  opened  (May  3nl,  1576);  and 
again  in  Lent,  1576,  when  he  thinks  he  has  ascertained  that  his  desk  has 
been  opened  and  his  papers  pryed  into.  It  was  then,  only,  that  is,  six 
years  at  least  after  his  French  travels,  that  those  verses  could  have  come 
into  the  hands  of  men  interested  in  working  his  ruin ;  and  yet,  frt>m  that 
time  to  his  first  arrest,  in  June,  1577,  above  a  twelvemonth  is  suffered  to 
elapse  ere  the  great  blow  is  struck. 

'  How  Tasso  could  keep  in  his  desk,  or  trust  to  the  custody  of  a  friend, 
those  perilous  documents  of  his  rashness  for  the  frdl  space  of  six  years 
— always,  indeed,  supposing  that  there  was  high  treason  in  those  verses, 
or  that  they  admittea  of  such  a  construction — ^never  thinking  of  destroy- 
ing them,  in  spite  of  the  strange  suspicions  which  maddened  him,  espe- 
cially from  1575 — and  that,  notwithstanding  long  and  frequent  absence 
frt>m  court,  notwithstanding  a  prodigious  retentive  frunilty,  which  enabled 
him  to  recite  by  heart  several  hundred  stanzas  of  his  own  composition 
— why  those  few  verses  were  never  done  away  with,  never  secreted  in 
some  safe  hiding-place,  never  rather  carried  about  his  person — ^why, 
finally,  if  he  thought  himself  committed  by  such  poems,  he  continued  at 
Ferrara,  or  having  quitted  that  sojourn,  wny  he  returned  to  it  again  and 
again ;  all  that  forms  part  of  the  great  mystery  of  Tasso*s  life — a  mys- 
tery which  admits  of  but  one  plausible  solution — that  of  mental  derange- 
ment 

It  is,  meanwhile,  worthy  of  remark,  that  the  discovery  of  this  violation 
of  his  correspondence,  and  breaking  open  of  his  desk,  did  not  at  first  ^ve 
rise  to  any  g^at  alarm  or  indignation  on  the  part  of  Torquato.  When  he 
thinks  of  his  sonnets  in  honour  of  Eleonora  Sanvitale  are  out  in  circulation, 
"  as  if  by  magic,"  he  merelv  ^*  flatters  himself  that  no  one  can  write  bet- 
ter."'!' He  felicitates  himself  on  the  habit  he  had  of  invariably  tearing  the 
letters  of  his  friends  which  referred  to  his  intentions  of  quitting  Alfonso's 
service  for  that  of  the  Grand  Duke  of  Tuscany,  as  if  be  had  no  fears 
except  on  that  score.f  The  tone  of  his  letters  at  this  period — ^up  to  the 
time  of  his  encounter  with  his  false  friend,  in  September,  1576— prove 
also  that  lus  spirits  were  but  slightly,  if  at  all,  affected  by  these  momen- 
tous discoveries.  We  have  also  excellent  proofs  of  Alfonso's  unceasing 
benevolence  and  active  interest  in  behalf  of  the  poet  before  and  after  that  • 
event ;  and  what,  perhaps,  may  appear  more  conclusive,  tiie  Princess 
Leonora  invited  Torquato  for  a  tew  days — eleven  da3r8 — ^to  bear  her  com- 
pany at  her  villa  of  Consandoli  (June,  1576),  a  proof  of  good- will  in 
which  Mr.  Milman  seems  determined  to  perceive  *^  a  snare,"  but  which 
is  perfectly  in  harmony  with  innumerable  favours  of  the  same  nature 
lavished  on  the  gifted  hard  by  all  and  eadi  of  the  members  of  the  ducal 
flunily. 

*  <(  Or  che  V  aura  mia  dolce  altrove  spinu''    Sonnet  lU,  torn,  i.,  p.  62. 
t  Lettere,  tom.  v.,  p.  16.    (Feb.  1576.)        J  Lettere,  tom.  ii.,  p.  249. 
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Roibii  and  his  followers)  indeed,  me  no  explaoation  of  Tasso's  unac* 
eoantaUe  seourity  under  such  terrible  impending  danger,  but  they  try  to 
show  reason  why  Alfonso  himself  should  have  delayed  the  stroke  for 
above  a  year  or  two,  by  a  supposition  that  the  obnoxious  compositions 
were  by  Tasso's  enemies  laid  in  the  duke's  hands  only  by  degrees,  and 
in  obscure  and  vague  fragments,  cakulated,  indeed,  forcibly  to  rouse 
suspicion,  but  without  affoi^ing  such  palpable  proofs  as  could  authorise 
the  prince  to  proceed  to  extremities. 

One  surmise,  however,  is  just  as  good  as  another.  Had,  indeed,  Tasso's 
enemies — who  stuck  at  nothing,  and  did  not  even  shrink  from  a  base  and 
treacherous  attempt  updh  his  life — been  in  possession  of  documents  which 
might  with  any  pktusiDility  criminate  him,  not  only,  we  say,  would  it  not 
be  natural  for  them  to  put  off  firing  the  mine  from  month  to  month,  but 
tihey  would  have  made  use  of  such  documents,  even  had  they  been 
doubtful  of  their  real  import,  even  had  they  been  convinced  of  theur  utter 
innocence,  and  endeavoured  ^  aggravate  Tasso's  real  or  pretended  guilt 
to  the  best  of  their  abilities. 

Our  supposition,  at  least,  would  enable  us  to  conceive  Tasso*s  long  and 
blind  unconsciousness  of  guilt,  and  his  unwarrantable  recklessness  of  its 
oonsequenoe. 

Rosmi  himself  is  compelled  to  screen  the  princess's  memory  from  all 
imputation  which  might  arise  from  Tasso's  cowardly  boasts,  from  the 
mere  fact  that  **  the  princess  appears  to  have  forgiven  him,  and  the  duke 
suffered  him  to  escape  with  life."  But  we  contend  that  the  boast  alone, 
in  such  broad  utterance  as  occurs  in  those  two  unfortunate  sonnets^ 
would,  in  the  estimation  of  a  man  of  Alfonso's  jealous  temper,  have  been 
inexorably,  and,  we  almost  say  even  more,  justly  punishable  with  death. 

Tasso  must  have  known  it,  and  yet  he  had  reasons  to  suppose  that 
those  sonnets  had  been  seen  and  taken  from  his  desk — and  he  could  yet 
slumber  on  his  fate ! 

It  is  of  the  greatest  importance  to  observe,  that  the  two  main  incidents 
which  brought  ab^ut  the  crisis  of  Tasso's  life  are  buried  in  impenetrable 
mystery.  We  allude  to  his  quarrel  with  a  false  friend,  and  to  nis  assault 
on  a  servant,  which  led  to  his  arrest  in  June,  1577. 

Manso  and  Serassi  ^ve  only  contradictory,  and  altogether  unsatis- 
factory accounts  of  the  former  event.  We  have  absolutely  no  other 
testimony  to  rely  upon,  except  Tasso  himself,  who  alludes  to  it  in  a  letter 
written  on  the  10th  of  October,  1576.  In  this  he  merely  states  that  he 
was  urged  to  violence  by  the  rashness  of  his  adversary,  who  had  given 
him  the  he  in  the  court-yard  of  the  ducal  palace ;  tliat  he  was  afterwards 
attacked  by  the  same  man,  backed  by  thiee  of  his  relatives,  on  the  main 
square  of  the  town ;  that  on  his  (Tasso's)  first  drawing  his  sword,  the 
aggressors  took  to  flight.  The  assassin  alluded  to  seems  clearly  to  be 
the  same  who  had  gained  access  to  the  papers  in  lus  desk  by  a  false  key; 
but  it  is  not  evident,  though  probable  enough,  that  the  present  encounter 
took  place  in  consequence  of  a  breach  of  confidence  which,  as  we  have 
seen,  Tasso  had  detected  at  least  six  months  previously.  This  false 
friend  is  by  Tasso  merely  designated  by  the  nickname  of  Brunello  (from 
a  notorious  thief  in  Ariosto's  '^  Orlando").  Serassi  thinks  he  can  make  « 
out  that  his  real  name  was  Maddal^  but  can  furnish  no  further  pardculars. 

From  another  letter  to  Scimo  Gonsaga,  without  a  date,  but  referable 
to  this  period,  it  appears  that  Tasso  kept  Ids  rooms  for  several  days  after 
thi^  enoountez^  whether  under  arrest  (for  a  blow  given  in  the  Ao//,  or 
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eyen  court-yardy  of  a  rojal  house  under  any  proTOcation  might  be  con- 
sidered as  an  offence),  or  from  mere  voluntary  measures  of  caution  on  hb 
own  part,  is  by  no  means  clear.  But  during  the  same  period  Tasso  paid 
visits  to  the  Duchess  of  Urbino  and  Leonora  ;  the  duke  took  him  in  his 
company  to  Lopare ;  and,  both  from  his  own  lips,  and  through  his  priyy- 
oouncillor,  Crispo,  he  gave  the  best  assurances  of  his  good-will  to  Tasso, 
and  of  his  exertions  to  bring  his  base  adversaries  to  justice. 

We  have  letters  written  by  Alfonso's  own  hand,  in  November  and  De- 
cember of  the  same  year,  in  behalf  of  ''  his  servant,  Tasso,"  soliciting  the 
protection  of  Italian  princes,  in  favour  of  the  '^Jerusalem,"  from  the 
attempts  of  piratical  booksellers.  Finally,  Tasto  was  still  free  in  his 
movements  in  December  and  on  the  following  January,  ]  577,  as  we  find 
him  spending  the  Christmas  season  with  Count  Ferrante  Tassone  at 
Modena,  paying  his  homage  in  prose  and  verse  to  the  beautiful  and 
accomplisned  Tarquinia  Mobza ;  and,  although  in  a  state  of  great  mental 
depression,  repeatedly  expressing  his  determination  not  to  quit  Alfonso*8 
service,  '*  to  whom  he  hsid  obligations,  not  to  be  paid  even  by  the  sacri- 
fice of  his  own  life  ;*'  but  to  remain  at  Ferrara,  '*  as  another  plaoe  could 
not  screen  him  from  the  persecutions  he  endured  there,  and  he  would  not 
suffer  mere  considerations  of  ease  or  emolument  to  influence  him."  This, 
on  the  7th  of  January ;  four  days  later  he  states,  that  he  will  *^  continue 
in  the  duke's  service,  as  he  neither  could  nor  ought  to  do  otherwise — and 
all  cannot  be  committed  to  writing,^* 

Are  we  told  that  at  Modena  he  was  still  within  the  boundaries  of 
Alfonso's  states,  and  consequently  in  his  power;  and  that  those  letters 
were  so  written  to  deprecate  the  duke's  anger  ?  But,  then,  the  anger  of 
the  duke,  at  the  utmost,  might  only  be  owing  to  Tasso's  plans  of  qiiitting 
Ferrara,  and  "  betterine  himself"  at  the  court  of  Tuscany,  not  to  any 
secret  offence  for  which  he  must  know  there  could  be  no  forgiveness. 
Had  there  been  so  serious  a  cause  of  apprehension,  no  way  of  escape 
could  possibly  have  suggested  itself,  save  only  in  precipitate  flight.  From 
the  11th  of  January  to  the  eventful  1 7th  of  June,  1577,  we  have  no  in- 
formation respecting  Tasso's  doings.  On  the  evening  of  the  latter  day 
he  was  arrested.  All  that  is  known  about  the  mode  and  cause  of  his 
imprisonment  rests  upon  the  evidence  of  Maffeo  Veniero,  a  Venetian 
nobleman,  then  residing  at  Ferrara,  who  on  the  following  d^y  wrote  to 
the  Grand  Duke  of  Tuscany  in  these  terms  : — 

'^  Concerning  Tasso,  I  have  to  inform  you  that  he  was  last  evening 
imprisoned  for  having,  in  the  apartment  of  the  Duchess  of  Urbino,  thrown 
a  knife  at  a  servant ;  but  he  was  taken  rather  on  account  of  the  scandal, 
and  for  an  opportunity  of  having  him  cured,  than  for  the  purpose  of 
punishing  him.  He  suffers  from  a  double  delusion, — both  from  a  fancy 
of  having  sinned  in  matters  of  heresy,  and  from  a  fear  of  being  poisoned ; 
all  this  arising,  as  I  think,  from  a  congestion  of  melancholy  blood  about 
the  heart,  which  vapours  upwards  to  ^e  brain.  A  lamentable  event,  if 
we  reflect  upon  the  worth  of  such  a  man  and  on  his  goodness." 

It  is  rather  remarkable  that  all  the  translations  of  this  singular  letter, 
by  Black,  Wilde,  and  Milman,  should  be  little  better  than  every  one  of 
them  a  tissue  of  blunders.  In  the  first  place,  they  render  '^per  aver 
tratto  un  coltello  dietro  a  un  servitore,*"  by  "  having  drawn  a  knife 
behind  a  servant,"  or  "  having  run  with  a  drawn  knife  upon  a  servant ;" 
by  which  it  would  seem  that  the  poet  was  holding  a  secret  converse  with 
the  duchess  in  her  chamber  (as  they  translate),  and  that  he  did  rei^Uy 
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unsheath  a  dagger  to  chastise  the  indiscretion  of  a  spy.     Tasso,  in  the 
only  allusion  to  this  incident  occurriog  in  his  writings,  says  that  he  was 
talking  about  some  (unknown)  matter  with  the  duchess  on  the  evening 
of  his  arrest  (quella  sera  cK  iofui  preso),  words  which  Mr.  Milman  does 
not  fail  to  translate  an  the  very  moment  that  he  was  taken.     Still  we 
have  no  ground  to  believe  that  the  interview  with  the  duchess  was  of  a 
clandestine  nature.     Indeed,  on  a  simple  perusal  of  Maffeo  Veniero's 
letter,  our  impression  would  be  that  the  poet  was  seated  at  table  in  the 
duchess's  apartment,  and  that  upon  a  slight  provocation,  such  as  an 
insolent  sneer  of  the  fellow,  or  the  accidental  or  wilful  spilling  of  some 
gravy-dish  on  the  poet's  court-dress,  the  latter,  long  since  vexed  and 
soaded  by  courtly  slights  and  impertinence,  seized  the  table-knife  be- 
fore him  and  flung  it  at  the  man.    Knives  or  daggers,  used  as  weapons, 
are  not  thrown^  except  by  the  Lazzaronij  who  make  a  study  of  it ;  and 
no  Italian  would  interpret  that  tratto  by  ''  drawn."     The  value  of  every 
syllable  is  here  of  importance,  as  we  know  absolutely  nothing  of  the 
occurrence  from  other  sources.     The  English  translators,  also,  give  those 
words  **pre80  per  U  duordin^*  the  meaning  of  *'  arrested  on  account  of 
his  disorder.^     Such  is  not  the  value  of  the  word  in  Italian.  We  under- 
stand that  Tasso's  melancholy  had  already  given  symptoms  of  mental 
derangement,  and  that  on  that  first  sally  of  dovmright  violence,  they  took 
occasion  £rom  that  offence  (venial  though,  in  his  case,  it  might  be  deemed) 
to  prevent  further  mischief,  and  provide  for  his  recoveiy. 

Rosini,  who  otherwise  reads  tne  Italian  letter  as  we  do,  contends  that 
the  flinging  of  the  knife  might  be  looked  upon  as  the  deed  of  an 
^'  extremely  passionate  man,  but  not  of  a  maniac."  It  would  be  an  unpar- 
donable fault  in  itself;  but  if  we  consider  that  Torquato  had  already  for- 
gotten himself  in  the  same  manner  on  a  previous  occasion,  and  that  his 
friends  had  been  long  anxious  about  the  soundness  of  his  intellect,  we 
cannot  blame  them  if  they  began  to  question  the  ^pediency  of  suffering 
him  any  longer  at  large. 

Rosini  thinks  that  Alfonso  had  long  since  determined  in  his  mind  that 
Tasso  should  be  represented  as  a  madman ;  that,  in  the  present  occur- 
rence, he  availed  himself  of  a  foreign  minister  ( Veniero),  in  order  to  pre- 
pare the  minds  of  the  Italian  princes  for  this  report  of  Tasso's  derange- 
ment, so  that  the  declaration  of  his  actual  insanity  should  take  no  man 
by  surprise.  '*  Did  Veniero,"  asks  the  professor,  <'  add  nothing"  (to  his 
brief  and  hurried  note)  "  in  his  secret  correspondence  ?  Why  does  he 
not  state  the  reason  which  induced  Torquato  to  a  deed  of  violence  against 
the  duchess's  servant  ?" 

These  are  idle  and  impertinent  questions,  unanswerable  by  any  man  at 
the  present  time.  That  a  foreign  minister  should  lend  his  office  to 
Alfonso's  deep-laid  schemes,  that  the  whole  plot  shoidd  be  concocted 
between  them  in  the  course  of  one  night,  can  only  rest  upon  the  most 
gratuitous  assertion.  Veniero's  letter  is  short  and  hurried,  written  very 
evidently  without  the  shadow  of  an  after-thought.  The  Venetian  men- 
tions the  affair  of  the  knife  without  any  comment,  for  the  mere  reason 
that  he  deems  it  irrelevant  in  itself,  except  inasmuch  as  it  may  be  con- 
sidered as  the  breaking  out  of  the  poef  s  disorder.  The  madness  itself 
was  the  important  point,  not  the  manner  of  its  manifestation. 

Singular  enough,  at  any  rate!  The  plan  of  avenging  his  sister's 
honour  by  charging  Torquato  with  madness,  must  have  been  laid  bj 
Alfonso  at  least  since  the  sprmg  of  1576, — and  yet  it  only  ripens  in  the 
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Bvmsaer  of  loTT*  whea,  that  is,  the  poet  himself  gives  him  the  best 
opportunity  by  a  breaoh  of  decorum  which,  few  men  would  deny,  boideis 
very  closely  upon  sheer  insanity.   • 

But»  to  proceed*  Tasso's  confinement  to  one  of  the  ground-£k>or  rooms 
of  the  court-yard  of  the  palace  (the  nearest  lock-up  place  at  hand)  throws 
the  poor  poet  into  unutterable  consternation.  He  sends  for  Coccapani, 
the  duke's  steward,  trusts  him  with  a  letter  to  Alfonso,  suing  for  imme- 
diate release.  The  steward  hesitates,  impressed  with  the  real  cireum- 
stanoes  of  the  casoi  and  assured  that  Tasso's  arrest  is  only  a  feint  to 
submit  him  to  medical  treatment ;  but  Tasso  insists  that  sedusion  is 
driving  him  to  distraction,  that  he  is  willing  to  submit  to  a  cure,  so  only 
it  be  in  his  own  apartments. 

His  request  is  g^nted.  Tasso  is  removed  to  his  lodgings ;  and  pre- 
sently the  duke  takes  him  in  his  own  company  to  his  delightful  villa  at 
Belriguardo.  ^'  What  took  place  there,"  says  a  German  biographer, 
5<  never  traospired."  It  seems  that  the  poet  remained  with  the  duke 
about  twelve  days,  though  the  dates  cannot  be  strictly  ascertained.  The 
next  date  is  of  the  1 1th  of  July,  on  which  day  Tasso  is  sent  back  to  Fer- 
rara — not  to  a  prison,  not  to  an  hospital,  not  to  his  own  lodgings,  but 
to  the  convent  of  St.  Francis,  accompanied  by  a  letter  from  one  of  the 
duke's  secretaries  to  the  same  steward,  Coocapani,  in  which  it  is  stated — 

'^  Tasso  returns  to  Ferrara  for  the  purpose  of  going  to  the  convent  of 
St.  Francis,  and  having  two  of  those  monks  in  his  company.  It  seems, 
however,  to  his  highness  that  he  is  now  in  a  worse  plight  than  ever, 
inasmuch  as  he  is  wont  to  say  everything  in  confession,  and  breaks  out 
into  a  great  many  mad  freaks.  If,  therefore,  the  monks  are  willing  to 
keep  him  company  (provided  two  of  their  number  be  appointed  as  hb 
keepers  by  the  Fa&er  Righino,  and  they  be  such  as  will  be  fit  to  admonish 
him  with  some  dexterity  of  his  madness),  his  highness  will  be  content. 
But  if  no  monk  will  midertake  the  charge^  or  no  one  at  least  suited  to 
the  purpose,  it  is  his  highnesses  pleasure  tliat  he  should  be  taken  back  to 
his  rooms  at  court,  and  that  you  should  tell  him  that,  as  the  monks 
decline  having  anything  to  do  with  him,  it  seems  improper  that  he  should 
inconvenience  those  good  men,  and  that  be  shoula  remain  in  his  rooms 
waited  upon  by'  the  two  porters  and  other  servants  as  before." 

From  this  letter  it  seems  very  clear  that  Tasso's  removal  from  Belri- 
guardo  into  the  Franciscan  convent  took  place  at  his  own  desire ;  that 
even  before  he  was  conveyed  to  Belriguardo  he  was  under  the  strong  cus- 
tody of  due  facchifd  (common  street  porters)^  rough  nurses^  such  as  ars 
placed  in  the  sick-room  of  persons  from  whom  extreme  violence  is  appre- 
hended ;  that  it  was  deemed  necessary  to  guard  against  his  fits  of  mad- 
ness; and  that  the  mcxiks  should,  in  some  gentle  manner,  make  him 
aware  of  his  infirmity.  What  seems  rather  odd  and  incoherent  in  this 
letter  is  merely  that  sentence,  that  "  Tasso  lets  out  everything  in  his 
confessions."  The  phrase  has  hardly  any  meaning  as  it  stands  there  by 
itself,  and  we  may  be  allowed  to  thinlc  that  it  ought  to  be  read  ^^  h  wliio 
di  dire  ogni  cosa  in  coa/usian^*  ('^  he  talks  without  rhyme  or  reason"). 

The  monks  gpranted  the  required  hospitality,  and  the  first  use  Tasso 
made  of  his  leisure  was  to  address  himself  with  breathless  anxiety  to  the 
oflBce  of  the  Inquisition  at  Rome,  on  ihe  subject  of  the  absolution  which 
the  inquiffltors  at  Ferrara,  yielding  to  his  importunity,  had  awarded  him, 
and  of  whidi  the  poet  still  disputed  the  validity.  Mr.  Milman  states 
that|  upon  releasing  him  from  his  dungeouy  <<  the  duke  directed  the  poet 
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to  present  hbuself  at  the  tribunal  of  the  InquidtKm."  The  tradi  if, 
howerer,  that  neitiher  the  assuranees  of  tiie  inquuiton,  nor  the  kini 
words  of  all  around  him,  ooold  lay  Ta8so*8  moHbid  conscience  at  rest,  and 
diis  not  only  daring  thtte  critical  moments,  but  during  many  years  of  his 
aA»r-lifety  long  after  his  final  release  from  St  Anna.  The  fancies  thaft 
most  incessantly  ran  throogh  his  brains  were  this  unaocoahtable  alarm 
about  the  soundness  of  his  religions  tenets,  and  fears  for  his  life  on  the 
part  of  envious  and  maligpiant  courtiers — a  fear  for  which  the  treacherous 
aasaolt  of  Maddal6  and  his  accomplices  had  most  unfortunately  afforded 
sufficient  ground.  Every  line  written  by  Tasao  about  this  period  (not- 
withstanding the  obvious  a^tation  of  the  writer's  mind)  bears  the 
strongest  confirmation  of  what  we  have  advanced. 

"  I  confess,"  says  be,  in  a  letter  to  the  duke,  written  from  St.  Francis's, 
*'that  I  am  worthy  of  punishment  for  xny  faidts,  and  thank  your  high- 
ness, who  forgives  them.  I  confess  that  I  deserve  medical  treatment,  on 
account  of  my  melancholy  hmnour,  and  thank  your  highness,  who  pre- 
scribes it.  But  sure  am  I  that  in  many  things  1  am  no  humorist  (mad- 
man); and  your  highness  is  as  much  so  (forgave  the  expression,  I 
beseech)  as  any  prince  in  the  world.    You  think  I  have  no  persecutors  in 

?>ur  service,  and  I  am  sure  I  have  had  them,  most  cruel  and  deadly, 
on  think  you  have  rdeased  me  from  the  Inquisition,  and  I  am  more 
than  ever  in  its  toils."  Scarcely  a  week  after  this  was  written,  Tasso 
eludes  the  vigilance  of  the  monks,  and  makee  his  escape  fi^m  Ferrara. 

Upon  these  few  and  ill-connected  facts  RosiDi  builds  his  own  theory. 
From  the  circumstance  of  Tasso's  encounter  with  Maddal5,  he  argues 
Tasso's  love  was  either  partly  revealed  or  strongly  suspected.  The  duke 
wished  to  have  more  positive  proofs  in  his  hands.  The  catastrophe  of  the 
knife  empowered  him  to  secure  the  person  of  the  offender.  He  conveyed 
him  to  Bebiguardo^  in  order  to  examine  him  more  at  leisure,  in  a  tete^d^ 
tete,  and  know  the  whole  truth.  The  poet's  guilt  was  then  proved  by  his 
own  unguarded  expressions,  and  the  vindictive  prince  issued  that  terrible 
sentence — "  that  he  should  be  a  madman  for  life !" 

This  is  the  dark  surmise  upon  which  the  sympathetic  Mr.  Milman  has 
exhausted  all  his  powers  of  harrowing  declamation. 

Meanwhile,  it  seems  to  us  very  plun  that  Maddald's  assault  gave  but 
too  strong  a  confirmation  of  Tasso's  worst  suspicions  of  the  treacheiy  of 
all  and  each  around  him ;  that  the  outbreak  with  the  servant  arose  mm. 
a  natural  resentment  of  real  or  fiincied  indignities  to  which  the  morbid 
state  of  his  mind  had  long  exposed  him ;  that  his  arrest  was  looked  upon 
by  him  as  the  hatching  of  a  plot  long  and  deeply  laid  against  him,  to 
which  almost  every  man  at  court,  if  not  the  duke  hirasefi*,  was  privy : 
and  what  he  ''  was  'vTont  to  blurt  out  in  confession,"  if  we  must  admit 
the  correctness  of  the  text,  refers  merely  to  violent  and  unreasonable 
abuse  against  men  of  all  ranks  enjoying  the  favour  and  confidence  of 
Alfonso. 

It  is  rery  certain  that  there  were  no  friends  of  Taaso — not  Canfinal 
Albano,  not  Scipio  Gonzaga,  not  the  Count  of  Paleno,  not  his  own  loving 
lister — ^that  were  not  at  some  time  or  other  the  object  of  his  most  exag- 
gerated and  ungenerous  suspicions. 

It  seems,  at  any  rate,  quite  certain  that  Tasso's  removal  to  a  convent 
took  place  at  his  own  request,  and  such  a  request  was  in  keeping  vrith 
Tasso's  inclinations  in  after-life,  as  he  hardly  ever  sought  hospitality  or 
actually  found  rest  anywhere  but  within  the  cloisters,  having  too  good  rea- 
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sons  to  prefer  them  to  courts  and  castles.  It  seems  certain  that  Alfonso  had 
some  scruple  as  to  the  inconvenience  the  company  of  a  madman  would 
occasion  to  those  good  recluses ;  that  he  insisted  that  he  should  not  he 
taken  into  the  convent  unless  it  were  in  the  keeping  of  persons  able  to 
deal  with  madmen ;  iinally,  that  the  duke*s  alternative,  in  case  of  refxisal 
on  the  part  of  the  friars,  was  that  Tasso  should  be  taken  back  to  his 
chambers,  there  to  be  replaced  in  the  position  he  occupied  previous  to  his 
removal  to  Belriguardo. 

Tasso's  madness,  then — or,  at  least,  the  duke's  conviction  of  it,  whether 
real  or  affected — did  not  date  from  the  poet's  sojourn  at  the  duke's  villa, 
but  from  the  very  moment  of  his  arrest  after  the  imtoward  affair  of  the 
knife,  ivhen  the  evil  spirit  that  had  hovered  so  long  about  him  seemed  at 
last  to  have  laid  hold  of  him  in  good  earnest. 

Next,  we  must  be  allowed  to  question  whether,  had  indeed  Alfonso 
contemplated  the  infliction  of  a  long  and  slow  torture,  the  poet  would  so 
very  easily  (as  Mr.  Milman  describes  it)  have  ^*  availed  himself  of  a 
moment  when  he  was  left  unguarded,  and  fled." 

The  proofs  of  this  dark  plot  of  revenge  on  the  part  of  the  duke  are 
found  by  Rosini  in  the  first  lines  of  a  sonnet  which,  as  he  says,  "  appears 
to  have  been  written"  during  Tasso's  short  stay  at  Belriguardo.  The 
professor  assigns  that  as  the  probable  date,  without  any  further  proof, 
and  ever  afterwards  refers  to  those  lines  as  unanswerable  evidence,  as  if 
the  date  had  been  most  triumphantly  authenticated. 

We  will  not  appeal  to  the  authority  of  Manso,  who  places  that  sonnet, 
with  great  plausibility,  among  the  compositions  issued  from  the  poet's 
pen  during  nis  melancholy  leisure  at  St.  Anna's  Hospital  We  will  not 
advert  to  the  obvious  impossibility  that  Tasso,  at  this  stage  of  his  cala* 
mity,  could  preserve  sufficient  serenity  for  any  effusion  of  this  nature. 
We  will  allow  Rosini  the  benefit  of  his  supposition,  that  the  sonnet  was 
actually  penned  at  Belriguardo,  and  quote  the  lines  in  question. 

The  sonnet  is  addressed  to  the   manes  of  Hercules  II.,  father  of 

Alfonso* — 

Alma  grande  d*  Alcide,  io  so  che  miri 
L'  JLSPRO  RiGOK  della  Real  sua  Prole, 
Che  con  insolite  arti,  atti  e  parole 
Trar  da  me  oerca  onde  con  me  si  adiri,  &c. 

This  CRITSL  HARSHNESS,  thcse  UNWONTED  ARTS,  by  which  Hercules's 
son  endeavoured  to  wrench  from  the  poet  cause  of  anger  against  him, 
and  upon  which  Rosini  grounds  all  his  arguments,  can,  according  to  him, 
only  refer  to  that  exquisite  moral  torture  by  which  Alfonso  wished  to 
worm  out  the  secret  of  the  poet's  love  at  Belriguardo.  We  nught  agi'ee 
with  Rosini,  if  he  could  prove  that  Tasso  knew  what  he  was  writing,  if 
he  could  prove  that  his  mind  was  never  seriously  and  grievously  affected ; 
but  1^  from  the  letter  written  immediately  upon  his  return  from  the 
duke*s  villa,  in  which,  amongst  other  odd  matters,  the  poet  tells  Alfonso 
that  he  must  be  as  great  a  humorist  as  any  prince  in  Christendom,  we 
have  reason  to  infer  that  Tasso  was  really  out  of  his  senses,  are  we  not 
entitled  to  conclude  that  his  own  unconsciousness  of  mental  alienation, 
his  stout  denial  of  it,  and  as  frequent  admission  of  melancholy  humour 
— of  his  willingness,  and  of  the  necessity  of  submitting  to  a  cure — -his 
sinister  interpretation  of  the  conduct  ot  all  around  him — did,  in  fact, 

*  Sonnet  101,  Rime,  t.  ill.,  p.  55. 
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afford  the  best  proof  of  that  egregious  halla<aiiation,  of  that  touchiness  on 
the  subject  of  his  sanity^  whidi  is  so  very  often  amongst  the  most 
vnmstakable  symptoms  of  lunacy,  especiaDy  when  partial  and  tern* 
porary? 

The  dttke  (let  us  lay  down  for  one  instant)  thought  Tasso  mad ;  he 
wished)  by  gentle  persuasion,  to  make  him  aware  of  his  situation,  so  as 
to  bring  in  medical  attendance.  Tasso  (like  any  lunatic)  took  umbrage 
at  the  insinuation ;  felt  sure,  or  nearly  sure,  of  tne  fbmness  of  his  under* 
standing ;  thought  the  conceit  of  his  derangement  could  not  haye  spon- 
taneously sprung  up  in  the  duke's  mind,  but  was  the  result  of  the  per- 
fidious suggestions  of  courtiers  plotting  his  ruin ;  launched  out  into  bitter 
inyectives  against  them.  He  became  more  and  more  unmanageable,  till 
the  duke  gave  him  up  in  despair ;  and,  upon  Tasso's  own  request,  and 
seeing  him,  above  all,  haunted  by  religious  scruples,  determined  to  send 
him  back,  trusting  him  to  the  care  of  the  monks,  who  should  take  upon 
themselves  the  task  in  which  he  had  himself  been  unsuccessful — ^who 
should  be  his  ghostly  advisers  and  his  keepers  at  the  same  time. 

The  duke's  gentle  hints,  his  occasional  and  unavoidable  fits  of  im- 
patience, might,  we  think,  account  for  the  harsh  rigour  and  unusual  arts 
by  which  Tasso  was  tried  duiing  that  short  residence  in  the  country. 
There  is,  we  believe,  hardly  a  line  in  Tasso's  most  incoherent  writings, 
between  the  period  of  this  first  arrest  and  his  final  release  from  St  Anna's 
in  1686;  there  is  hardly  any  of  the  passages  triumphantly  cited  by  Rosini 
in  support  of  his  own  theory,  to  which  the  above  hypothesis  may  not 
afford  the  easiest  explanation. 

Tasso  thought  himself  sane,  and  fancied  that  the  duke  or  his  courtiers 
wished  to  represent  him  as  insane. 

Hence  his  expressions  as  to  the  "  honesty  and  necessity"  of  his  flight 
from  the  convent,  his  frequent,  but  always  qualified^  vindications  of  the 
soundness  of  his  understanding,  his  hints  as  to  the  sacrifice  he  made  of  his 
own  conviction  on  that  score,  out  of  deference  to  the  duke's  own  opinions; 
and  the  still  clearer  hints,  '*  that  the  duke  forced  him  to  assume  tne  part 
of  Brutus  and  Solon  by  affecting  madness^  and  his  wrathful  remark* 
"  that  those  who  insist  that  a  man  should  be  a  maniac,  must  not  complain 
if  he  can  put  no  limit  or  check  upon  his  madness." 

In  the  same  manner  he  said  of  the  keeper  whom  he  struck  during  his 
confinement  at  the  hospital,  that  the  fellow  ''  wished  to  be  struck;"  by 
which  we  must  understand  that  his  keeper's  hardness,  whether  arbitrary  or 
unavoidable,  was  such  as  to  call  forth  violence  on  his  side.  Only,  unfor- 
tunately, the  inmates  of  a  madhouse  are  not  the  best  judges  of  the  treat- 
ment tnat  should  be  adopted  towards  them ;  and  a  wise  man,  shut  up  on 
a  fisilse  charge  of  insanity,  either  through  malice  or  mistake,  would  heuxlly 
suffer  any  provocation  to  drive  him  to  acts  of  violence,  likely  to  supply  his 
enemies  with  strong  arguments  in  support  of  their  assertion. 

At  any  rate,  Alfonso,  agreeably  to  Rosini's  assumption,  had  resolved 
upon  a  systematic  exercise  of  cruelty ;  and  the  first  specimen  of  his  pro- 
ficiency in  the  arts  of  tyranny  is*-to  allow  his  victim  almost  immediately 
to  slip  through  his  fingers! 

*'  Oh !"  Rosini  will  say,  '*  Alfonso  was  well  aware  that  Tasso's  passion 
for  Leonora  would  soon  replace  the  poet  in  his  power."  Was  he  so  sure 
of  that  ?  That  love  was  by  this  time  of  more  than  twelve  years'  standing. 
Its  £Ettal  object  was  now  two-and*forfy,  worn  out,  too,  by  illness,  and  not 
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§B  hom  ibe  gxKve,  wfaicli  awiited  her  onlj  four  years  later.  Taaso  had 
iratliftood  the  attnustion  in  1570,  when  he  was  for  a  year  in  Paris,  and 
amy  Beam  the  efaarmer  altogether  for  more  than  ei^teen  months,  whei^ 
too,  it  can  he  proved  that  he  was  led  hack  from  France  hy  strong 
faiigioos  antipathy  to  the  policy  then  in  fashion  at  the  court  of  Charles  DL, 
and  brooght  back  to  Ferrara  by  views  of  personal  emolument. 

Ehid  Tasso  settled  quietly  at  Naples  or  Sorrento,  and  there  convinced 
the  worid  of  the  groundlessness  of  all  imputation  upon  the  health  of  hia 
brains  by  sober  and  steady  behaviour,  what,  we  would  ask,  woukl  have 
become  of  Alfonso's  long-laid  and  refined  revenge  ? 

Bat  now,  see  the  sequel !  Tasso  wanders  forth,  gel  foot,  without  means, 
without  clothes,  along  the  Apennines,  all  the  way  to  Sorrento,  plays  vrith 
his  sister  a  scene  that  partakes  of  ^e  masquerade  and  the  melodrama, 
throws  her  into  fits,  is  at  last  recognised  and  welcomed,  and — subjected  to 
that  same  medical  treatment  from  which  he  had  ran  away  from  Ferrara — 
Tasso  was  ever  willing  enough  to  admit  that  all  was  not  right  with  him. 
He  confessed  to  ti/renesia^  for  which  he  in  vain  sought  a  cure  during  all 
lifetime. 

*'  Immediately  afber  his  flight,"  says  Rosini,  "  Tasso  writes  to  the  duke 
both  the  princesses."  He  receives  no  answer  but  from  Leonora  (!), 
who  states  that  ''she  can  do  nothing  for  him."  There  is  sufiicient  prooi^ 
however,  that  Tasso  did  not  correspond  vrith  Ferrara  for  three  months,  at 
least,  after  his  domestication  vrith  his  sister.  His  letters  alluded  to  are 
not  extant,  neither  is  Leonora's  answer.  Still  it  seems  strange  that  the 
first  move  did  not  come  from  the  tyrant  who  had  so  much  interest  in  the 
fecal  of  the  fugitive.  It  is  stranger,  that  when  this  latter  made  some 
advance,  it  should  meet  with  so  little  encouragement ;  stranger  still,  that 
the  duke  should  so  far  forget  his  dignity  as  to  allow  his  sister  to  write 
under  present  circumstances ;  strange,  aoove  all,  that  tlie  high-minded 
princess  should  lend  herself  for  such  an  unworthy  and  treacherous  office. 

Well,  pover^  and  ennuiy  if  not  love,  force  Torquato  out  of  his  safe 
retreat.  His  first  step  is  to  Rome  (in  November,  1576),  whence,  on  the 
dOth  of  that  month,  Cardinal  Albano  writes  in  his  name  to  the  Duke 
Alfonso,  soliciting  not  for  Teutons  return,  but  for  the  duke's  forgiveness, 
and  the  restoration  of  Tasso's  papers,  which  had  been  left  behind. 

The  duke  answers,  on  the  13th  of  January  of  the  year  ensuing,  that 
his  sister,  the  Duchess  of  Urbino,  has  long  been  busy  collecting  Tasso's 
virritingB  (moved  also  by  Tasso's  sister,  Cornelia's,  petition  to  the  same 
effect),  and  that  they  will  be  sent  as  soon  as  ready. 

The  papers  were  not  soon  forthcoming,  owing  either  to 'the  sublime 
disorder  in  which  Tasso  always  kept  them,  or  perhaps  to  a  reluctance  on 
the  part  of  Alfonso  to  give  up  that  *' Jerusalem"  on  which  rested  his 
own  hopes  for  immortality ;  or,  finally,  out  of  consideration  to  Tasso's 
disease,  which,  it  might  be  justly  expected,  would  be  aggravated  by 
intense  occupation. 

The  writings  are  not  coming  forth,  and  Tasso  waxes  impatient.  He 
resolves  to  go  back  for  them.  He  solicits  for  re-admittance  into  Alfonso's 
service,  who  replies,  consistently  enough,  ^*  that  Tasso  might  be  allowed 
to  return,  on  condition  that  he  may  be  made  aware  that  he  is  full  of  me- 
lancholy humours;  that  those  suspicions  of  malice  and  persecution 
which  he  fancies  he  has  met  here  have  no  other  source  than  in  the  said 
humour;  that  he  imagines  (amongst  other  odd  whims)  that  Alfonso 
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harboured  a  design  ef  putting  kim  to  deaih,  noiwithstanding  Alfonso's 
mmweary  proofs  of  kindness  and  interest^  notunihsianding  that  it  ought 
to  be  obvunu  to  him  (Tasso)  that  voihing  could  have  been  easier  than  to 
earry  such  a  design  into  execution,  had  U  ever  been  entertained** 

The  doira  oonclifdes  by  a  threat,  that  if  the  poet  prove  refractory,  he 
shall — ^be  confined  to  a  madhouse  ? — ^do,  hut  '*  forthwith  expelled  irom. 
too  highness's  dominions." 

This  is  all  the  bait  with  which  Tasso's  hook  was  made  irresistible. 
By  these  '*deep  arts^  the  poet  was  brought  back  into  the  tyrant's  toili 
aner  a  respite  of  nine  months.  He  is  scarcely  a  fortnight  at  Ferrara, 
when — ^will  it  be  beKeved? — he  is  cmce  more  sufiered  to  depart. 

And,  the  reason  ?  We  haTe^  it  from  Tasso's  own  month.  His  finit 
reception  at  conrt  was  such  as  to  induce  him  to  hope  that  golden  days 
bad  dawned  again.  His  papers  are  not  given  back  to  him  indeed,  but 
die  duke,  it  appears,  recommends  that  he  should  have  himself  cured,  that 
be  should  '^  eat,  drink,  and  be  merry." 

AU  this  is  by  the  too  susceptiUe  poet  construed  into  an  intention  oa 
tiie  duke's  part  to  rob  him  cf  his  glory  ;  to  force  him  to  a  ielfdegrada* 
Hon,  to  bring  him  down  from  Plato* $  gardens  into  Epicurus's  sty.  Any 
allusion  to  the  questionable  soundness  of  his  brains  is  interpreted  into  a 
peremptory  order  to  imitate  Brutus  and  Solon,  If  the  patron  is  sileat, 
the  poet  insists  that  such  wishes  are  conveyed  by  nods  and  signs  ;  and 
the  nown  of  impatience  with  which  the  importunity  of  his  remonstrances 
and  insistence  for  explanations  are  visited,  again  sets  that  poor  brain  on 
fire,  and  i^ain  sends  him  ibrth  a  wanderer. 

This  time  it  is  not  said  that  Tasso  eluded  his  keeper's  watohfulnesi* 
He  is  very  plainly  suffered  to  depart. 

He  travels  in  his  usual  plight  to  Mantua,  Padua,  and  Venice :  the 
dipleasure  of  his  mighty  lord,  lie  fiincies — more  probably  the  report  of 
his  sad  disease — make  all  men  cold  and  distant  to  him,  Matteo  Veniero^ 
who  sees  him  on  the  12th  of  .Inly,  1578,  in  Venice,  describes  him  as 
**  disturbed  in  mind ;  his  intellect  not  quite  sound,  though  exhibittng 
symptoms  rather  of  melancholy  than  of  madness."  And  that  was  pro- 
bably the  truth  of  Tasso's  story— settled  melancholy  with  occasional 
outbreaks  of  more  dangerous  humours,  hurrying  him  to  his  doom  beyond  ' 
all  interference  of  his  stanchest  well-wishers. 

Pressed  on  by  the  dark  fiend  within  him,  he  vanishes  from  Venice 
without  awaiting  the  result  of  his  application  to  the  Grand  Duke  of  Tof- 
cany ;  he  comes  suddenly  into  the  Duchy  of  Urbino — declares  hims^ 
mad  for  having  ever  sought  refuge  elsewhere — and  when  we  fancy  hini 
settled  at  peace  at  Pesaro,  we  hear  of  him  again  toiling  througii  the 
plains  between  Novara  and  Vercelli,  enjoying  the  hospitidity  of  a  cour- 
teous stranger  near  the  latter  city  ;  and,  scarcely  two  days  after,  behold 
him  at  the  gates  of  Turin,  on  foot,  in  so  wretched  a  condition  as  to  be, 
Vke  a  common  vagrant,  refused  admittance ! 

Admittance  is  gained,  however,  through  the  lucky  inter^Bfence  of  a 
friend,  and  Tasso  finds  himself  at  Turin  surrounded  by  ease,  luxury,  gay 
and  kind  company,  and  with  the  prospect  of  a  splendid  home  at  the  court 
of  Savoy. 

Here,  truly,  the  poet's  madness  (fyr  it  is  impossible  otherwise  to  oha- 
raeterise  it)  took  the  shape  described  by  Rosini,  when  be  represent*  him 
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as  "  hatmted  by  an  ardent  loDffingf'  for  what  he  had  left  behind  him  (at 
Fezraia).  Tasso  solidts  Caidinal  Albano's  forgiveness  for  his  unjust 
sospicioniy  and  receiyes  the  cardinal's  answer  (November  29th)  kindlj 
admonishing  him  against  that  mistrust  which  is  no  less  laughable  than 
pitiable;  warning  him  that  his  suspicions  andjears,  wholly  imaginary y 
may  cause  him  to  lose  both  life  and  honour:  that  far  from  averting 
danger  by  his  objectless  wanderings^  he  only  increased  it ;  and  winding 
np  by  pressing  upon  him  the  necessity  of  placing  himself  in  the  hands 
df  physicians^  on  account  of  his  peccant  humour  ^  and  strictly  complying 
with  their  prescriptions. 

This  from  an  honest  man,  a  real  friend,  one,  too,  who  had  had  oppor- 
tunity of  studying  Tasso's  infirmity  at  Rome  on  the  previous  year,  and  who 
judged  of  it,  and  ascribed  it  to  the  same  causes,  as  the  Duke  of  Feirara 
had  done  from  its  first  outbreak. 

Tasso's  reply,  on  the  14th  December,  contains  a  request  that  the 
cardinal  should  exert  himself  with  Alfonso,  by  whom  he  wishes  to  be 
released  from  this  misery  rather  than  by  any  one  else.  It  is  not  clear 
whether  at  this  time  he  solicited  permission  to  return,  or  merely  forgive- 
ness— ^to  allay  the  fears  of  Alfonso's  vengeance,  with  which  he  seemed 
frequently  possessed.  What  causes  of  ofience  he  had  given,  besides  the 
terrible  one  hinted  by  Rosini,  is  sufficiently  manifest,  and  is  to  be  looked 
for  in  those  very  suspicions  and  fears  at  which  the  good  cardinal  could 
hardly  refrain  m>m  laughing  in  the  midst  of  all  his  compassion,  and  by 
which  the  poet  intimated  that  Alfonso  had  designs  on  his  life. 

Supposing  Alfonso  to  have  worked  hard  to  cure  Tasso  of  his  unreason- 
able mistrust  of  his  courtiers,  and  to  see  himself  rep^d  for  his  troubles 
by  becoming  himself  the  object  of  outrageous  suspicions,  we  shall  have 
no  reason  to  wonder  if  his  indignation  got  the  better  of  his  patience ; 
nor  are  we  at  a  loss  to  understand  what  fresh  alarm  must,  in  the  peculiar 
frame  of  his  mind,  have  accrued  to  poor  Tasso  from  the  assurance  that 
his  stern  patron  had  actually  taken  ofience  at  his  conduct. 

Cardinal  Albano,  however,  did  not  limit  his  kind  offices  to  a  mere 
appeal  to  Alfonso's  placability.  He  returns  to  the  charge  about  Tasso's 
writings,  which  Alfonso,  now  more  than  ever  persuaded  of  the  unfitness 
of  Torquato  for  mental  exertion,  was  less  than  ever  disposed  to  place  within 
his  reach.  His  answer  was  merely  a  repetition  of  what  he  nad  written 
to  Rome,  viz.,  that  Tasso  could  do  no  better  than  come  bach  to  Ferrara 
and  trust  himself  to  his  doctors.  The  cardinal,  in  an  evil  moment,  com- 
municated this  welcome  message  to  Tasso,  adding,  that  Alfonso's  third 
marriage  with  Margaret  of  Mantua  afibrded  an  excellent  opportunity  for 
finding  the  duke  in  his  happiest  mood,  and  that  the  nuptial  festivities 
would  afford  bun  that  diversion  his  shattered  nund  was  so  greatly  in 
need  of. 

There  was  not  one  of  Tasso's  firiends  more  immediately  about  him  at 
the  time,  and  better  able,  consequently,  to  judge  of  the  real  state  of  his 
mind,  that  did  not  in  the  strongest  language  dissuade  him  from  that 
perilous  journey.  But  Tasso's  evil  genius  was  not  to  be  resisted.  On 
the  2l8t  of  February  (1579)  he  was  once  more  at  Ferrara.  On  the  24th, 
he  had  already  repented  having  gone,  and  begged  his  Roman  friends  to  in- 
tercede so  that  he  may  have  his  papers  and  be  allowed  to  depart  in  peace. 
On  the  I2th  of  March  he  solicited  their  good  offices,  that  he  may,  at  leasts 
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obtain  some  accommodation  at  comrt.  In  the  midst  of  the  bustle  and  confu- 
sion consequent  upon  the  inroad  of  a  royal  bride*s  retinue,  the  unMended 
poet  had  been  wilfully  or  accidentally  overlooked.  He  had  in  vain  sued 
£or  an  audience  with  the  duke,  or  with  either  of  the  princesses,  his  sisters. 
The  base  minions  of  the  court  received  him,  as  he  alleges,  with  every 
mark  of  contempt :  possibly  only  with  cold  and  embarrassed  looks,  whicn 
might  be  the  effect  of  their  impression  of  the  hopeless  case  of  Tasso's 
disease,  but  which  it  was  too  natural  for  him  to  attribute  to  their  sense 
of  his  irretrievable  disgrace. 

Then  did  Tasso  br^  out  into  the  bitterest  language  against  them ; 
against  the  duke,  too,  and  his  &mily.  What  his  words  actually  were,  in 
what  tone  uttered,  and  where ;  how  often  repeated,  and  with  what  aggra« 
vation  reported  to  Alfonso,  it  is  now  impossible  to  ascertain.  Tasso  him- 
self makes  light  of  them,  sometimes  saying  that  "  he  offended  the  duke 
only  by  a  few  slight  words,  the  like  of  which  are  often  uttered  by  discon- 
tented courtiers."*  But  elsewhere  he  asks  pardon  for  his  ** false,  mady 
and  rash  words'*  (false,  pazze  e  temerarie),|  and  refers  his  misfortunes 
mainly,  if  not  quite  solely,  to  them. 

Thus  had  the  prince  (agreeably  to  Rosini's  views)  obtained  his  fell 
intent  He  took,  or  affected  to  take,  those  few  words  as  a  fresh  instance 
of  the  dangerous  character  of  Tasso's  illness,  and  issued  orders  that  he 
should  be  conveyed  to  a  place  of  security. 

All  this,  two  years  after  Tasso's  first  arrest,  had  already  laid  him  at  his 
discretion ;  four  years,  at  least,  after  the  obscene  verses  which  we  supposed 
to  have  supplied  him  with  the  proofs  of  the  poet's  offence  first  came  into 
his  hands ;  and  nine  years  after  those  unlucky  poems  were  written — at 
least,  alluded  to. 

Well  might  old  Homer  say  that  a  king's  wrath  loses  nothing  by 
keeping ! 

And  yet  we  do  not  think  that  we  need  go  further  for  proofs  of  Tasso's 
derangement  than  such  as  too  plainly  result  from  the  infatuation  which 
brought  him  back  to  Ferrara — an  infatuation  for  which  all  Mr.  Milman's 
apt  and  novel  illustrations  of  the  ''  irresistible  loadstone,"  and  '*  the  moth 
hovering  about  the  flame,"  &c.,  afford  no  satisfactory  explanation.  Indeed, 
Tasso's  infatuation  will  appear  all  ihe  more  imaccountable,  if  we  admit 
that  he  had  any  surmise  of  the  real  source  of  Alfonso's  displeasure; 
but,  indeed,  we  think  Rosini's  troubles  to  find  in  Tasso's  writings  any 
allusion  to  such  a  surmise  have  been  to  little  purpose.  Indeed,  it  may  be 
demonstrated,  that  if  Tasso  ever  had,  either  by  his  deeds  or  writings,  given 
any  offence  of  the  nature  mentioned  by  Rosini,  he  lived  to  the  last  in 
utter  unconsciousness  of  it.  Else,  where  would  have  been  the  prudence 
of  his  frequent  pathetic  addresses  to  the  princesses?  Must  not  the  poet 
be  aware  that  any  mention  of  one  of  those  two  royal  ladies  on  his  part 
would  have  added  fresh  fuel  to  the  fury  which  Alfonso  with  so  much  mffi- 
culty  smothered  in  his  breast  ?  Up  to  Leonora's  dying  day  (February 
10th,  1581),  he  sent  her  a  message,  in  free  and  affectionate  terms, 
through  her  spiritual  attendant.  After  her  death,  it  is  true,  the  poet  seems 
to  have  banished  her  from  his  thoughts  utterly ;  and  this  suence  Mr. 
Milman  considers  as  characteristic  of  *^  a  great  pasaon."     There  is,  how* 

*  Discourse  to  Sdpio  Qonnga,  written  probably  in  May,  1579. 
t  Letter  to  Alfoasa    Lettere,  torn,  v^  p.  S9S. 
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erer,  no  i^ason  to  beliere  that  Tsaao,  in  the  most  critical  momenta, 
evinced  any  conscious  dread  of  any  alludon  to  the  subject. 

He  was  not,  it  is  true,  witbont  misg^rings  respecting  some  imptm 
verses  which  he  looked  upon  as  '*  tares  among  the  wheat,"  and  which  he 
purposed  to  *^  remove  from  his  compositions.'^*  There  is  a  ibmous  pas- 
sagef  in  which  he  implores  to  be  released  from  St.  Anna,  **  without  being 

troubled  for  those  things  which  he  had  written  on  matters  of  ." 

The  last  word  is  nowhere  to  be  found  in  the  MSS.  Mr.  Wilde  sug^ 
gests  that  '*  the  ominous  blank'*  should  be  filled  np  by  **  Lote."  But 
even  allowing  him  to  read  those  garbled  fragments  to  his  best  satisfaction, 
we  do  not  think  either  of  those  two  passages  could  bear  any  relation  to 
the  case  of  the  princess.  Mr.  Wilde  must  not  forget,  that  all  TassoV 
writings  at  tliis  period  passed  through  the  hands  of  ri^d  censors,  and 
seldom,  at  firsts  reached  their  destination.  Had  they  admitted  of  such  a 
construction  as  Mr.  Wilde  puts  upon  it,  they  would  never  have  come  to 
the  critic's  hands.  And  we  must,  indeed,  think  the  American  gentle- 
man must  have  read  and  translated  those  lengthy  and  desultory  doca* 
ments  (the  "  Discourses  to  Scipio  Gonzaga — ^to  Buoncompagfno,  Sec.")  to 
littie  purpose,  if  he  did  not  perceive,  in  the  midst  of  great  wanderings 
and  glaring  inconsistencies,  what  the  real  thoughts  were  by  which  Tasso's 
mind  was  beset.  ^'  Tares  amongst  wheat,"  he  called  the  luxurious  de- 
scriptions of  the  nymphs  in  Armida's  gardens,  and  similar  flights  of  a  too 
warm  imagination  in  any  of  his  compositions,  either  epic  or  lyric.  The 
eloomy  and  bigoted  character  of  his  retigion,  such  as  the  Jesuits  had 
fostered  in  him  from  eariiest  childhood,  made  him  look  upon  those  effu- 
sions with  morbid  regret.  Hence,  as  early  as  1570,  he  had,  as  we  have 
seen,  decreed  that  verses  of  that  voluptuous  nature  should  not  survive  him. 
Hence,  his  great  jealousy  of  any  interference  with  his  papers,  which  drove 
him  with  such  precipitancy  from  the  University  of  Bologna,  in  1564,  and 
which  equally  deprived  him  of  a  comfortable  home  with  the  Count  of  Pa- 
leno,  or  Conca,  in  1592,  on  the  most  groundless  suspicions.  Hence,  finally, 
his  endless  fears,  and  at  last  despair,  at  the  premature  and  unadmow- 
ledged  publication  of  his  ^*  Jerusalem,"  ere  the  tares  had  been  carefully 
removed.  Hence  the  '^Jerusalem  Conquered,"  and  the  ^  Seven  Days  of 
Creation,"  in  his  later  years,  intended  as  an  antidote  to  his  juvenile  com- 
positions—even as  '•  Le  Lagrime  di  San  Pietro,"  were  written  by  Marino 
m  atonement  for  the  profligate  style  of  his  ^'  Adone." 

These  licentious  poems,  together  with  his  fears  of  heterodoxy  and  utter 
scepticism,  constituted  in  Tasso's  mind  a  long  score  for  which  he  fancied 
himself  amenable  to  the  jurisdiction  of  the  holy  office.  It  would  be  diffi- 
cult to  decide  whether  remorse  for  such  sins  was,  or  was  not,  greater  than 
his  fears  of  their  consequences.  But  it  is  very  possible  that  he  ascribed 
to  the  tenebrous  vengeance  of  the  Dominican  tribmial  what  seemed  to 
him  too  harsh  in  the  treatment  he  met  with  at  Alfonso's  hands.  His 
immediate  guilt  with  respect  to  that  prince,  he  thought,  consisted  merely 
in  his  design  to  quit  Ferrara  for  the  court  of  Tuscany,  and  in  several  de- 
liberate marks  of  personal  disrespect,  both  in  words  and  deeds. 
'  Nothing,  meanwhile,  seems  more  decidedly  dear  than  the  frwt,  that  tiie 
Inquisition  never,  at  any  time,  interfered  with  Tasso,  except  at  his  own 

*  Disconne  to  Soipk)  GoBsaga. 

t  Letter  to  the  Duke  of  Urinno,  torn,  i,  p,287. 
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earnest  and  urgent  reqaeat ;  and  that,  althongli  Alfonso  may  eventually 
have  suffered  the  poeC*8  prorocation  to  get  the  better  of  his  feelings  of  huma- 
nity, yet  he  hesitated  fixr  full  two  years  before  proceeding  to  extreme  mea- 
sures, and  would,  most  probably,  fain  have  been  rid  of  Tasso  in  any  other 
manner,  if  he  had  been  able.  It  is  in  vain,  we  think,  to  refer,  for  proofs  to  the 
contrary,  to  a  hint  from  Tasso  himself*  in  a  letter  to  his  sister,  dated 
Pesaro,  September  25th,  1578,  in  which  the  poet  states  *'  that  a  gentle- 
man of  the  Duke  of  Ferrara  had  been  there  on  purpose  to  bring  him 
back;"  for  the  poet  immediately  adds,  that  he  ''  waits  to  be  invited ;"  by 
which  it  remains  more  than  doubtful  whether  indeed  the  ''gentleman" 
was  at  all  sent  by  the  duke,  and  empowered  to  make  advances  for  his  re- 
turn— even  supposing  that  Tasso's  boast  did  not  arise  from  a  pious  wish 
to  tranquillise  his  sister^s  alarm  for  his  safety.  Similar  misstatements 
and  contradictions,  as  to  the  real  state  of  his  fears  and  hopes,  occur  but  too 
frequently  in  his  writings ;  witness  the  confidence  with  which  he  asserted 
to  Veniero  at  Venice  (in  July  of  the  same  year,  1578)  that  he  could 
always  write  a  better  poem  than  his  ^  Jerusalem,"  in  the  same  breath  as  he 
bewuled  its  loss,  and  assigned  it  as  the  gpreat  cause  of  his  incurable 
hankering  afker  Ferrara. 

When  we  frankly  express  our  opinion  that  Tasso  was  but  too  sinrely  his 
own  greatest  enemy — that  a  constitutional  weakness,  the  traces  of  wnich 
are  discernible  in  him  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave,  at  last  broke  out  into 
repeated  fits  of  actual  madness — and  that  Alfonso  (together  with  Cardinal 
Albano,  the  Duke  of  Mantua,  and  all  his  best  friends)  was  actuated  by  a 
conviction  that  it  was  not  safe  for  the  unhappy  man  himself  that  he 
should  be  indulged  with  the  ^rther  enjoyment  of  his  freedom — we  do  not 
mean  to  exonerate  the  Duke  of  Ferrara  from  the  charge  of  harshness  and 
obstinacy,  or  even  to  insinuate  that  something  Hke  ungenerous  and  un- 
reasonable resentment  did  not  mingle  with  the  originally  benevolent 
intentions  with  which  he,  at  first,  consigned  Torquato  to  a  lunatic  asylum. 

There  is,  however,  no  need  of  painting  the  devil  any  blacker  than  he 
really  is.  Had  it  not  been  for  Tasso's  unhappy  romance,  and  a  certain 
haughty  dis{^easare  shown  to  Guarini,  Alfonso's  memoij  would  have 
passed  unchallenged  ro  posterity,  as  that  of  a  prince  of  high  chivalrous 
spirits  in  his  youth,  and  an  active  and  provident  ruler  in  maturer  age. 
The  charges  iHtwght  against  him  by  a  writer  in  the  pay  of  a  rival  house, 
respecting  the  murder  of.  his  first  wife,  and  other  dark  tragedies  of  thai 
nature,  so  eagerly  seized  upon  by  Mr.  Mihnan,  rest  upon  no  historical 
ground.f  Rosini  was  too  wise  to  allow  himself  even  a  passing  admission 

*  Lettere,  torn,  v.,  p.  22. 

t  <*  Lucrezia,  seconda  flgliuoU  del  Duca  Ck>simo,  fii  la  prima  moglie  d'  Alfonso, 

Buca  di  Ferrara; questa  signora  ebbe  altri  pensieri  che  11  duca,  e  8*  avyide 

questo  signore  che  non  era  amato  da  Lei  e  pcrcio  procurd  al  tutto  farla  morire, 
siccone  fece."— Orlgine  e  discendbnza  della  Real  Casa  de*  Medici.— MSB.,  Vita  di 
Cosmo.  Bven  admitting  the  truth  of  this  dark  hint,  it  contains  not  the  slightest 
aUuslon  to  poison,  or  other  violent  means.  Alfonso  endeavoured  to  cause  her  deaths 
which  he  might  have  done  by  breaking  her  heart.  Other  writers,  in  fact,  say  very 
plainly  that  the  duke  killed  her  by  his  neglect;  that  is,  he  followed  the  wars 
during  the  whole  time  that  she  was  at  Ferrara,  The  young  Prince  of  UrWno  acted 
in  the  same  manner  with  respect  to  Lucrezia  of  Este,  to  whom  he  had  equally  been 
married  from  mere  reasons  of  state.  These  gallant  princes,  it  would  seem,  cared 
less  to  face  the  Turk  on  tiie  high  seas,  or  the  plains  of  Hungary,  than  the  '^Tartar* 
at  home. 


184  Tasso^s  Menial  Infirmities. 

of  such  idle  traditions.  A  great  deal  of  Tasso's  hardships  in  St  Anna,  if 
they  need  be  ascribed  to  Alfonso,  must  be  set  down  on  the  score  of  neglect 
only,  and  readiness  to  dismiss  an  unpleasant  subject  from  his  thoughts. 
Tasso  himself  invariably  contends,  that  the  duke  was  kept  in  the  dam  as 
to  the  real  amount  of  his  sufferings;  and  the  well-known  personal  enmity 
of  the  prior  of  the  hospital,  Agostino  Mosti,  gives  us  good  reason  to 
suspect  that  Alfonso's  directions  were  either  wilfully  misinterpreted  or 
flagrantly  disregarded.  We  must  also  never  lose  sight  of  the  peculiar 
notions  of  a  barbarous  age,  with  regard  to  mental  infirmities — an  age 
when  a  poet  could  devise  no  better  means  of  bringing  his  demented  hero 
to  his  senses  tban — 

Molt'  acqua,  poco  pane,  e  bastonate. 

Of  the  real  state  of  Tasso's  mind,  immediately  before  and  after  his 
arrest,  it  must  also  be  borne  in  mind,  we  have  actually  no  positive  infor- 
mation. Rosini,  indeed,  thinks,  that  on  the  very  fourth  day  of  his  con- 
finement to  a  madhouse,  Tasso  had  already  obtained  sufficient  comfort 
and  composure  of  mind  to  indite  a  metrical  supplication  to  the  prin- 
cesses.* His  assertion  is,  however,  not  only  made  in  defiance  of  all  com- 
mon sense,  but  depends  upon  the  interpretation  of  a  line  or  two,  wrong 
both  in  grammar  and  logic.  It  requires  no  mighty  stretch  of  imagination 
to  conjecture,  that  Tasso  was  conveyed  to  his  melancholy  abode,  and  con- 
tinued there,  in  a  state  of  violent  frenzy,  for  at  least  two  or  three  months, 
during  which  it  might,  without  cruelty,  be  deemed  expedient  to  subject 
him  to  the  common  treatment  of  a  maniac ;  that,  when  at  last  he  awoke 
from  his  horrid  dream,  and  looked  up  from  the  blindness  of  his  affliction, 
he  beheld  with  dismay  the  squalor  and  wretchedness  which  environed  him. 
It  is  impossible  to  &.  any  positive  date  to  his  wntings  previous  to  the 
month  of  May  (1679);  and  it  is  quite  evident,  that  he  had  no  sooner  ex- 
hibited any  symptom  of  tranquillity,  than  he  found  himself  supplied  with 
writing  materials — the  very  best  solace  he  could  wish  for  against  weariness 
and  desolation;  and  at  the  first  sign  of  life  he  gave,  his  ^*den'*  in  the 
madhouse  becomes  *'  le  sue  stanze  in  St.  Anna."  A  free  intercourse  with 
friends  and  strangers  is  subsequently  allowed.  (Montaigne's  visit  took 
place,  according  to  Ginguene,  in  November,  1580,  but  the  Prince  of 
Mantua  must  faftve  been  admitted  at  least  a  year  previously.)     His  letters 


*  See  Sonnet  343.  Rime,  tom.  1.,  p.  177  : — 

Snore  del  grande  Alfonso,  il  terzo  giro 
Ha  gilt  compiuto  il  gran  pianeta  etemo 
Ch'  io  dallo  strazio  afflitto  e  dallo  scheme 
Di  Fortuna  crudele  egro  sospiro. 

21  terzo  giro  (the  third  evolution)  can  equally  apply  to  the  third  day,  third  month, 
and  third  year.  Manso  gave  it  the  last  interpratation,  and  thought  the  sonnet  to 
have  been  written  after  the  expiration  of  the  third  year  a£  the  poet's  confinement. 
Bosini  adverts  to  the  fact,  that  one  of  the  princesses,  Leonora,  was  dead  more  than 
a  year  before  that  time,  and  that  the  sonnet  must  theiiefore  be  referred  to  the 
fomrth  dc^.  But  as  U  gran  pianeta  (the  great  luminary)  equally  applies  to  the 
moon,  the  date  may  be  postponed  by  three  months,  without  inconvenience. 
Besides,  Tasso  does  not,  by  these  lines,  number  the  years  of  his  confinement,  but 
merely  looks  back  on  the  long  period  of  his  calamities,  which  he  may  well  date 
from  his  first  arrest  in  1577.  It  is  the  hastiness  of  such  conclusions  that  from  the 
first  put  us  on  our  guard  against  the  pntfessor. 
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and  discourses,  his  appeals  to  popes  and  emperors,  to  the  free  cities,  and 
all  the  princes  of  Italy,  were  suffered,  in  many  instances,  to  reach  their 
destination,  notwithstanding  endless  complaints,  notwithstanding  even  an 
occasional  sneer  against  the  person  of  his  princely  gaoler.  Finally,  the 
Tery  gates  of  his  prison-house  are  thrown  open,  and  he  is,  under  the 
custody  of  kind  friends,  taken  to  the  villas  and  palaces  of  the  great,  to 
masquerades,  and  other  diversions.  These  are  proofs  that  Alfonso,  how- 
ever stem  and  arhitrary,  was  neither  methodical  nor  inexorable  in  his 
exercise  of  cruelty.  Had  he  been  actuated  by  a  secret  and  delicate  resent- 
ment, such  as  is  attributed  to  him,  his  ferocity  would  have  been  progres* 
sive  and  deliberate.  His  object,  above  all  things,  would  have  been  to 
deprive  his  victim  of  all  power  of  retaliation,  for  he  well  knew  that 
Torquato  had  a  tongue  and  a  pen ;  and  nothing  would  have  been  easier 
than  so  to  guard  and  encompass  him,  as  to  prevent  him  from  letting  out 
a  secret  that  involved  the  honour  of  Alfonso's  family. 

It  is  true  that  Alfonso  resisted  the  entreaties  that  were  urged  from  all 
quarters  for  the  poet's  release ;  but  it  must  be  observed,  that  such  solici- 
tations generally  came  £rom  parties  at  a  great  distance  from  Ferrara,  and 
likely,  tnerefore,  to  be  imposed  upon  by  the  apparent  lucidity  and  g^ran* 
diloquence  of  Tasso's  addresses ;  that  Alfonso  was,  therefore,  probably 
justified,  when  he  invariably  met  such  requests,  by  observing  that  Tasso  s 
friends  did  not  know  what  they  were  asking,  and  that  he  best  knew  what 
was  good  for  his  prisoner.  Alfonso's  obstinacy,  however,  could  hardly 
arise  from  a  wish  to  secure  the  poet's  silence  to  eternity;  since  Tasso s 
confinement  implied  neither  strict  seclusion,  nor  a  check  upon  the  freest 
intercourse;  and  since,  however  late,  the  day  of  rescue  came  at  last. 

Alfonso,  it  is  well  known,  granted  Tasso*s  liberty  to^Hie  Prince  of 
Mantua,  on  condition  that  he  should  take  the  safe  keeping  of  the  conva- 
lescent madman  upon  himself.  And  the  poet  was  strictly  guarded  at 
Mantua  for  above  a  year ;  nor  did  he  break  bonds  even  then  without  great 
regret  and  alarm  on  the  part  of  his  new  patrons.  This  seems  to  us  suffi- 
<nent  proof  that  others,  besides  Alfonso,  were  not  quite  satisfied  about  the 
poet's  recovery. 

At  any  rate,  it  seems  obvious  enough,  that  neither  at  St.  Anna,  nor  at 
large  abroad,  was  Tasso  looked  upon  by  Alfonso  as  possessed  with  any 
secret  of  which  the  prince  had  reason  to  dread  the  revelation.  After  aU 
the  provocation  of  seven  years'  false  imprisonment,  Alfonso  still  seemed, 
as  it  were,  to  defy  him.  And  yet,  were  there  any  truth  in  Rosini*s  hypo- 
thesis, Tasso  had  only  to  print,  in  or  out  of  ItalV}  some  of  his  most  objec- 
tionable sonnets,  with  the  headings  that  really  belonged  to  them,  and  the 
fair  name  of  Leonora  must  have  become  a  by-word  among  the  enemies 
of  her  house. 

This  Alfonso  must  have  apprehended ;  and  yet  Tasso  lived,  and  moved 
nnconfined  among  the  living. 

And  Tasso,  be  it  remembered,  not  only  had  generosity  enough  to  spare 
Leonora,  and  her  brother  for  her  sake,  but  hardly  a  mention  occurs  in  his 
writings,  from  the  day  of  his  release  to  his  last  letter  to  Alfonso  himself, 
written  almost  on  his  deathbed  (Rome,  December  10,  1594) — ^hardly  a 
word  written  to,  or  about,  his  former  patrons  at  FeiTara,  which  is  not  con* 
ceived  in  the  most  extravagant  tone  of  fulsome  adulation — a  meekness  and 
forbearance  which  some  would  ascribe  to  abject  fear  on  the  poet's  part  of 
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the  tyrant's  for-readhiog  revenge.  For  to  this  we  oome  at  last,  that,  in 
order  to  do  away  with  the  painful  hut  irredstiUe  fiict  of  Taaso's  mental 
disease,  his  vindicators  scruple  not  to  involve  him  in  contradictions  more 
outrageous  than  madness  itself,  and  to  attribute  to  him  the  meanest  and 
most  puerile  shifb  of  simulation  and  pusillanimity — to  hioi,  the  creator 
of  such  lof^jr  chaiacters  as — we  will  not  say  the  knightly  Godfrey  and 
Tancred — but*  the  high-minded  Pagans,  Axgante,  and  SSoliman  them- 
selves! 

But  our  task  was  not,  after  all,  to  afford  heAi  proofs  of  Tasso's  mad- 
ness— a  fact  already  sufficiently  established  by  the  mere  testimony  of  the 
oool  and  disintere^ed  Montaigne* — a  fiust  tor  which  the  poet^s  constitu- 
tional gloom,  restlessness,  and  suspiciousness,  prepare  ns  kmg  before  his 
confinement,  and  of  which  all  the  actions  of  his  after-life  afford  the  most 
ample  confirmation. 

Nor  was  it  our  purpose  to  reject  altogether  the  theory  of  Tasso*s  love 
fisr  Leonora,  nor  the  influence  that  this  passion  might  have  upon  his 
reason  no  less  than  upon  his  fortunes :  we  merely  wished  to  prove  that 
tibe  hypothesis  rests  on  no  solid  ground ;  and  that  the  arguments  by  which 
Rosini  has  endeavoured  to  present  it  under  a  new  aspect,  and  to  give  it  a 
new  and  more  stringent  demonstration,  appear  to  us  anything  but  un- 
answerable. 

The  question  remains,  therefore,  in  our  opinion,  on  exactly  the  same 
terms  as  it  was  left  by  Dr.  Black,  in  a  work  distinguished  as  much 
by  candour  as  by  extensive  research  and  ability — the  work  of  a  man 
who,  no  matter  what  may  be  said  of  Serassi,  could  hardly  be  suspected 
of  any  design  to  bum  posthumous  incense  to  the  House  of  £ste. 

Having  th9  expressed  our  opinion  of  the  untenableness  of  Bosini's 
views,  we  shall  be  understood  to  have  equally  passed  our  judgment  upon 
Mr.  Mihnan's  work,  in  which  those  same  views  are  rather  indiscrimi- 
nately adopted,  and  not  very  soberly  bodied  forth  and  enlarged  upon. 

It  is  "the  bUnd  led  by  the  blind,"  and  we  know  what  fate  awaits 
them  both. 

*  "•  J'eu  pins  de  depit  encore  que  de  ccNnpassion  de  le  voir  i  Femura  en  li  pitenx 
£tat  Burvivant  il  807-meme,  m^onnoissant  et  soy  et  ses  ouvrages." — ^Lib.  it, 
chap.  2.  Montaigne  attributed  Tasso's  madness  to  intense  mental  occupation: 
"  A  ccttc  exacte  et  tendue  apprehension  de  la  raison  qui  Ta  mis  sans  raison;  h  la 
curieuse  et  laborieuse  queste  des  sciences  qui  I'a  conduit  ^  la  bestise,"  &c.  Mr. 
Milman  quotes,  in  refiitotion  of  Montaigne,  tfie  opinions  of  Aldus  and  others,  who 
also  visited  Tasso,  and  found  "  his  senses  perfectly  sound  and  entire.''  But,  in  the 
first  place,  the  visits  alluded  to  took  place  several  years  after  that  of  Montaigne 
(that  of  Aldus  in  1581);  then,  we  never  for  one  moment  doubted  that  Tasso's 
malady  had  its  long  lucid  intervals.  Mr.  Milman,  however,  does  not  well  inter- 
pret Muzio  Manfredi's  expression:  '*  ^  assai  in  cervello;"  which  he  renders  by  *'i0 
thoroughly  in  his  senses."  The  Italian  atrot  means  *'  he  is  pretty  weU  in  his  senses, 
considering"  For  the  rest,  we  could  quote  Tasso's  own  misgivings,  a  thousand 
times,  to  prove  that  he,  at  least,  did  not  think  hit  tenses  perfeclly  sound  and  entire^ 
even  long  after  his  ddiverance. 
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By  Dudl£T  Costello. 

I. 

HOW  1CBS8B8.  VLUWWT  AHD  GDCF  BKAXD  09  aOUSTHUia  GRAATLT  TO 

TKBIR  JJ>TAirrA6B. 

It  was  at  a  celebrated  *' sporting-liouse "  in  tbe  Hay  market^  well 
known  for  the  '^  finisli  **  which  it  g^ves  to  the  young  men  of  fashion  who 
frequent  it»  that  one  evening,  towards  the  end  of  last  October,  two  indi- 
yiduals  who  aimed  at  the  above  distinction  were  enjoying  some  very 
excellent  oysters  and  a  bottle  of  execrable  Chablis,  it  la  faqon  de  Parts^ 
though,  had  they  followed  their  real  inclinations,  the  accompaniment  to 
the  '^natives"  would  rather  have  been  d  la  f agon  de  Londres^  in  the 
shape  of  a  pot  of  stout.  But  the  youths  in  question  wished  to  seem 
fine,  and,  Ime  most  persons  in  that  predicament,  they  punished  them- 
selves accordingly. 

Their  conversation  was  of  a  highly  intellectual  nature — turning  chiefly 
on  sporting  subjects — and  whoever  paid  attention  to  it  might  have  dis- 
covered, wjthout  much  difficulty,  that  they  had  still  a  good  deal  to  learn 
before  tibey  actually  became  the  knowing  ones  they  already  thought  them- 
selves. This,  at  all  events,  appeared  to  be  the  impression  of  a  third 
"party"  in  a  cut-away  coat,  drab  shor^,  and  a  pair  of  Ion?,  wrinkled 
gaiters,  buttoning  down  the  front  of  the  legs,  who  was  s^ted  alone  at  a 
small  table  near  them^  engaged  with  a  glass  of  gin-and-water  and  a 
cigar,  but  apparently  more  intent  upon  a  soiled  copy  of  BelTs  Life  than 
anything  else.  TKat  such  was  actually  the  case  may,  however,  be 
doubted,  for  his  eye  might  occasionally  lie  seen  above  tne  edge  of  the 
paper,  watching  the  ''  knowing  ones"  with  a  very  peculiar  expresdon. 

The  elder  of  the  pair,  who  answered  to  the  name  of  Fluffy,  was  a 
heavy  young  man,  with  a  large  body,  large  head,  and  large  eyes — the 
last  without  any  kind  of  meaning  in  them ;  the  younger,  on  the  contrary, 
whom  he  addressed  as  Gimp,  was  of  that  meagre  style  of  build  which  is 
familiarly  symbolised  by  the  *'  shotten  herring,"  and  seemed  as  nervous  in 
temperament  as  his  companion  was  sedate. 

"niey  had  exhausted  many  topics,  and  were  just  coming  to  a  stand-stiH, 
when  Mr.  Fluffy  observed  that  he  wished  he  knew  where  he  could  get 
any  good  shooting,  and  Mr.  Gimp  echoed  his  friend's  remark  by  wishmg 
that  he  did  also. 

<^Beg  pardon,  gents,"  sali  the  man  frt>m  the  other  side  of  the  news- 
paper, **  but  was  you  ever  in  France  ?** 

**  No,**  replied  Mr.  Gimp,  answering  for  both ;  "  what  for  ?* 

"  Why,"  returned  the  stranger,  "  because  there's  plenty  of  shooting 
to  be  had  over  there.'* 

"  Is  there  ?*  saH  Mr.  Fluffy,  with  the  calm  philosophy  which  dis- 
ting^hes  the  disciples  of  the  Portico  and  the  sporting  school  alike ; 
"  whereabouts  ?" 

"  At  Montrool,"  replied  the  stranger,  whose  accuracy  of  pronunciation 
was  not  quite  equal  to  his  local  knowledge. 
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«  Oh !"  ejaculated  Mr.  Fluffy.     "  Where's  Montrool  ?" 

^<  A  little  ways  up  the  country ;  about  twenty  mile  or  so  from  Bolong," 
returned  his  informant. 

^<  What  kind  of  shooting  is  it  ?*'  inquired  Mr.  Gimp. 

'*  Cock  and  duck  and  snipe,  and  all  tliat  sort  of  thing,"  answered  the 
stranger.  '*  Blest  if  I  haven't  flushed  twenbr  brace  of  cocks  of  a 
mommg,  in  a  little  wood  there,  not  far  from  Nampong.  Ah !  and  in 
the  marshes,  too,  round  about  Montrool  itself,  IVe  seen  more  snipe  in  a 
day  than  half  a  dozen  gents  could  shoot  in  a  month!" 

^*  Is  the  place  get-at-able?"  asked  Mr.  Fluffy,  beginning  to  take  more 
interest  in  the  question,  as  he  heard  of  the  fatness  of  the  promised  land. 

''  There's  the  rail  from  fiolong  takes  you  in  half  an  hour  from  the  Eat- 
apples  station,  or  the  one  beyond  it — no  matter  which — and  then  you 
makes  your  way  across  in  a  'buss  or  a  potash,  or  whatever  they  calls  the 
conveyance.  That's  about  seven  mile  further;  but  if  any  one  as  I  knowed 
was  a  goin'  a  sportin'  in  them  parts,  I  should  recommend  'em  altogether 
different'' 

'^  What  would  you  recommend  ?"  demanded  Mr.  Gimp,  in  his  quick, 
suspicious  manner. 

«  Why  you  see,  gents,"  siud  the  stranger,  edging  his  chw  a  little 
nearer  as  he  spoke,  '*  France  isn't  England — and  what  does  very  well  for 
one  country  doesn't  do  at  all  for  another.  The  proper  way  to  enjoy  a 
month  or  two's  shootin'  in  France  b  to  take  and  hire  a  shatter*  You  nas 
it  all  to  yourself,  and  then  there's  nobody  what  can  perwent  you  from 
goin'  and  doiu' just  what  you  like." 

"  What's  a  shatter  ?"  inquired  Mr.  Fluffy. 

"  A  shatter,  sir,  is  what  the  French  calls  their  country  'ouses.  There's 
one  as  I  know  myself  in  that  very  neighb'rood — belongs  to  a  brother-in- 
law  of  mine — leastways  he  rents  it  of  the  pro-pre-rioter — ^which  would 
suit  any  gent  as  was  so  minded  to  take  it." 

"  Does  your  brother-in-law  live  there  ?"  interrogated  Mr.  Gimp. 

'^  You'll  excuse  me,  gents,"  said  the  stranger,  drawing  quite  close  up 
to  the  table  where  the  two  friends  were  seated — "youll  excuse  me^  but  if 
it's  a  matter  of  bisness,  I  can  give  the  best  of  satisfaction.  My  name's 
Doo — Thomas  Doo — the  landlord  of  this  'ouse  has  known  me  'onnerable 
a  many  years.  Before  I  set  up  for  myself  I  was  stud  groom  to  the  Hearl 
of  Mountsplasher — a  Hirish  nobleman,  which  his  estate  is  now  encum- 
bered, and  his  lordship  in  the  RilldevU  Union.  Here's  my  brother-in- 
law's  card — *•  Sniggs,  late  Doo's,  livery  stables,  Bolong-sur-Mare.'  I  looks 
after  the  concern  occasionally  myself,  buys  his  'osses  and  that,  for  Sniggs 
has  his  objections  to  crossin'  the  sea  more  than  he  can  help,  and  so  it's 
generally  me  as  comes  over  to  Tatt's  to  lay  out  his  money  for  him.  I 
think  Sniggs  ^ves  hisself  too  much  to  do,  what  with  the  stables  and 
carri'ges  and  a  brewery  as  he's  got  a  share  in,  and  then  this  here  shatter ! 
'  Jane,'  says  I  to  my  sister,  '  can't  you  persuade  Sniggs  to  let  the  shatter ; 
'taint  of  no  manner  of  use  to  him,  with  his  increasin'  bisness  ?'  '  Well,' 
says  my  sister,  ^  I'll  talk  to  him  about  it;'  and  so  she^id,  and  the  upshot 
of  the  matter  is,  that  Sniggs  give  his  consent  only  last  Toosday  was 
a  week,  and  there  the  shatter  is,  if  nobody  hasn't  snapped  it  up,  for 
there's  a  many  sportin'  gents  at  Bolong  as  would  be  glad  enough  to 
get  it."  I 

Mr.  Doo  paused  here  to  observe  the  effect  of  his  oratory.     It  h'ad  been 
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Hstened  to  very  attentively  by  the  <*  sporting  gents^  whom  he  had  ad- 
dressed, and  Mr.  Gimp,  who  gave  himself  credit  for  looking  further  into 
milestones  than  his  friend,  proceeded,  with  a  very  knowing  air,  to  cross- 
examine  the  ex-groom  of  Lord  Mountsplasher. 

'^  How  far  do  you  say  this  shattoe  is  from  BuIIon?"  he  asked,  correct- 
iDg  Mr.  Doo's  pronunciation  in  two  important  particulars,  though  after  a 
fiidnon  of  his  own. 

^  Why,  tor  the  matter  of  that,"  returned  the  horse  and  house-dealer, 
<^  it  may  be  two-and-twenty,  or  it  may  be  five-and-twenty  mile.  I  can't 
•ay  to  a  killyroitter  or  two." 

"  What's  a  killymitter  ?"  eiaculated  Mr.  Fluffy. 

^  A  French  milestone,  sir,  replied  Mr.  Doo,  in  an  apologetic  tone ; 
and  then  added,  as  a  sort  of  moral  reflection,  '^  Poor  fellers !  it's  their 
natur'.     They  can't  call  nothing  by  it«  right  name." 

<<  What's  tne  size  of  the  shattoe  r  pursued  Mr.  Gimp. 

'<  A  goodish  big  size,"  answered  he  of  the  wrinkled  gaiters ;  **  a'most 
as  large  as  one  of  the  clubbusses  in  Pell-Meil.  It's  a  splendid  place,  with 
the  very  best  accommodation  for  man  and  'oss.  Perhaps  there  isn't  such 
another  for  miles  round." 

*'  And  what's  the  figure — ^the  rent,  you  know  ?*'  urged  Mr.  Gimp, 
winking,  at  the  same  time^  at  Mr.  Fluffy,  as  much  as  to  say,  '*  /'m  not 
to  be  had ;  J've  bought  and  sold  before  now,  I  have." 

'^  Taking  the  shatter  by  the  year,"  replied  Mr.  Doo,  "it's  five  thou- 
sand frongs  per  hannum." 

<«  Put  Uiat  into  English,"  said  Mr.  Flufiy. 

'<  Five  thousand  frongs  is  jest  two  'unaerd  a  year,"  was  the  reply. 
^^  If  taken  for  a  shorter  term,  why  it  rises  proportially." 

«  How  much  a  quarter?"  asked  Mr.  Gimp,  decisively. 

'^  You  see,  sir,"  returned  Mr.  Doo,  fendng  with  the  question,  that  he 
might  see  exactly  how  far  to  lay  it  on — "  you  see,  sir,  Sniggs  never  cal- 
kilated  upon  less  than  a  half,  otherways  it  would  leave  him  with  the  'ouse 
on  his  'ands  at  the  dead  time  of  the  year.  This  is  a'most  Nowember, 
and  three  months  brings  it  to  Febuary.  Now  Febuary,  March,  and 
April  is  not  quite  the  season  when  gents  such  as  you — unless  you  was 
worry  fond  indeed  of  shootin' — would  go  for  to  hire  a  French  shatter, 
when  most  of  the  game  is  killed  or  flowed  away.  You  gents  knows  too 
much  for  that" 

Messrs.  Fluf^  and  Gimp  hereupon  shook  their  heads,  and  said,  '^  Thai 
wouldn't  do  with  them ;"  and,  by  way  of  parenthesis,  tiie  former  ordered 
glasses  of  brandy-and-water  all  round,  to  which  Mr.  Doo  offered  a  veij 
feeble  opposition,  though  he  did  say  he  wasn't  in  the  habit  of  mixing  his 
liquors.  Having  submitted,  however,  and  drunk  '<  towards"  the  good 
heiedth  of  his  entertainers,  he  proceeded : 

^  Now,  if  I  was  to  try  and  get  Sniggs  to  halter  his  determination  about 
the  lettin'  of  this  here  shatter,  I  don't  think  he'd  let  it  go  for  the  quarter 
under  eighty  or  ninety  pound.  It's  been  nooly  put  into  repair,  and  the 
fumitur*  has  cost  him  a  sight  o'  money " 

"  It's  furnished,  then  ?"  interruptea  Mr.  Gimp. 

Mr.  Doo  bit  his  lips^  perceiving  the  mistake  he  had  made ;  but  it  was 
too  late  to  retract. 

«<  Furnished  I"  he  replied ;  '^  in  coorse  it  is.  That's  what  makes  it  so 
dirt  cheap.     What  should  you  say,  sir,"  he  continued,  appealing  to  Mr. 
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FluBy,  ^^  if  Windsor  Castle,  and  her  Majesty's  best  drorrin'-rooms  Mid 
budwars,  and  the  use  of  the  stables,  and  the  right  of  shootin'  over  the 
Great  Park,  and  ridin'  afiter  Prince  Halbert's  'arriers,  was  offered  joa  at 
thirty  pound  a  month  ?  What  should  you  say  ?  I'll  tell  you,"  he  went 
on,  perceiving  that  Mr.  Fluffy  remained  with  his  mouth  and  eyes  wide 
open,  utterly  unable  to  gn^ple  with  so  bewildering  a  supposition; 
'^  you'd  say  you  was  in  dover,  that's  all.  And  that's  what  you  tptU  say^ 
if  so  be  as  you  thinks  proper  to  hire  the  Shatter  DeUyfaoge.  That's  the 
name  it  goes  by  in  them  parts." 

Mr.  Doo  then  proceeded  to  enumerate  the  many  attractire  featurea 
which  rendered  the  Ch&teau  de  la  Fange  so  eligible  as  a  winter  residence 
for  gentlemen  devoted  to  the  sports  of  the  field. 

The  chiteai^  he  said,  stood  in  its  own  grounds,  on  a  pleasaait  level, 
nicely  sheltered,  and  surrounded  by  wood  and  water,  about  a  couple  of 
miles  from  the  high  road  between  Montreuil  and  Abbeville.  The  coach- 
house and  stables  were  undeniable^  and  he  strongly  recommended  any 
one  who  lived  there  to  take  his  own  carriage  and  horses— or  hire  them  at 
Boulogne,  it  was  all  the  same — for  the  public  conveyances  were  scarce  in 
that  part  of  the  country  now  the  rail  was  open.  There  were  rooms 
enough  in  the  building  for  at  least  a  doaen  best  beds,  if  gentlemen  had 
friends  to  accommodate ;  the  saloons,  on  which  he  insisted  with  much 
force,  were  splendid,  and  the  kennels  first-rate.  In  short,  it  was  a  gem 
of  the  first  water,  and  almost  too  good  to  live  in — at  the  price. 

Messrs.  Flu£^  and  Gimp  listened  to  his  glowing  periods  with  unre- 
strained delight,  and,  in  proportion  as  the  fumes  of  their  renovated 
tumblers  ascended  to  the  receptacles  where  the  brain  is  usually  lodged 
— ^in  heads  that  have  any — they  mentally  bagged  no  end  to  woodcocks, 
duck,  teal,  snipe,  curlew,  moorhens,  golde^  and  grey  plover,  every  aquatic 
fowl,  indeed,  tnat  Mr.  Doo  released  from  the  aviary  of  his  imagination ; 
and  before  the  party  separated  for  the  night  they  bound  themselves 
in  a  writing — ^winch  the  landlord  <^  the  Spotted  Buffalo  and  his  head 
waiter  kindly  witnessed — to  take  the  Ch&teau  de  la  Fange  for  a  period  of 
duree  months  frt>m  that  date,  and  in  default  thereof  to  pay  to  Mr. 
Thomas  Doo,  "  or  his  order,"  the  sum  of  twenty  pounds,  "  merely,"  said 
that  gentleman,  ^^  for  his  damnification,  in  case  the  gents  should  change 
their  minds." 

But,  )in  order  to  satisfy  Messrs.  Fluffy  and  Gimp  (who  had  reached 
that  point  of  comprehension  which  ^<  doesn't  require  any  explanation") 
diat  it  was  no  part  of  Mr.  Doo's  system  to  be  hard  upon  his  friends,  he 
positively  refrised  to  fill  up  the  amount  on  a  piece  of  stamped  paper  whick 
he  drew  from  his  pocket-book. 

"  Let  it  remain  in  bUnk,"  said  he,  with  a  generosity  that  is  rardiy 

met  with.     "  All  I  care  about  as  a  man  of  'onner  is  your  two  signature^ 

just  to  keep  myself  from  gettin*  into  trouble  with  Smggs.     I  know  that, 

as  men  of  'onner,  you'd  fiU  it  up  if  ever  you  was  called  to,  and  that's  all 

about  it." 

Accordingly,  in  handwriting  rather  reedy,  but  sufficiently  legible  for 
a  souvenir — at  three  months — Mr.  Gimp  put  his  name  to  the  bill,  and 
Mr.  Fluffy  indorsed  it.  All  three  then  departed,  perfectly  satisfied  with 
the  share  each  had  home  in  the  night's  transaction. 
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II. 

HOW  THET  WENT  IN  SEARCH  OF  IT. 

Had  the  estimable  Mr.  Zadkiel  been  "requested  to  set  the  horoscopes  of 
Peter  Fla£^%  or  OctaTius  Gimp,  he  would,  after  a  brief  oonsideration  of 
the  laws  of  metoposcopy,  have  oome  to  the  conclosion  that  neither  of 
them  were  bora  when  Jupiter — ^who  conferreth  wisdom — was  in  the 
aseendant ;  and,  deducing  an  inferenee  ftt>m  thb  fact,  he  would  probably 
haye  discovered — to  use  the  words  of  his  science — that  ^^  Saturn  was 
opposed  in  the  house  of  life  at  some  of  the  most  important  junctures  of 
their  afiairs ;"  in  other  words,  that  each  of  them  ran  a  considerable  risk 
of  being  ^done"  in  the  course  of  his  worldly  career.  He  would  not^ 
however,  have  told  them  so,  for  the  votaries  of  astrology  are  not 
listeners  to  disaffreeahle  predictions ;  neither  do  they  '^  fork  out"  so  ham 
somely  for  a  bad  fortune  as  a  good  one.  But  we,  who  never  expect  to 
hear  the  Caltfomian  chink  of  their  liberality,  may  unhesitatin^y  utter 
our  real  opinion,  though,  after  the  occurrences  just  described,  it  may 
scarcely  be  thought  necessary;  ^'Soit  faict  pour  diet,"  as  the  old  law 
phrase  has  it.  But  we  may  add,  what  has  not  yet  been  set  forth,  that 
besides  their  natural  folly — though  it  runs  counter  to  general  ezperieooe— 
these  youths  were  as  unlucky  in  the  issue  of  their  plans  as  unwise  in  the 
conception  of  them,  and  it  was  almost  a  pity  that  they  hunted  in  couples, 
for,  taken  separately,  either  would  have  offered  a  very  fair  marie  for  the 
world  to  shoot  at 

On  the  morning  after  the  soiree  at  the  Spotted  Buffido^  Mr.  Flufl^ 
awoke  with  a  sUght  headache,  which  was  shared  by  Mr.  Crimp,  who  also 
shared  the  expenses  of  the  suite  of  chambers  in  which  the  friends  resided. 
They  met  at  break&st,  and,  on  comparing  notes,  felt  satisfied  that  they 
had  embariced  in  a  scheme  in  which  neither  of  them  felt  auite  equal  to  go 
alone,  and  which  presented  difficulties  even  to  their  unitea  abilities.  They 
were  not  sorry,  therefore,  when  their  tete»a-tete  was  broken  in  upon  by 
the  appearance  dF  Mr.  Thomas  Doo,  who  *'  respectfully  called,"  according 
to  promise,  intimation  of  where  they  were  to  be  found  having  been  given 
to  nim  the  over-night.  A  slight  misgiving  might  have  haunted  them 
when  they  ^^  affiibly"  shook  hands  with  their  new  acquaintance,  for  the 
first  time  in  their  sober  moments;  but  the  feeling  passed  away  imme* 
diately,  the  company  they  were  in  the  habit  of  keeping  not  being  the 
most  select 

Mr.  Doo  was  full  of  information;  not  about  the  chftteau^— there  was 
no  necesrity  for  describing  that  over  again  which  was  a  faU  aeeompU^^ 
but  about  the  means  of  getting  to  it;  he  wanted,  in  fact,  to  wash  lus 
hands  of  Messrs.  Flufiy  and  Gimp  as  soon  as  he  could,  trusting  that  his 
brother-in-law  would  ^ve  as  g^ood  an  account  of  them  in  Boulogpie  as  he 
had  already  done  in  London.  For  this  purpose  he  obligindy  undertook 
to  procure  their  passports,  at  the  out-of-the-way  hole  in  the  city  where 
that  business  is  now  carried  on,  to  the  extreme  disgust  of  every  west-end 
traveller;  and,  the  regular  charge  not  being  enoueh,  taoked  on  to  it  some* 
thing  very  like  a  ^'  Foreign-office''  addition,  which  sufficieiitly  rewarded 
him  for  the  trouble  he  had  put  himself  to.  The  money  preparations  of  the 
tnivellers  being  then  aooomplished — ^without  the  interventioo  of  Mr.r 

o2 


192  A  Highway  Robbery  byMUtahe^ 

their  packing  done,  their  own  and  their  dogs*  tickets  taken,  and  nothing 
left  but  to  step  into  the  train,  they  took  a  polite  leave  of  that  gentleman, 
and,  in  defiance  of  railway  regulations,  smoked  all  the  way  down  to 
Folkestone,  considering  it  ''  a  jolly  lark"  to  have  evaded  the  not  over- 
scrupulous guard. 

But  there  was  one  thing  they  could  not  evade,  and  that  was  the 

ralty  exacted  by  the  marine  deities  from  strangers  to  their  element. 
Steele's  humorous  comparison  between  the  two  actors  Penkethman 
and  fiullock,  he  says,  that  "  Penkethman  is  very  dexterous  at  conveying 
himself  under  a  table;  BuUock  is  no  less  active  in  jumping  over  a  stick.*' 
Without  being  humorous,  but  only  truthful,  we  may  say,  in  instituting 
our  comparison,  that  Mr.  Flu£^  exhibited  a  most  extraordinary  aptitude 
for  reclining  under  the  cabin-table,  while  Mr.  Gimp  made  himself  equally 
wretched  on  a  deceitful  horse-hair  sofsu  Even  the  dogs  had  a  happy 
time  of  it,  compared  with  their  masters;  and  what  would  have  become  of 
the  whole  lot,  biped  as  well  as  canine,  it  would  have  been  difficult  to  say, 
had  they  not  all  been  taken  in  tow  by  a  gentleman  who  wore  a  gold 
band  round  his  forage  cap,  and  buttons  of  a  nautical  type,  and  who  took 
the  unusual  liberty  of  speaking  to  the  man  at  the  wheel.  The  unin- 
formed on  board  tne  steamer  imagined  him  the  captain  at  the  very  least, 
but  when  it  became  apparent  that  he  sympathised  with  those  who  suffered 
from  sea-sickness,  they  were  at  once  undeceived. 

I£s  compassionate  aid  was  very  freely  bestowed  on  our  friends  Fluffy 
and  Gimp;  he  ordered  hot  brandy-and-water  for  them,  wrapped  them  up 
in  cloaks,  extricated  them  from  beneath  tables,  steadied  them  on  their 
uneasy  couches,  held  the —  But  no  matter,  it  is  enough  to  say  that  he 
acted  the  part  of  a  ministering  angel  in  every  particular,  and  wnen  these 
youthful  travellers  were  finally  subdued  to  a  state  of  comparative  compo- 
sure, he  gently  insinuated  the  nature  of  his  profession,  which  was  that  of 
commissionaire  to  the  Pavilion  Hotel  at  Boulogne.  This  caravanserai  was, 
he  assured  them,  one  of  the  most  splendid  on  the  Continent,  its  utuation 
close  to  the  sea  (here  both  the  young  men  shuddered  audibly)— that  is 
to  say,  only  near  enough  to  be  pleasant;  its  situation  was  the  very  best 
in  all  the  town,  its  charges  excessively  moderate,  its  waiters  all  attention, 
its  chambermaids  all  grace  and  good-humour,  its  landlord  the  model  of 
all  that  was  polite  and  agreeable.  All  those  who  are  not  in  the  habit  of 
shifting  for  themselves  will  recognise  this  formula,  and  admit  that  it  is  as 
applicable  to  any  one  hotel  as  to  alL  But  there  was  no  need  of  so  much 
eloquent  hyperbole  to  persuade  two  such  forlorn  individuals  as  Messrs. 
Fluffy  and  Gimp  at  that  moment  were,  to  submit  themselves  entirely  to 
his  guidance.  He  at  once  obtained  a  carte^blanche  to  deal  with  tiiem  as 
he  pleased.  He  registered  their  names  in  his  pocket-book,  took  their 
key^  possessed  himself  of  tiieir  retrievers,  fought  for  them  amid  the 
host  of  rival  commissionaires  on  the  wharf,  interpreted  for  them  at  the 
Douane,  and  succeeded  eventually  in  housing  them  at  the  Hotel  du 
Pavilion,  as  valuable  a  cloture  as  that  establishment  had  profited  by 
during  the  whole  season. 

It  is  no  intention  of  ours  to  describe  the  proceedings  of  two  such 
neophytes  as  Messrs.  Flufiy  and  Gimp  on  their  first  arrival  in  France. 
Their  story  has  been  often  told  a  thousand  times,  and  will  hardly  bear 
repetition.  Let  it  suffice  for  us  to  say  that  these  disting^hed  foreigners 
indooted  themselves  after  tiie  usual  manner  of  their  class;  and  that  tiie 
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process  by  irluch  they  did  so  was  not  calculated  to  enhance  the  reputa- 
tion of  their  countrymen  for  sobriety  or  politeness.  These  preliminaries 
settled,  they  bethought  themselves  of  the  purpose  for  which  they  had 
crossed  over  to  Boulogne ;  and  under  the  guidance  of  Monsieur  Alphonse, 
the  commissionaire  with  the  gold  band  and  nautical  buttons,  they  were 
conducted  to  the  abode  of  Mr.  Sniggs,  the  brother-in-law  of  Mr.  Doo, 
whom  they  found  engaged  in  his  customary  arocations. 

Mr.  Sniggs  was  one  of  those  persons  whose  profession  it  is  easy  to  re- 
cognise as  soon  as  you  see  them.  Though  he  had  now  been  for  some 
time  a  resident  in  France,  his  garments  were  of  the  same  cut,  and  his 
manners  of  the  same  pattern,  as  when  he  o£Eiciated  in  Bayhorse  Mews, 
Piccadilly,  before  that  affair  of  '^  Running  Rein,"  which  got  him  into  a 
little  trouble,  and  made  it  desirable  that  he  should  seek  a  milder  climate 
than  that  of  England.  He  was,  indeed,  altogether  the  same  man ;  a 
little  more  hardened,  perhaps,  in  his  purpose — ^though  it  was  difficult  to 
improre  upon  his  ori^al  character — and  a  little  more  ofp-hand  in  his 
style ;  but  these  slight  alterations  arose  from  the  nature  of  the  society 
with  which  he  had  latterly  been  obliged  to  mix.  In  Bayhorse  Mews, 
IHccadilly,  he  had  been  in  the  habit  of  meeting  as  many  flats  as 
sharps,  and  the  full  powers  of  his  intellect  had  not,  therefore,  been 
brought  into  play  on  every  occasion  ;  but  at  Boulogne-sur-Mer,  every 
Englishman  with  whom  he  dealt  was  a  sharp,  whose  acuteness  nearly 
e<|ualled  hb  own;  and  it  behoved  him,  consequently,  to  exercise  redoubled 
wariness,  not  merely  to  circumvent,  but  to  prevent  himself  from  being 
circumvented.  This  accounted  for  any  internal  change,  and  what  exterior 
alteration  had  taken  place  was  attributable  to  the  more  familiar  terms  on 
which  he  lived  with  his  customers.  If  Colonel  Saint  Aubyn  invited  Bob 
Sniggs  to  dine  with  him,  that  they  might  talk  the  matter  over  about 
the  foundered  horse  the  colonel  wanted  to  put  up  for  sale  at  Sniggs's 
stables,  why,  Bob  Sniggs  was  as  useful  to  the  colonel  as  the  colonel  was 
to  him.  If  Major  Grenville  Fitz-Cavendish,  who  found  icarti  a  much 
more  valuable  property  than  his  Irish,  or  even  his  English  estates,  was 
occasionally  in  want  of  a  little  '<  ready,"  and  Bob  Sniggs  was  able — 
somehow — to  get  it  for  him, — or,  what  was  the  same  thing,  to  find  a 
pigeon  for  Fitz-Cavendish  to  pluck, — ^whv)  again  the  maquignon  was  on 
a  level  with  the  major.  If  Captain —  oxxt  no,  there  are  no  captains  at 
Boulogpie — not  a  single  chevalier  d^ Industrie  in  the  place  holds  a  rank 
under  that  of  a  field  officer— so  we  will  say  nothing  more  about  the  mili- 
tary; but  if  any  of  the  gentlemen,  laymen  with  two  wives,  or  clergymen 
with  three,  who  are  always  going  over  to  England  *'  next  week,"  and 
never  get  nearer  home  than  the  '*  Hotel  d'Angleterre"  in  the  upper 
town, — if  any  of  these  required  an  arrangement  of  afiairs  that  would  not 
very  well  bear  the  light,  and  came  to  Bob  Sniggs,  as  they  generally  did, 
for  assistance,  it  was  not  surprising  that  Bob  Sniggs  shotlld  thrust  his 
hands  in  his  pockets,  and  swagger  about  his  stable-yard  with  the  air  of 
a  man  who  thought  himself  as  good  as  the  best  of  the  lot, — ^nor  be  very 
&r  wrong  in  doing  so. 

Mr.  Sniggs  had  no  sooner  set  eyes  on  the  new  comers  than  he  took 
their  measure  accordingly. 

'^  It's  bosses,  I  suppose,"  was  the  conjecture;  and  straightway  he 
summoned  before  him  a  mental  array  of  the  showiest  and  worst  in  his 
stables ;  but  when  Mr.  Gimp  broke  ground  by  speaking  of  the  ^'  shattoe," 
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be  instanthr  recollected  the  coatente  of  a  very  ill-spelt,  bot  verv  pvqg^ 
aant  epistle  which  he  had  received  the  day  before  from  Mr.  ThooMe 
Doo,  and  was  ^'  fly  to  the  whole  thing." 

''Ah!"  said  he,  «« the  Ch&teau  de  la  Fange.  Yoo  want  to  hira  it  €» 
the  winter^s  shooting?  Well,  you  couldn't  do  a  better  thing.  But  I*m 
not  sure  that  I  have  it  to  let  There  was  the  Marquis  de  Lever  le  Vent 
here  yesterday  about  it,  and  I  half  promised  it  to  him ;  but  the  marquis 
is  an  uncertain  chap,  and  I  daresay  I  should  be  safer  with  yoo.  You 
wouldn't  ill-use  the  property  like  these  French  »aeris  gretUns.**  Mr. 
Sniggs  had  learnt  a  few  choice  expressions,  as  w^  as  a  tolerable  mastery 
over  the  language,  since  he  came  to  France.  '^  I  fancy  yon  know  m& 
terms  ?" 

^'  We  understood  from  Mr.  Doo,"  replied  the  astute  Mr.  Grtmp,  who 
was  Mr.  Fluffy 's  mouthpiece  on  the  occasion,  *'  that  we  could  have  the 
place  for  about  eighty  pounds  the  quarter;"  and  he  chuckled  to  himself 
at  having  named  the  lowest  sum  the  ex-groom  had  mentioned. 

^'  Eighty  pounds!"  mused  Mr.  Sniggs;  '*  let's  see-— how  much  is  that 
in  French  money?  Tve  been  so  long  in  France,"  he  continued,  looking 
up  with  a  cheerful  smile,  "  that  I've  almost  forgot  to  reckon  in  English* 
Just  step  this  way  to  my  bureau.  Eighty  pounds,"  he  repeated,  as  he 
led  the  way  across  the  yard  to  a  sort  of  countiog-bouse  mider  the  parte 
eoehercy  where  there  was  a  wire  screen  in  the  window,  some  piles  of  five- 
franc  pieces,  and  the  words,  '^Change  de  monnotes"  written  above; 
**  eighty  pounds !  we*ll  just  ask  my  derk."  But  the  derk  was  not  in 
the  way,  and  Mr.  Sniggs  was  thrown  back  on  his  own  resooroes;  they, 
however,  so  far  availed  him  that  he  was  able  to  inform  Mr.  Gimp,  wim 
confidence^  that  eighty  pounds  sterling  was  exactly  two  thoosand  fire 
hundred  francs. 

Mr.  Sniggs  made  a  trifling  mistake  here — unintentionally,  of  course-— 
hut  he  was  set  right  in  his  error  by  Mr.  Gimp,  who,  **  not  to  be  imposed 
upon  by  these  French  sharks,"  had  made  himself  master  of  the  rdative 
Talues  of  French  and  English  currency,  and  entered  the  same  in  his 
pocket-book,  which,  while  Mr.  Sniggs  was  speaking,  he  had  been  intently 
studying. 

*^  Eighty  pounds,"  observed  he,  stolidly,  <^  is  two  thousand  frongs." 

'^  God  bless  my  soul !"  said  Mr.  Sniggs,  "  so  it  is ;  how  could  I  make 
such  a  mistake  ?  I  told  you  I  was  a  bad  reckoner ;  my  clerk,  now, 
would  have  set  me  right  in  a  minute ;  so  it  would  have  come  to  the 
same  thing.  Two  thousand  francs!  I  didn't  mean  to  let  it  go  for 
that;  but  if  Tom  Doo  has  said  so,  I  suppose  1  must  That's  a  nice 
pair  of  retrievers;  you'd  have  plenty  of  work  for  'em  to  do  if  they  knew 
how  to  do  it.  Ever  over  here  before?  I  thought  not.  Capital  dogs,  I 
daresay;  but  no  use  in  this  country." 

Why  not?"  asked  Mr.  Gimp,  shortly. 

Stands  to  reason,"  said  Mr.  Sniggs;  "they  don't  know  the  kit- 
ffoage.' 

"  What  has  that  to  do  with  it  ?"  retorted  Mr.  Gimp. 

'^  Everything,"  returned  the  other,  quietly ;  "  how  do  you  think  they're 
to  make  tnemselves  understood  if  they  can't  bark  in  French?" 

Mr.  Gimp  looked  puixled,  as  if  the  idea  had  never  struck  him  before ; 
and  Mr.  Fluffy  rubbed  his  chin  with  the  silver  horse's  fore-leg  that  oma* 
mented  the  end  of  his  cane. 
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^  If  joa  want  a  really  meful  brace  of  dogs/'  continued  Mr.  Sniggs, 
^*  I've  got  tipo  beautieB  in  that  stable— big-'aos,  rather,  but  better  suited 
to  the  sort  of  conntrj  thej  have  to  travel  over ;  no  odds  to  them  where 
tbej  go ;  they  can  bark  all  knguagefl — had  'em  bred  on  purpose — show 
'em  to  you  by-aod-by.  But  first  about  the  chdteau.  You  couldn't  step 
in  and  talce  a  Int  of  dinner  with  me,  could  you  ?  Mine's  just  ready, 
lie  added,  appealing  to  his  watdi;  "we  could  soon  settde  the  matter 
tfaen." 

Mr.  Gimp  said  he  shoald  be  ''too  happy,"  and  Mr.  Fluffy  said 
XKOthing,  but  looked  intense  approval ;  and  in  the  course  of  about  ten 
minutes  those  gentlemen  found  themselves  the  honoured  guests  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Saiggs,  doing  justice  to  an  excellent  pot  aufeUy  a  fricandeau^ 
£aed  soles,  a  superb  dish  of  cauliflower,  some  perdrix  aux  choux,  a  piece 
of  roast  bee^  a  salad,  and  an  enormous  pouki  aux  cresums ;  to  a  dinner, 
in  diort,  that  was  worth  eating  :  for  Mr.  Sniggs  was  un  peu  gourmand^ 
and  '*  Mrs.  S.,"  as  be  called  her,  did  not  hold  the  creature  comforts  in 
disdain.  She  was  a  stout,  comely  woman,  as  free  and  easy  in  manners  as 
her  husband,  vory  nearly  as  wide  awake,  and  a  trifle  more  vulgar — ^the 
last-named  distinction  having  its  origin  at  the  bar,  to  which  she  was 
bred,  where  she  served  out  s{nTits  and  played  the  fine  lady  to  grooms, 
cabmen,  and  flying  dustmen. 

Mr.  Sniggs,  who  dealt  in  wine  as  well  as  in  horses,  produced  some  very 
fiay  champagne,  which  he  pronounced  first-rate-^as  evety  man  does  at 
his  own  table-— and  Messrs.  Gimp  and  Fluffy  confirmed  his  assertion  ; 
the  result  was,  of  course,  the  ordering  c^  a  supply  for  the  ch&toau,  nor 
did  they  omit  to  lay  in  a  stock  of  the  somewhat  violent  brandy  to  whidi 
they  alaD  did  justice.  Under  the  oombined  influence  of  these  liquors,  not 
only  the  dinner,  but  the  business  which  followed  it,  passed  off  very 
agreeably;  and  when  Messrs.  Fluffy  and  Gimp  rose  from  the  table,  they 
did  so  as  the  temporary  proprietors  of  the  Ch&teau  de  la  Fange,  with  all 
the  seigBorial  rights  attached  to  the  proprietorship,  and  the  exclusive 
right  of  shooting  over  the  illimitable  territory  that  surrounded  it.  Mr. 
Sniggs,  who  had  conscientiously  made  ^em  acquainted  with  ''the  custom 
of  the  country,*'  received  his  rent  beforehand  by  an  order  upon  the  Bou- 
logne bankers,  which  he  got  cashed  before  his  guests  left  the  room  ;  at 
the  instance  of  Mr.  Fluffy,  who  overruled  Mr.  Gimp  in  the  matter,  the 
vetrievers  were  exchanged  for  the  gaunt  nondescripts  in  the  stable,  Mr. 
Sniggs  absolutely  refusing  to  take  anything  to  boot;  and,  at  the  recom- 
mendation of  their  host,  they  hired  "his  own  britska"  at  the  tune  of  five 
hundred  francs  a  month,  that  they  might  "travel  comfortably  like  gen- 
tlemen, with  all  their  things  about  them." 

Everything,  therefore,  being  arranged,  with  the  addition  of  a  servant, 
who  was  not  only  "  a  nativ«e  of  the  eountiy,"  but  spoke  English  perfectly, 
the  horses  were  put  to,  and  the  travellers  rattled  off  on  their  way  to  the 
Ch&teau  de  Ja  Fange. 

III. 

HOW  THEY  FOUND  WHAT  THEY  SOUGHT,  WHICH  WAS  NOT  EXACTLY 

WHAT  THEY  WANTED. 

To  reach  the  chftteau  that  evening,  when  we  coDsider  the  hilly  olia- 
xactor  of  the  road,  and  the  steady  resolve  of  French  horses  to  subside 
into  a  walk  the  moment  they  foel  the  collar,  was  not  to  be  expected ; 


186  A  BSghtoay  Robbery  by  Misiake. 

and  when  the  impatient  qportsmen  were  informed  by  Loms,  who  soon 
proTed  himself  a  fiactotum,  that  they  must  pass  the  night  at  Montreuil, 
it  required  one  of  those  admirable  woodcock  pies,  for  which  the  Cour  de 
France  has  obtained  so  just  a  renommeey  and  which  was  served  up  to  them 
at  supper,  to  reconcile  them  to  the  detention. 

Had  Messrs.  Fluffy  and  Gimp  known  the  nature  of  the  country 
through  which  they  had  just  passed,  they  would  not  have  been  so  desirous 
of  exploring  its  charms  in  the  dark  ;  but  after  giving  vent  to  some 
tremendously  satirical  remarks  on  French  carriages,  horses,  roads,  and 
postilions,  which,  if  printed,  would  have  produced  an  immense  sensation, 
and  perhaps  have  induced  the  ^^  extreme  right''  to  vote  for  war  against 
perfidious  Albion,  our  travellers  fell  asleep,  and  never  completely  awoke 
till  they  crossed  the  drawbridge  of  Montreuil,  where  their  pasnK)rts  were 
demanded  before  the  britska  was  permitted  to  penetrate  within  the  martial 
but  somewhat  mouldy  fortifications  of  that  important  town.  They, 
therefore,  only  knew  that  they  had  arrived  at  Montreuil,  and  were  obliged 
to  be  content  with  that  knowledge.  Had  fate  permitted  them  a  more 
extended  range  of  vision,  it  is  possible  tliat  they  might  not  have  slept  so 
souTidly. 

But  the  morning  came,  and  with  the  morning  was  renewed  the  eager- 
ness of  Messrs.  Fluffy  and  Gimp  to  instal  themselves  in  their  new 
abode. 

''These  French  are  merry  devils,'*  said  Fluffy  to  his  friend,  as  they  sat 
at  break&st ;  "  there  seems  to  be  no  end  of  skylarking  in  this  place; 
that  man  of  ours,  Louis,  and  the  fellow  who  drove  us  here,  have  done 
nothing  but  kick  up  a  row  with  the  maids  %nd  people  of  the  house  all  the 
morning.  I  wonder  what  it's  all  about ;  never  heard  people  laugh  so  in 
aUmyWer 

Mr.  Gimpi  who  was  as  suspicious  as  Scrub  in  the  comedy,  expressed  a 
hope  that  they  were  not  the  cause  of  this  universal  mirth. 

''  If  I  thought  so,"  said  Mr.  Gimp,  with  a  ferocious  air,  ''  I'd  veiy  soon 
pitch  into  these  Frenchmen." 

As  this  observation,  however,  was  made  with  £aa  more  reserve  than  a 
stage  '*  aside,"  and  as  there  was  no  one  to  witness  the  menace  but  Mr. 
Fluffy,  it  might  be  considered  as  portentive  of  no  very  great  danger  to 
the  parties  supposed  to  be  threatened. 

A  few  minutes  after  this  brief  dialogue,  Louis  came  to  announce  the 
britska.  The  bill  was  paid,  and  our  friends,  with  rather  a  stately  air — 
that  is  to  say,  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Gimp,  who  was  short,  and  had  a  snub- 
nose — stepped  into  the  carriage,  Monsieur  Marron,  the  host,  appearing  at 
the  door  to  make  his  best  bow  and  wish  the  gentlemen  a  pleasant  journey. 

He  was  not  solitary  in  his  good  wishes,  for  the  words  ''  bon  voyage** 
seemed  to  be  the  moi  dordre  of  the  establishment;  the  waiter,  in  ms  full 
plaited  trousers  and  broad-tailed  coat,  repeated  it  with  a  wave  of  his 
napkin ;  the  ostler,  in  his  white  nightcap  and  azure  smockfrock,  sent  it 
forth  with  a  low  growl  and  a  g^m  smile;  and  the  chambermaids,  whose 
'<rell-coiffed  heads  were  thrust  out  of  the  upper  windows  as  far  as  their 
necks  oould  stretch,  screamed  it  out  with  shnll  accents  and  undisguised 
laiu;hter. 

In  the  midst  of  these  congratulations  the  coriiege  moved  off  along  the 
high  road  towards  Abbeville.  Between  Nampont,  famous  of  yore  for  dead 
assesi,  and  Bemay,  celebrated  not  long  since  as  the  great  pigeon-station,  a 
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sign-post^  00  which  the  iiucription  was  not  very  plam,  caused  the  coach* 
man  to  pull  up. 

"  C'est  bien  id,  n'eet-ce  pas?^  he  said,  tunung  to  Louis. 

*'  Attended  un  instant,  je  vais  voir,"  replied  the  active  £Eu;totuai,  leaping 
down. 

«  Vous  arez  raison,**  he  cried,  after  nairowly  iospecting  the  direction ; 
^'  Chiteau  de  la  Fange,  cinq  kilometres." 

He  jumped  up  again  beside  the  driver.  "  Ahi !"  cried  the  latter,  jerk- 
ing his  horses*  heads  round,  and  applying  the  whip  vigorously;  the 
quadrupeds  turned  in  the  required  direction,  and  the  carriage  descended 
horn  the  pave  into  a  bed  of  stiff  mud,  relieved  here  and  there  by  loose 
stones  and  pools  of  water. 

''Halloa!  where  are  you  going  to?"  shouted  Mr.  Gimp  and  Mr. 
Flufiy  together,  as  the  vehicle  rocked  to  and  Iro,  and  the  dogs  howled 
from  the  box-seat  under  which  they  would  not  lie  still. 

^  ''To  the  chAteau,  messieurs^"  replied  Louis,  touching  the  brim   of 
his  hat. 

"  What!  is  this  the  way  to  it  ?*  asked  Mr.  Gimp,  angrily,  <'  through  this 
infernal  pond!" 

'^  C*est  un  chemin  de  traverse,  monsieur;  a  cross-road,  sare — a  littel 
wet  and  dirty,  but  it  shall  get  better  by-and-bv." 

But  the  valet's  promise  was  not  very  speedily  fulfilled,  for  the  road,  in- 
stead of  improving,  appeared  to  get  worse  and  worse  the  further  they 
advanced.  The  travellers  would  &in  have  got  out  to  walk ;  but  reflecting 
that  they  were  at  least  dry  footed  where  they  sat,  they  resolved  to  endure 
a  bone-setting  as  the  minor  evil,  and  remained  where  they  were,  swear- 
ing a  little  occasionally,  as  British  g^nts  will  do  when  they  are  slightly 
rumed* 

It  is,  however,  a  long  lane  that  has  no  turning ;  and  though  this  may, 
in  a  literal  sense,  be  more  truly  said  of  French  lanes  than  of  most  others, 
the  chemin  de  traverse  did  turn  at  last,  and  got  upon  something  more 
like  terra  firma.  Still,  it  could  not  be  considered  a  dry  road ;  and  the 
alders,  poplars,  and  willows  that  fringed  the  ditches  showed  that  the 
country  generally  had  a  moist  tendency.  But,  in  the  estimation  of 
sportsmen,  who  came  in  search  of  snipe  and  wild-duck,  this  was  no  dis- 

Saragement,  and  their  hopefulness  rather  increased  than  diminished.  Nor 
id  their  sanguine  temperament  abate  when,  the  five  kilometres  being 
exhausted,  and  with  them  the  patience  of  the  driver,  the  britska  drew  up 
at  ji  hieh  pair  of  wooden  gates,  originally  painted  gp^een,  but  which  damp 
and  mUdew  had  changed  to  a  cloudy  smalt.  On  the  other  side  of  the 
gates  might  be  seen,  through  the  upright  spars,  a  long  avenue  of  dank 
weedy-looking  grass,  flanked  by  two  rows  of  apple-trees,  with  a  few  stray 
yellow  leaves  stiU  clinging  to  the  branches ;  and  at  the  end  of  the  avenue 
stood  a  white  house,  widi  a  blue  slate  roof^  which  proved  to  be  the 
ch&teau.  There  was  a  bell-handle  hanging  firom  one  of  the  gate-posts ; 
but,  after  two  or  three  efforts,  Louis  declared  it  was  of  no  use  pulling  it, 
as  the  crank  was  immovable,  and  the  chain  broken  that  should  nave  been 
attached  to  the  wire.  He  then  tried  the  gates,  but  tbey  were  fiistened 
by  a  padlock  inside.  The  whole  party  next  raised  their  voices  in  chorus, 
but  no  one  replied,  and  there  seemed  every  probability  of  their  remaining 
there  till  the  shooting  season  was  over,  if  Louis  had  not  climbed  the  wall, 
and,  armed  with  some  heavy  stones,  succeeded  in  breaking  the  padlock. 
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He  then  tugged  at  the  gates  from  the  inside,  while  the  driver  performed 
the  part  of  a  battering-ram  without^  and  they  finally  yidded,  affording 
admission  to  the  britska  and  its  inmates. 

As  the  travellers  drew  near  to  the  chftteau,  it  struck  them  that  its 
aspect  did  not  improve.  The  white  walls  assumed  a  hue  of  grey, 
Streaked  with  green ;  the  leadeo^cdioiired  shutters  were  all  closed,  and 
presented  anything  but  a  lively  am)eanmee;  atid  it  was  apparent,  by 
every  exteivial  sign,  that  die  house  had  long  been  tenantless.  Mr.  Doo 
was  correct  in  stating  that  the  ch&teaa  stood  on  a  flat ;  but  that  it  was  a 
"pleasant**  one,  coidd  only  have  entered  the  imagination  of  a  waters 
k^pie,  for  it  was  suirounded  by  a  deep  moat,  filled  to  the  brim,  except 
where  the  artificial  limits  had  been  overpassed,  and  a  spreading  pool  had 
established  itself  in  the  midst  of  the  swampy  sward.  The  presence  of 
water  was,  moreover,  made  evident  by  the  crops  of  rushes  and  flags  which 

gew  in  every  direction ;  and  though  this  might  be  looked  upon  as  a 
vourable  omen  for  snipe,  the  augury  was  diflerent  with  respect  to  the 
probable  health  or  comfort  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  ch&teau. 

To  drive  up  to  the  door  of  this  dreary  abode  had  not  probably  been  the 
habit  of  the  last  possessor,  for  of  the  wooden  bridge  which  formerly 
crossed  the  moat  there  now  remained  only  a  couple  of  planks  and  a  very 
fragile-looking  handrail.  To  effect  an  entrance,  therefore,  it  was  neces- 
sary to  proceed  on  foot,  and  Messrs.  Flufly  and  Gimp  got  out  of  the 
britska,  the  former  expressing  his  opinion  tnat  it  was  "  a  rum  go,"  and 
the  latter  saying  nothing,  but  looking  unutterable  things. 
'  **  These  people  must  be  deaf,"  exclaimed  Louis,  t^r  he  had  been 
hammering  for  about  ten  mmutes  wit&  the  butt-end  of  the  driver's  whip 
against  the  door  of  a  small  outbuilding,  which,  from  the  shutter  being 
thrown  back,  seemed  to  be  inhabited;  ''I  can  never  make  nobody 
hear!" 

Nor  was  it  Hkely  he  should,  for  there  vras  no  one  within ;  but  at  last, 
as  the  party  were  beginning  to  despair  of  ever  obtaining  admission,  an 
old  man  made  his  appearance  from  a  long  strip  of  garden — a  garden  of 
dead  dahlias  and  straggling  cabbages  >- and  demanded  to  know  ^<Ce  qu'il 
y  avait  pour  le  service  de  ces  messieurs  ?" 

Louis  explained,  and  the  astonishment  of  tiie  old  man  seemed  to  know 
no  bounds. 

^'  Mon  Dieu !"  he  exclaimed,  "  il  y  a  dix  ans  que  je  fais  le  jardih  id, 
et  personne  n'est  venu  y  demeurer!  MeuU6?  oui,  le  chftteau  est 
meuble  sans  doute ;  mais  je  ne  veux  pas  vous  garantir  que  le  tout  sott 
am  neuf.  On  est  venu  pour  la  chasse  k  la  b^cassine ;  tJi,  quant  IL  9a,  il 
y  en  a  par  exemple — et  de  la  fi^vre  aussi !  Des  Anglais  ?  4  la  bonne 
neure !  II  feut  bien  que  ce  soit  des  Anglais,  ou  des  echi^pes  de  Cha- 
renton,  pour  choistr  un  tel  endroit !" 

This  speech  was  delivered  partly  in  reply  to  Louis,  partly  as  a  mono- 
logue extracted  by  the  force  of  circumstances. 

"What's  this  old  fellow  jawing  about?"  demanded  Mr.  Gimp,  whose 
ill-humour  and  impatience  had  reached  their  height.     "  Tell  him  to  let 


vsm." 


The  order  was  not  very  promptly  obeyed,  for  he  had  to  look  for  the 
key ;  and  as  keys  when  wanted  are  seldom  forthcoming,  he  did  not  lay 
Us  hand  upon  it  at  once.  At  length  he  found  it — the  creaking  door  of 
the  chlkteau  reluctantly  opened,  and  Messrs.  Gimp  and  FlaSy  stood,  as  a 
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poet  remdlets  of  truth  might  have  sMy  **in  th»  halls  of  their  ft>ro- 

But  the  interior  of  the  Chftfteau  de  la  Fange,  wfaeAer  poeticallj 
deBignated,  or  literally  described,  a^rded  no  mater  satisfaction  to  its 
new  teoantry  than  they  had  derived  from  their  view  of  the  exterior. 
There  was  fumitnre  it  is  true,  hot  it  was  of  the  most  dilapidated  kind, 
and  in  the  seantiest  proportion  to  the  siae  of  Ihe  house.  There  were 
faoking^glasocs  over  the  firefdkees,  and  pendnlet  on  the  chimney-pieoes ; 
but  the  quicksilver  had  disappeaied  from  the  badcs  of  the  former,  and 
the  gilding  £rom  the  £Eu:es  of  the  latter.  The  first  revealed  only  frag- 
ments of  %6  gmaer's  features,  the  last  had  probably  never  been  intended 
to  rereal  anything,  or  at  all  events  time  had  long  stood  still  with  them. 
The  walnut-tree  tables,  with  their  heavy  marble  slabs,  were  so  rickety, 
that  it  was  a  service  of  danger  to  touch  them  ;  and  to  remove  diem  from 
the  places  where  they  stowl,  impoesible.  The  chairs,  fautemlsy  and 
canapSSy  were  of  &ded  yellow  velvet,  a  good  deal  overiaid  with  dirt ; 
the  cnrtainless  bedsteads  were  evidently  not  constructed  of  imperish- 
able cedar— and  the  last  tenants  of  the  wood  had  long  since  passed  away, 
leaving  nothing  but  their  ftagrance  behind  to  speak  of  their  former 
existence.  Besides  these  discoveries,  Messrs.  Gimp  and  FltrflP)'  also  found 
Ihat  plate,  linen,  and  domestic  uteusils  were  not  amongst  the  articles 
which  constitute  a  furnished  bouse  in  France.  In  short — ^to  use  a  com- 
prehensive phrase — they  found  that  they  had  been  completely  ^^'soM." 


IV. 

HOW  THET  OCT  SOMETHING  WHICH  WAS  SOMEBODY  ELSE's. 

To  remain  where  they  were,  with  the  prospect  of  passing  a  night 
in  this  deserted  noansioo,  was  an  adventure  which  neither  Mr.  Flu£^ 
nor  Mr.  Gimp  was  equal  to ;  but  where  they  were  to  house  themselves  vras 
the  question.  Mr.  Gimp,  and  Mr.  Flufiy  also,  had  at  last  found  a  sohitiooa 
for  the  mirth  of  the  good  people  at  the  Cour  de  France,  to  whom  the 
reputation  of  the  Chdteau  de  la  Fange  was,  of  course,  well  known.  To 
return  to  that  hostelry  would  only  have  been  to  expose  themselves  to 
firesh  ridicule;  and  Mr.  Gimp  loudly  expressed  his  finn  detennination  to 
go  back  to  Boulogne — for  go  back  he  would — some  other  way. 

This  could  not,  however,  be  done  so  readily  as  he  wished ;  because,  in 
the  first  place,  the  horses  required  a  rest  after  their  struggle  throuck 
the  mire;  and,  in  the  next,  the  driver  was  not  very  confident  that  he 
could  find  another  road.  They  were,  therefore,  compelled  to  remain  for 
at  least  an  hour  or  two;  and,  in  the  mean  time,  Mr.  Fluffy,  whose  nature 
it  was  to  take  things  easier  than  his  friend,  proposed  that,  as  they  wcfe 
there,  they  might  as  well  try  if  a  brace  or  two  of  sn^  could  be  had* 
Mr.  Gimp  gave  a  reluctant  assent,  and  the  gun-cases  were  taken  out  of 
the  britska;  the  hounds — for  they  answered  to  that  description  £tr  more 
than  to  any  other  kind  of  dog — were  uncoupled,  and  showed  the  joy  they 
felt  at  being  released  in  a  series  of  most  unearthly  yells;  and  the 
^Kvtsmen,  soon  getting  l^ir  guns  in  oider,  set  out  to  indemnify  them- 
selves in  a  slight  de^ee  for  their  disappointnwnt.  The  country  aU 
round  seemed  equally  promising,  so  they  took  the  route  that  offered  the 
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plainest  landmarks  for  recognition  on  their  return;  while  Loaifl^  who 
could  be  employed  about  nothing  else,  was  desired  to  get  out  some  wine 
and  brandy  from  the  carriage,  and  beat  up  the  old  gardener's  cottage 
for  something  for  a  luncheon  by  the  time  they  came  badk*  But  in  taking 
the  direction  first  spoken  o^  Messrs.  Gimp  and  Fluffy  were  not  aware 
that  they  had  chosen  a  path  which  led  ojf*  instead  of  inio  the  domain  of 
La  Fange ;  and  that  when  they  began  to  shoot  they  also  began  to  tres- 
pass. The  snipe,  as  it  hi^pened,  were  not  scarce ;  and  three  or  four  suc- 
cessful shots  appeared  to  promise  a  reward  for  their  toils. 

It  may  have  struck  those  who  are  in  the  habit  of  sporting  out  of  their 
own  or  their  friends'  preserves,  that,  let  a  country  be  never  so  desolate 
or  so  thinly  peopled,  you  have  only  to  fire  a  gun,  and  straightway  the 
hedgerows  and  morasses  become  instinct  with  human  life.  This  tena- 
city of  manorial  rights  exists  nowhere  so  strongly  as  in  France;  and  if 
the  landowner  is  not  himself  on  the  spot,  there  is  sure  to  be  a  garde 
champetre  handy  to  enforce  the  law  and  seize  the  poacher. 

The  proof  of  this  position  was  made  manifest  in  the  case  of  Messrs. 
Fluffy  and  Gimp,  who,  in  hieins:  on  their  dogs  (which  at  last  took  the 
hint  and  ran  away  altogether),  did  not  observe  that  such  a  functionary  as 
him  whom  we  have  named  was  striding  towards  them  over  the  young 
com  on  which  they  were  trampling.  As  soon,  however,  as  he  could  get 
near  enough  to  the  unwitting  trespassers,  the  garde  champetre  made 
himself  heaid,  in  accents  sufficiently  loud,  if  not  in  language  veiy  intelli- 
gible. 

^'  Vous  n*avez  pas  le  droit,  messieurs,  de  traverser  le  ble ;  attendez, 
messieurs,  que  je  vous  fasse  un  proofs-verbal ;  rendez-moi  vos  fusils, 
messieurs."  And  some  half  dozen  similar  sentences  which  are  always 
at  the  disposal  of  a  frantic  French  official. 

Our  friends  took  no  notice  of  the  interruption,  though  the  garde 
champetre  pressed  closely  on  their  heels,  till  it  seemed  by  his  gestures 
that  he  was  about  to  proceed  to  the  voie  defait.  They  then  halted  and 
confronted  the  stranger,  who  reiterated  his  observations,  and  repeatedly 
adverted  to  the  ble,  whose  infant  condition  the  sportsmen  had  so  utterly 
disregarded. 

"  What  does  he  mean  by  *blay?'*'  asked  Fluffy  of  his  friend;  "and 
what  does  he  want  with  us  ?" 

*'  That's  more  than  I  can  tell  you,"  answered  Gimp ; ''  but  his  monkey 
seems  to  be  up,  at  any  rate." 

*^  We'll  put  it  down,  then,"  said  Flufiy,  who  had  now  and  then  some 
gleams  of  comic  humour,  and  was  confident  in  his  size  and  strength. 
<<  Just  get  through  that  hedge,  and  I'll  follow  you  presently." 

This  was  done  as  soon  as  suggested,  in  spite  of  the  clamour  of  the 
aarde  champetre^  who  called  to  them  to  stop  in  vain.  When  Mr.  Fluffy 
had  placed  the  hedge  between  himself  and  his  foe,  he  turned  round,  and, 
bringing  his  fowling-piece  up  to  the  rest,  significantly  cocked  both 
barrels,  and  made  his  first  French  oration  with  the  few  words  he  hap- 

gened  to  remember.     Looking  the  rural  game-preserver  fuU  in  the  face, 
e  said, 
"  Vous  ett  fi)ot^  ett  frog,  looney  loter  ett  toottly  doo!" 
And  having  delivered  himself  of  this  terrific  invective,  one  word  only 
of  which  was  suggestive  of  a  meaning  to  the  mind  of  the  garde  ckam^ 
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peiref  he  rfiouldered  his  fusil,  and  walked  quietly  away  towards  the  ch&» 
teao,  ao(k>mpanied  by  his  friend.  The  garde  shook  his  fist  and  gnashed 
his  teeth  in  impotent  rage,  and  then  disappeared  hastily  in  an  opposite 
direction* 

In  the  absence  of  his  masters,  Louis  had  succeeded  in  getting  together 
something  eatable,  and  forgetting  their  disappointment  in  a  bottle  or  two  of 
Mr.  Sniggs's  fizzing  champagne,  topped  as  it  was  with  brandy,  Messrs* 
Fluffy  and  Gimp  made  themselves,  as  they  observed,  "  as  jolly  as  sandboys.'^ 
But  an  alfresco  luncheon  in  the  heart  of  a  swamp  is  not  a  thing  to  last 
for  ever,  and  the  cattle  being  now  in  better  order,  they  set  off  again^ 
purposing  to  reach  some  inn  where  they  pould  dine  and  sleep.  The  old 
gardener,  who  had  been  warmed  up  with  some  cognac,  and  gratified  by 
a  five-franc  piece  beside,  conducted  the  party  as  &r  as  the  gates,  and 
pointed  out  to  the  driver  a  route  by  which  he  might  fall  into  the  road 
leading  to  Samer,  and  thus  avoid  the  chemin  de  traverse  and  Montreuil. 
Thanks  to  the  directions  given,  the  driver  reached  it  before  it  got  dark, 
and  the  rest  of  the  journey  then  appeared  to  be  easy  sailing.  At  the 
T^te  de  Boeuf,  about  a  couple  oi  leagues  further,  there  was  good 
accommodation,  the  old  man  said,  for  man  and  horse,  and  for  this  ren* 
dezvous  they  pushed  on.  The  inn  was  easily  found,  for  the  real  cranium 
of  an  ox,  with  its  long  white  horns  projecting  into  the  ur,  was  an 
unmistakable  sign.  Here  the  travellers  halted,  the  carriage  was  put  up 
by  the  driver,  a  very  comfortable  dinner  despatched,  two  or  three  more 
bottles  of  champagne  emptied,  and  a  stiff  tumbler  of  brandy-and-water 
added,  by  way  of  nightcap,  before  they  retired  to  rest. 

So  far  all  went  swimmingly,  and  when  they  tumbled  into  bed  the  mis- 
adventure of  the  morning  was  nearly  set  right;  with  Mr.  Fluffy,  at 
least,  who  soon  went  to  sleep,  but  Mr.  Gimp  was  not  so  successfiil  in 
wooing  the  drowsy  god.  A  vision  of  the  irritated  garde  champitre  rose 
to  his  mind  indistinctly  combined  with  vague  apprehensions  of  robbers. 
About  two  o'clock  in  the  morning,  as  Mr.  Gimp  lay  tossing  on  his  couch, 
he  heard  a  noise  beneath  his  window  as  of  a  carnage  being  drawn  out, 
and  the  fiincy  took  possession  of  him  that  some  thieves  were  stealing  the 
britska.  He  got  out  of  bed,  and  peeping  cautiously  through  the  window^ 
found  that  his  fears  were  confirmed.  There,  indeed,  stood  the  carriage^ 
the  horses  were  being  put  to,  and  two  or  three  persons  were  moving 
about  ready  for  a  start.  It  was  a  double-bedded  room,  and  Mr.  Gimp 
hastily  woke  his  friend  and  communicated  his  suspicions,  or  rather  his 
certainties.  Mr.  Fluffy  jumped  up,  and  they  were  ooth  quickly  dressed, 
but  before  they  had  quite  completed  their  toilette  the  carriage  drove  off. 
This  event  gave  wings  to  their  eagerness,  and,  seizing  their  fowling-pieces, 
they  rushed  down  stairs,  calling  on  Louis,  whom  they  had  unearthed,  to 
accompany  them,  and  crying  out  all  the  time  that  the  carriage  was  stolen. 
By  the  aid  of  the  moonhght,  Mr.  Gimp  perceived  the  direction  the  vehicle 
had  taken,  and  as  he  saw  it  winding  down  the  hill  sugg^ted  a  short  cut 
through  a  small  wood  to  intercept  it  His  advice  was  taken,  and  away  they 
all  went  through  the  thicket,  coming  out  into  the  high  road  just  in  time 
to  seize  the  horses'  heads  and  stop  the  carriage.  Two  persons  inside  im- 
mediately set  up  a  shout  of  *'Aux  voleursi'*  which  Louis  interpreted,  to 
the  sublime  indignation  of  Messrs.  Gimp  and  Fluffy,  who,  believing  this 
cry  of  *' Thieves!"  to  be  only  a  fetch,  grew  exasperated,  and,  levelling  their 
guns  at  the  driver,  swore  they  would  shoot  him.  This  individual,  together 
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widi  the  persona  inside  the  caxriage,  ezperieaeed  an  mrtaiii  panicy  and 
precipitating  themaelvee  from  theor  seats,  rushed  into  the  tUeket,  and 
made  their  way  back  to  the  inn.  Congratulatiiig  themselves  on  the 
recovery  of  their  carriage,  Messrs.  Flufiy  and  Gimp,  and  their  attendant 
Louis,  returned  with  it  in  triumph,  dead  beaten,  but,  as  the  AtmoiaieuT 
de  Boulogne^  which  afterwards  recorded  the  events  said,  ^^  swelHng  with 
pride  at  their  exploit." 

To  pursue  the  narrative  giv^i  by  that  jouxnal  :•— 

^'  It  was  now  determined  that  tne  yehide  should  be  safely  secured  in 
the  coachhouse,  but  what  waa  their  surprise  at  finding  the  place  already 
occupied  by  their  own  cairiage,  which  the  driver  had  placed  thore  m 
night  before  without  their  knowledge.  The  cry  of  '  Thieves  I'  which  they 
baa  considered  aa  the  height  of  audacity  on  the  part  of  the  traveilera,  was 
now  accounted  for,  and  the  gentlemen  thus  interrupted  in  their  journey 
were  the  bona  fide  owners  of  the  britaka,  which  they  had  been  but  too 
glad  to  abandon  in  order  to  save  their  livea  threatened  by  a  band  of 
armed  ruffians." 

It  was  in  vain  that  our  friends  Fluffy  and  Gimp  vowed  that  the  afiair 
waa  all  a  mistake,  and  that  Louia  pledged  the  aacred  hcmour  of  a  Frendi* 
man  to  the  aame  effect  The  interrupted  travellers,  ashamed  of  their 
cowardly  flight,  and  doubly  vindictive  at  the  idea  <^  having  fled  from  the 
two  Englishmen,  would  hear  of  no  explanation.  The  <' authoritiea,*' 
those  sleepless  persecutors  of  innocence,  were  immediately  on  the  8pot> 
havine  been  sent  for  from  the  inn  the  moment  the  disturbance  beg^an,  and 
with  tnem  happened  also  to  arrive  the  ^wrcfe  champetr€y  who  had  tracked 
the  sportsmen  to  die  T^  de  Boeuf,  and  waa  preparing  to  pounce  upon 
them  the  next  roonuDg.  The  evidence  of  this  functionary  told  tremen*> 
dously  against  them,  and  the  case  of  wine  half-emptied  was  not  in  their 
&vour;  the  long-legged  gendarme  who  presided  over  this  committee  of 
public  safety  declared  they  were  his  prisoners,  and  in  that  guise  conducted 
them  back  to  Montreuil — the  britaka  following  alowly  behind,  aa  one  cf 
the  '>  pieces  de  convictiim." 

The  rest  of  the  atory  may  be  briefly  aummed  up.  On  exanunation 
before  the  juge  de  paix,  at  Montreuil,  the  truth  came  out ;  and  though 
very  much  disposed  to  avenge  the  inaulted  majesty  of  the  law  in  the 
person  of  the  garde  champitre,  he  let  them  off  with  a  aevere  lecture,  not 
a  ayllable  of  which  did  they  understand ;  and  Meaars.  FluSy  and  Gimp 
returned  to  Boulogne,  expressing  their  fixed  resolve  never  again  to  hire  a 
chateau  in  France  without  first  seeing  it;  and,  above  all,  never  more  te 
have  any  dealings  with  their  expatriated  countrymen. 

How  much  of  his  booty  Mr.  Sniggs  waa  made  to  disgorge,  we  will  not 
eay,  but  it  was  not  sufficient  to  enable  Messrs.  Flufiy  and  Gimp  to  meet 
the  little  bill  at  three  months,  which  Mr.  Doo  had  in  the  mean  time  filled 
up  to  a  pretty  considerable  figure.  It  is  expected  that  this  part  of  the 
affair  will  furnish  matter  for  the  daily  papers  in  reporting  the  case  of 
Lazarus  v.  Fluffy  and  another,  which  is  shortly  to  be  tried  in  the  Court 
of  Queen's  Bench. 
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THE  GREAT  ROMAN  WALL  IN  NORTH  BRETAIN. 

About  three  yean  ago  a  partr  of  Newcastle  antiquaries  made  a  pil- 
grimage of  devotion  to  science  along  the  line  of  that  nohle  monument  of 
the  Roman  power  in  thb  country,  the  great  wall,  which  was  erected  to 
keep  in  check  the  Caledonians  of  die  north.  The  leader  of  this  pilgrimage 
was  a  very  distinguished  memher  of  the  Society  of  Antiquaries  of  New- 
castle, the  Rer.  J.  Collingwood  Bruce ;  and  the  result  is  the  able  and 
interesting  Tolume,  the  title  of  which  we  g^ve  below.*  It  well  deserves 
our  notice  as  one  of  the  best  books  of  the  kind  that  has  appeared  for  many 
years,  and  for  the  attractive  style  in  which  it  has  been  got  up.  It  is  not 
<mly  a  vahiable  g^oide  to  the  antiquary,  but  it  is  an  interesting  description 
of  a  very  remarkable  district,  illustrated  by  a  considerable  number  of  good 
engravings. 

The  remarkable  fortification  which  constitutes  the  principal  object  of 
ttus  work,  and  whidi  extends  from  that  now  celebrated  locality,  Wailsend, 
on  the  Tyne,  across  the  island,  to  Bowdoss,  on  the  Firth  of  Solway,  con- 
sists of  a  strong  stone  wall,  with  a  ditch  on  its  northern  side,  and  of  a 
turf  wall,  or  valhim,  a  little  to  the  south  of  the  stone  wall.  When  the 
ground  is  tolerably  level,  they  run  parallel,  or  nearly  parallel,  to  each 
other,  and  at  no  great  distance ;  but  when  the  country  is  mountainous 
and  rocky,  the  stone  wall  continues  its  direct  course  over  the  summit  of 
the  mountains,  while  the  line  of  the  turf  vallum  is  generally  carried  round 
thehr  base.  We  entirely  agree  in  the  opinion  of  Mr.  Bruce,  and  we  think 
all  who  have  carefully  examined  these  extraordinary  fortifications  must 
agree  with  him,  that  these  two  lines — the  stone  wall  and  the  earthem 
vidlum — are  contemporary  portions  of  the  same  work,  and  that  they  were 
not,  according  to  the  M  notion  of  them,  two  different  fortifications,  con- 
structed at  different  times.  It  is  Mir.  Bruce's  opinion  that  the  whole  was 
constructed  by  the  directions  of  the  Emperor  Hadrian,  who  came  to  Bri- 
tain in  the  year  121,  and  we  think  that  he  has  supported  it  by  very  sub- 
stantial arguments.  In  addition  to  the  continued  fortifications  ci  the 
wall  itself,  which  at  tames  forms  a  bold  and  majestic  object  in  the  fine 
scenery  through  which  it  directs  its  course,  we  find  a  succession  of  sta- 
tions and  watch-towers,  which,  from  the  wild  state  of  the  country  in  which 
they  are  situated,  are  ofien  in  a  much  better  state  of  preservation  than  the 
remains  of  the  Roman  towns  in  other  parts  of  the  kingdom.  Altogether, 
we  can  conceive  no  excursion  more  agreeable,  whether  undertaken  by  a 
professed  antiquary  or  not,  than  the  pilgrimage  along  the  line  of 
Hadrian's  Wall ;  and  the  handsome  volume  before  us  will  serve  as  an  ex- 
ceUent  guide  to  the  steps  of  the  pilgrim. 

As  we  have  stated,  the  wall  began  on  the  eastern  side  of  the  island  at 
Wallsend  on  the  Tjme,  which  occupied  the  site  of  the  station  of  Seeedu- 
mnn,  and  the  extensive  works  and  alterations  in  this  feur-famed  coal  dis-^ 
trict  have  not  yet  obliterated  the  traces  of  the  Roman  town.  Hence  the 
wall  proceeded  to  the  hx  larger  and  more  important  town,  which  occupied 
the  site  of  the  present  Newcastle,  and  from  its  bridge  over  the  Tyne, 

»^^.^— ^i^-^— — .— ^■^^^^^—J — ^— — J—^— ^^^— ■^— ^— ^^— ^-^^—  I  Mill  I  — l»»i^— — « 

*  The  Roman  Wall :  a  Historical,  Topographical,  and  Descriptive  Account  of  the 
Barrier  of  the  Lower  Isthmus,  extencdng  from  the  T^ne  to  the  Solway;  deduced 
from  numerous  personal  Surveys.  By  the  Rev.  John  CoUingwood  Bruce,  M.A. 
8va    London:  J.  Rossdl  Smith.    1851. 
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built  by  ihe  same  emperor^  Hadrian,  received  the  name  of  Pons  iElii. 
This  station  was  the  grand  emporium  of  the  commerce  of  the  north 
under  the  Romans,  and  manj  relics  of  importance  have  been  discovered. 
When  the  old  mediaeval  bridge  of  Newcastle  was  pulled  down  in  1771  to 
make  way  for  the  erection  of  a  new  one,  the  solid  masonry  of  the  piers  of 
the  bridge  of  Hadrian  were  found  almost  perfect,  as  well  as  the  piles  of  still 
imdecayed  oak  on  which  they  were  laid.  About  two  miles  from  New- 
castle was  the  next  station,  Condercum,  now  Benwell,  beautifully  situated, 
with  a  magnificent  view  towards  the  country  of  the  Caledonians,  bounded 
by  the  \ohy  summits  of  the  Cheviots.  Here,  as  in  all  the  other  stations, 
the  ground  covers  masses  of  masonry  and  abundance  of  antiquities, 
which  may  be  conjectured  by  the  uneven  surface  of  the  ground,  and 
which  wait  only  for  the  spade  of  some  enterprising  antiquary  to  bring 
them  to  light.  In  this,  and  some  other  parts,  the  modem  military 
road  from  Newcastle  to  Carlisle,  constructed  after  the  rebellion  of  '45, 
runs  for  a  considerable  distance  upon  the  line  of  the  wall,  which  was  cut 
down  to  make  a  solid  foundation,  and  the  lines  of  the  fiicing-stones  are 
visible  in  the  middle  of  the  road. 

We  now  soon  enter  upon  a  wilder  country,  and  the  pilgrim  on  foot 
must  run  his  risk  of  entertainment,  for  the  Roman  station  or  watch-tower 
has  now  neither  hospitality  nor  shelter  to  o£fer  him.  Mr.  Bruce  gene* 
rally  found  a  friendly  welcome  among  the  peasantry. 

'*  It  has  frequency  been  my  lot,"  he  sayf,  <<  to  receive  the  kindly 
attentions  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  mund  region.  Often  have  my  eyes, 
bedimmed  with  fatigue,  been  enlightened  by  partaking  of  the  barley 
cake  of  the  cottager  (excellent  food  for  a  thirsty  climb),  as  well  as  the 
costlier  viands  of  the  £gurm  tenant  or  proprietor.  Never  shall  I  forget 
visiting,  dh  one  occasion,  a  frail  tenement  near  Chesterholm.  Its  only 
inmate,  an  old  woman,  in  the  spirit  of  regal  hospitality,  asked  me  to  join 
with  her  in  partaking  of  her  only  luxury — her  pipe!  I  recently  observed 
with  regret  that  the  cottage  was  tenantless.  The  inhabitants  of  that 
part  of  the  district  which  is  remote  from  towns,  do  not  affect  the  dress, 
or  the  speech,  or  the  manners  of  polished  citiaens.     They  like  to  know  a 

g»rson  before  they  welcome  him,  and  make  their  approaches  cautiously, 
ut  if  slow  in  grasping  the  hand,  they  do  it  heartily  and  sincerely. 
There  is  scarcely  a  latch  in  the  wilder  regions  of  the  country  that  I  could 
not  freely  lifl  in  the  assurance  of  a  smiling  welcome.  Often  -as  I  have 
groaned  under  the  toils  to  which  my  present  undertaking  has  exposed 
me,  I  have  reason  to  rejoice  that  the  Barrier  of  the  Lower  Isthmus  has 
been  the  means  of  making  me  acquainted  with  many  of  the  true-hearted 
and  intelligait  yeomen,  both  of  my  own  country  and  of  Cumberland, 
whom  I  should  not  otherwise  have  known." 

Our  brief  space  will  not  allow  us  to  venture  upon  a  description  of  the 
antiquities  found  in  the  numerous  stations  along  the  line,  and  we  can 
only  refer  our  readers  to  Mr.  Bruce*s  figures  and  descriptions.  In  some 
places,  streets  and  houses,  with  their  rooms  and  hypocausts,  have  been 
accidentally,  or  intentionally  uncovered,  and  in  all  instances  excavations 
have  been  rewarded  with  interesting  results.  The  dbtrict  of  the  wall  is 
remarkable  for  the  immense  number  of  inscribed  altars  and  slabs  that  are 
found  almost  daily,  and  they  are  often  built  in  the  walls  of  the  modem 
houses.  In  the  villages  along  the  line  of  the  wall,  churches,  houses,  bams, 
garden-walls,  all  are  built  of  Roman  materials.     One  circumstance  of  ex« 
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treme  interest  seems  to  be  established  by  Mr.  Bruce^s  researcbes,  namely, 
diat  tbe  Romaos  used  mineral  coal,  for  it  is  found  in  the  Roman  houses  m 
this  district,  both  in  cinder  and  in  an  unbumt  state,  and  there  are  traces 
of  the  pits  from  which  they  derived  it 

Some  of  the  most  remarkable  monuments  are  found-  on  the  site  of  the 
Roman  Citumum,  the  stetion  of  the  second  wing  of  the  Astures,  and  now 
occupied  by  the  village  of  Chevers.  A  remarkable  inscription  found  here, 
relatrag  to  the  restoration  of  a  temple,  in  which  the  name  of  the  emperor 
is  partly  erased,  is  popularly  commented  on  by  Mr.  Brace,  to  show  the 
error  oi  the  opinion  tnat  Roman  inscriptions  found  in  this  country  are  of 
no  use  to  history. 

"  Hutton,  who  has  done  such  good  service  to  the  wall,  underrated  the 
value  of  its  inscriptions.  '  When  the  antiquary,'  says  he,  *has  laboured 
through  a  parcel  of  miserable  letters,  what  is  he  the  wiser?'  Let  this 
fractured  and  defaced  stone  answer  the  question.  1.  This  dedication  was 
made  by  soldiers  of  the  second  wing  of  the  Astures;  we  thus  learn  the 
name  of  the  people  who  garrisoned  th^|^ort,  and  by  a  reference  to  the 
Notitia  ascertain  with  certainty  that  this  was  Citurnum.  2.  We  acquire 
the  &ct,  that  a  temple,  which  through  age  had  become  dilapidated,  was 
restored ;  learning,  thereby,  not  only  the  attention  which  the  Romans 
paid  to  what  they  conceived  to  be  rehgious  duties,  but  their  long  occupa- 
tion of  this  spot.  It  has  been  already  observed  that  some  of  the  pillars  of 
the  hypocaust  have  been  i)ortions  of  a  prior  bmlding;  the  ruin  and  inscrip- 
tion thus  corroborate  eacn  other.  3.  The  date  of  the  dedication  is  given; 
the  3rd  of  the  calends  of  November  falls  upon  the  30th  of  October,  and 
the  year  in  which  Gratus  and  Seleucus  were  consuls  corresponds  to  ▲.D. 
221 ;  the  data  on  which  antiquaries  found  their  conclusions  are  not  always 
so  vague  as  some  imagine.  4.  Even  the  erasures  are  instructive.  By  a 
reference  to  the  date,  we  find  that  Heliogabalus  was  reigning  at  the  time 
of  the  dedication  of  the  temple ;  we  find  that  what  remains  of  the  names 
and  titles  on  the  stone  apply  to  him ;  he,  consequently,  is  the  emperor 
referred  to.  The  year  following,  he  was  slain  by  his  own  soldiers,  his 
body  dragged  through  the  streets  and  cast  into  the  Tiber.  Tbe  soldiers 
in  Britain  seem  to  have  sympathised  with  their  companions  at  Rome,  and 
to  have  erased  the  name  of  the  fallen  emperor  from  the  dedicatory  slab. 
Human  nature  is  the  same  in  every  age.  How  often  have  we,  in  modem 
times,  seen  a  name  cast  out  with  loathing  which  yesterday  received  the  in- 
cense of  a  world's  flattery !" 

Mr.  Bruce  has  not  disdained  to  collect,  as  occasion  offered,  the  p<^ular 
traditions  of  the  peasantry  with  reg^ard  to  the  wall,  some  of  which  amuse 
us  by  their  absurdity.  We  may  instance  the  following,  the  first  of  which 
seems  to  be  of  great  antiquity,  as  it  is  given  somewhat  differently  in 
*'  GUdas  :"— 

*'  The  Romans  are  said  to  have  been  remarkably  lazy;  so  much  so,  that 
in  the  hot  weather  of  summer,  having  almost  nothing  to  do,  they  lay 
basking  in  the  sun,  on  the  south  side  of  the  wall,  almost  in  a  state  of 
torpor.  The  Scots  were  in  the  habit  of  watehing  their  opportunity,  and» 
throwing  hooks  with  lines  attached  to  them  over  the  wall,  caught  the 
poor  Romans  by  their  clothes  or  flesh,  and  by  this  means,  dragging  them 
to  the  other  side,  made  them  prisoners. 

^<  An  old  man  in  this  neighbourhood  told  me,  that  he  hod  often  heard 
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people  say,  that  the  Romaas  had  remarkably  broad  feet,  with  still  broader 
shoes,  aad  that,  when  it  rained,  they  lay  on  their  backs,  and  holding  up 
their  feet  in  a  perpendicular  direction,  protected,  by  this  means,  their 
persons  from  the  weather. 

^'  It  is  the  tradition  of  the  country  that  all  the  stones  of  &e  wall  were 
handed  from  one  man  to  another  by  a  set  of  labourers  stationed  in  a  line 
from  the  quarry  to  the  place  where  they  were  required.  Many  will  t^ 
you,  '  I  have  heard  my  mother  say,  that  the  wall  was  built  in  a  single 
night,  and  that  no  one  was  observed  to  be  engaged  upon  it,  save  an  old 
woman  with  an  apron  full  of  stones.' 

<'  Some  of  the  people  of  this  neighbourhood  tell  me  that  the  Britons, 
tired  at  length  of  Roman  oppression,  rose  in  a  body,  and  drove  the 
garrison,  with  considerable  slaughter,  from  all  their  stations.  The 
Romans,  when  making  thmr  way  to  the  sea  to  look  for  ships  to  carry 
them  home,  were  met  by  a  seer,  who  told  them  that  if  they  returned 
home  they  would  all  be  drowned ;  and  if  they  went  back  to  their  old 
stations  they  would  all  be  ^n.  This  prophecy  disconcerted  them 
greatly,  and  they  were  at  ih&r  wits'  end ;  however,  after  long  consulta- 
tion, they  resolved  to  escape  both  calamities  by  marching  direct  to 
Wales.  This  they  did,  and  there  the  pure,  unadulterated  Roman  breed 
is  to  be  found  to  this  day." 

We  must  not  forget  that  the  district  over  wluch  Mr.  Bruce  leads  us  in 
pilgrimage  is  classic  in  more  senses  than  one — ^it  is  the  border  ground, 
the  debatable  land,  the  scene  of  so  many  old  ballads.  And  although  now 
everywhere  peaceable  and  safe,  it  was  scarcely  beyond  the  memory  of 
man  infested  by  the  reavers,  or  border  thieves.  While  we  seem  to  be 
vpalking  among  the  ruins  of  ancient  Rome,  we  meet  at  almost  every 
turn  with  some  spot  celebrated  in  mediaeval  leg^d  and  song. 

^'  Standing  on  the  northern  rampart  of  the  station  (at  Drumburgh), 
Mr.  Lawson,  the  aged  proprietor,  directed  the  attention  of  the  pilgrim 
party  of  1849  to  a  small  cottage  on  the  opposite  shore.  ^  There,'  said 
he,  '  lived  a  Scottish  reaver,  who  in  the  days  of  my  grandfeither  made, 
on  nineteen  successive  Easter-eves,  a  successful  foray  on  the  English 
side.  A  twentieth  time  he  prepared  to  go ;  his  family  remonstrated ;  he 
however  persisted,  saying  that  this  should  be  his  last  attempt.  Our 
people  were  prepared  for  him,  and  slew  him.'  Some  of  the  party  asked, 
'  What  notice  did  the  law  take  of  the  transaction  ?*  '  None ;  the  law 
which  could  not  protect  a  man,  would  not  punish  him  for  taking  the  law 
into  hb  own  hands  ?' " 
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BY  NICHOLAS  MICHELX. 

BOOKH. 
Chapter  VIII. 

MR.  FIKE's  first  MA>'(EUVR£. 

It  vnB  a  subject  of  deep  regret  to  Hester  that  sbe  was  not  able  to  spend 
daily  a  longer  time  with  ner  father ;  the  prison-doors,  for  the  admission 
of  strangers,  did  not  open  before  eight  in  tne  morning,  and  were  closed  at 
sunset.  Her  occupation  in  Regent-street  confined  her  from  nine  to  nine ; 
consequently  the  only  time  allowed  her  was  in  the  morning,  from  eight 
until  half-past,  the  remaining  half  hour  being  occupied  by  her  walk  to  the 
scene  of  her  labours.  We  have  been  thus  particular,  because,  on  the 
above  apparently  trifling  circumstance,  hangs  an  event  of  no  small  im- 
portance. 

Mr.  Pike,  from  whose  keen  scrutiny  little  could  be  hid,  when  once  he 
resolved  fairly  to  search  into  matters,  soon  made  himself  acquainted  with 
Hester^s  position.  He  also  learnt  the  rules  of  the  establishment  to  which 
she  belonged.  One  rule  in  particular,  as  expressly  calculated  to  fevour 
fab  design,  he  kept  in  view;  namely,  a  workwoman  who  was  late  at  her 
post  in  the  morning,  and  repeated  the  offence,  was  summarily  dismissed. 
*^  I  think  this  will  do,"  said  the  little  gentleman  to  himself,  as  he  turned 
his  plans  round  and  round  in  the  sour  chum  of  his  mind.  '<  Til  proceed 
that  way ;  it  is  as  good,  and  perhaps  as  easy  as  any  other;  it  won  t  either 
cause  the  poor  creature  much  pain  or  mortification,  which  is  a  great  point 
guned,  humanity  considered  ;  yes,  III  never  inflict  pain  on  a  fellow-crea- 
ture; that  is,  unless  some  high  moral  purpose  is  to  be  served.** 

Thus  soliloquised  the  casuist  of  St.  Mary-Axe,  as  passing  down  Lud- 
gate-hill  he  turned  into  Fleet-market.  Anxious  to  serve  Hartley,  and  to 
lose  no  time,  he  was  come  to  watch  the  motions  of  his  unsuspecting  victim. 
Mr.  Pike  walked  to  and  fro,  at  a  distance  from  the  prison,  his  hands  in 
his  pockets,  and  his  head  hanging  down.  Every  now  and  then  his  eyes 
glanced  toward  the  prison-doors,  where  he  expected  the  girl  would  present 
herself  for  admittance,  the  hour  of  eight  drawing  near.  No  doubt  she 
would  come;  Hester  never  missed  coming,  in  rain,  or  cold,  or  storm — ^hc 
well  knew  that.  Even  when  weak  and  indisposed,  still  she  was  there, 
patiently  stationed  at  the  gate,  until  the  regulations  allowed  the  porter  to 
open  it  Oh !  yes,  Pike  loiew  the  strength  of  a  daughter's  love,  and  built 
upon  it. 

*'  I  see  her !"  he  muttered,  a  smile  puckering  up  the  comers  of  his  long 
thin  mouth,  which  seemed  to  have  no  lips ;  and  then  he  tumed  into  an 
alley  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street  to  conceal  himself.  Meantime 
Hester  had  approached  the  gate^  and  after  the  lapse  of  a  few  minutes  it 
was  opened. 

They  met — ^the  fisfcthei^  and  child — ^with  the  usual  welcomes,  the  usual 
inquiries,  and  the  usual  fervent  embrace.  Such  a  repetition  of  endear- 
ments might  tire  an  observer,  but  themselves  it  could  never  tire.  Hester 
endeavoured  to  impress  upon  her  father  the  exceUence  of  her  situation, 
but  concealed  fi^mi  him  the  knowledge  of  the  fatigue  which  she  under* 
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went  Sbe  said  pleasant  thinffs  to  cheer  his  heart — ^pleasant  things,  with 
smiles  of  hope,  and  bursts  of  delight,  still  pointing  to  the  day  when  he 
should  be — ^free. 

limited,  indeed,  was  the  time,  as  we  have  observed,  allowed  to  these 
interviews.  The  minutes  hurried  on  as  if  each  had  a  wing.  The  hands 
on  the  dial  of  the  prison-clock  seemed  to  possess  a  cruelty  in  them^ — they 
moved  so  fast! 

But  the  half  hour  was  spent,  and  she  must  not  peril  her  situation,  for 
her  duties  demanded  her  presence  in  Regent-street  at  nine.  Again  the 
embrace  of  affection,  a  little  trembling  of  the  limbs,  a  choking  of  the 
voice^  but  no  tears — ^these  the  daughter  always  spared  the  father,  and 
then  she  hurried  away. 

Hester  had  proceeded  about  half  the  distance  to  the  place  of  her 
destination,  when  she  saw  a  man  with  a  quick  step  cross  from  the  other 
side  of  the  street ;  he  &ced  around,  appearing  to  nave  missed  his  way, 
and  then,  meeting  her,  suddenly  stooped.  He  slightly  raised  his  large 
hat,  for  he  recognised  Hester. 

<'  How  fortunate  I"  said  Mr.  Pike ;  ^*  my  dear  young  lady,  how 
fortunate !" 

Hester  stared  at  being  thus  accosted. 

**  I  have  wished  to  see  you  above  all  things,  but  knew  not  where  to 
find  you.     My  name  is  Pike — Mr.  Pike,  the  solicitor." 

^*  1  recollect,"  said  Hester,  recovering  £rom  her  surprise ;  *'  you  are 
Mr.  Hartley's  attorney." 

'^  Exactly ;  employed  at  his  suit  against  your  father,  poor  Mr.  Somer- 
set,— ^unfortunate,  but  noble-hearted  Mr.  Somerset.  I  regret  the  business 
sincerely ;  I  bleed  for  him ;  I  lament  his  £ite,  and  I  sympathise  with  you, 
my  dear  young  lady ;  but  it  cannot  be  helped.  I  have  acted  throughout 
a  reluctant  part ;  believe  me^  quite  contrary  to  my  feelings.  Alas !  alas ! 
such  are  the  unpleasant  and  sad  t^sks  which  we  men  of  the  law  are 
oftentimes  compelled  to  perform  1" 

Hester *s  interest  was  awakened,  and  there  was  so  much  plausibility  in 
Mr.  Pike's  words,  and  so  much  apparent  genuine  feeling  in  his  manner, 
that  her  candid  heart  did  not  suspect  him.  She  perceived  not  the  fiend 
in  the  little,  smiling,  insignificant  man  before  her ;  she  detected  not  the 
serpent  beneath  the  flowers. 

*'  Sir,  I  am  much  obliged,  and  very  grateful  for  your  kind  remarks. 
What  business  may  you  have  with  me?  I  am  rather  pressed  for 
time." 

They  had,  for  a  few  minutes,  been  standing  still  on  the  pavement 

^*  Business  ?  ha — ^yes,"  said  Pike ;  "  rather  important  business.  Miss 
Somerset ;  it  concerns  the  fate  of  your  poor  father.  We  must  arrange 
matters ;  we  must  g^t  him  out  of  prison. 

Hester  uttered  an  exclamation,  her  eyes  sparkling  with  pleasure. 

"  Can  this  be,  sir  ?"  she  cried.  '<  Oh !  there  is  too  much  rapture  in 
the  thought  of  such  an  event  to  believe  it  possible." 

<'  Certainly,  it  is  possible.  Why,  you  are  labouring,  are  you  not,  for 
his  release  ?  excellent,  dutiful  young  lady  that  you  are." 

Mr.  Pike  looked  at  her  with  his  quick  penetrating  eyes,  and  the  beams 
they  shot  seemed  to  enter  into  her  brain,  for  she  was  fascinated,  spell* 
bound,  and  could  not  withdraw  her  head. 

^  Your  business,  sir  ?"  she  murmured.     **  Will  you  not  kindly  talk  to 
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me  as  we  walk  along  ?     I  must — ^foigiTe  me — I  most  be  at  Regent-street 
by  nine  o  clock." 

Pike  took  out  bis  watcb^  looked  at  it,  and  qoietly  returned  it  to  bis 
fob. 

'*  Nine  o'clock— certainly — ^nothing  like  punctuality.  I  have  sometbing 
most  important  to  communicate  to  you,  but  it  is  ramer  unfortunate  that 
I  have  a  pressing  engagement  myself  in  tbe  city  at  the  same  hour,  and 
I  cannot  get  off.  Suppose,  for  once,  you  are  a  little  after  your  time ; 
tell  your  employer  that  business  which  respected  your  father  detained 
you,  and  I  am  certain  she  will  not  find  fault.     Come,  walk  my  way." 

Hester  was  at  a  loss  how  to  act,  and  her  look  expressed  extreme 
uneasiness. 

"  I'll  tell  you  all  as  we  proceed  down  Holbom.  Upon  my  word,  I 
can't  stop  another  minute,  my  engagement  in  the  city  is  so  urgent. 
What!  your  fathers  welfare,  his  very  release  dependent  on  my  com- 
munication, and  still  you  hesitate  ?  1  did  not  expect  this  of  you,  young 
lady." 

The  last  appeal  was  sufficient,  and  it  decided  Hester.  She  would 
break  through,  for  once,  the  rules  of  the  establishment,  and  so  turned 
back  with  the  lawyer. 

And  what  was  the  subject  of  Pike*s  '' important  communication?*' 
What  light  or  hope  did  he  throw  on  the  darkness  of  Mr.  Somerset's  lot  ? 
True,  he  talked  very  fast,  and  he  talked  a  great  deal.  He  spoke  of  bills, 
judgments,  detainers ;  of  sheriffs'  powers,  and  wardens'  rapacious  propen- 
sities ;  of  plaintiffs  and  defendants :  in  a  word,  he  succeeded  in  interest- 
ing, but,  at  tlie  same  time,  quite  puzzled  and  perplexed  the  mind  of 
Hester.  She  listened  and  strove  hard  to  understand  him,  but  it  passed 
her  capacity  to  do  so.  The  words  ^'release  from  prison"  were  often 
repeated,  but  how  that  release  was  to  be  effected.  Pike,  by  some  means  or 
other,  did  not,  or  could  not  explain. 

When  they  reached  the  Old  Bailey,  the  attorney  said  he  had  finished, 
and  wished  Hester  a  good  morning.  All  the  way  was  now  to  be  traced 
back ;  but  this  she  cheerfully  did,  and  proceeded,  lost  in  thought,  endea- 
vouring, by  recalling  the  words  of  the  lawyer,  to  comprehend  their 
meaning. 

As  soon  as  Mr.  Pike  had  passed  around  the  comer,  he  chuckled  to 
himself,  and  again  drew  forth  nis  watch. 

'<  'Tis  nine  o'clock ;  she  will  be  half  an  hour  after  her  time.  This  is^ 
a  very  good  beginning.  Yes,  I'll  get  her  discharged  within  the  week." 
And  then  the  little  man,  quoting  some  beautiful  moral  passage  in  sup- 
port of  his  conduct,  shot  off  to  his  office  in  St.  Mary- Axe. 

Chapter  IX. 

MR.  PIKE  IS  niDEFATIGABLE — A  SCENE  AT  MADAME  MONGOLIER's. 

The  following  morning  saw  Hester  Somerset  on  her  accustomed  way 
to  the  place  where  she  obtained  her  livelihood.  Havine  passed  through 
Holbom,  and  entered  Oxford-street,  she  had  proceeded  more  than  two- 
thirds  of  the  distance,  when  a  man  might  have  been  observed  following 
her  with  hasty  steps.    He  speedily  gained  her  side,  and  touched  her  arm. 
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Hr.  Pike  appeared  completely  out  of  breath  through  the  rapidity  of  hb 
walking,  so  that,  whether  his  exhaustion  were  feigned  or  not,  he  spoke 
with  difficulty. 

*'  Miss  Somerset !  Miss  Hester  Somerset !" 
The  girl  instantly  recognised  Mr.  Pike. 

'*  I  just  entered  the  prison  this  morning  to  see  your  father  on  business. 
It  must  have  been  a  few  minutes  only  after  you  left." 

*^  WeU,  sir,*'  cried  Hester,  startled  by  the  speaker^s  manner,  for  he  was 
in  great  excitement 

"  He  was  taken  suddenly " 

"  Ha !  what  do  you  mean  ?** 

"  Suddenly  ill — ill,  young  lady — desperately  ill,  and  he  begged  me  to 
huiiy  after  tou — to  overtake  you,  if  possible.  Thank  Heaven  !*'  he  added, 
wiping  his  forehead,  "  I  have  succeeded." 

The  alarm,  the  terrible  dismay  of  Hester,  may  be  imagined,  and  for  an 
instant  she  stood  rooted  to  the  spot  That  was  not  a  moment  to  weigh 
well  men's  words  and  sift  their  motives ;  that  was  not  a  moment  calmly 
to  penetrate  the  veil  of  the  hypocrite,  or  elude  his  snares.  Judgment 
was  incapable  of  exercising  her  powers ;  fear,  apprehension,  and  anguish 
only  swayed  her  mind. 

"  HI  ? — very  ill  ?"  at  length  she  exclaimed.    "  Will  you— call  a  coach  ?" 
'^  Now,  can't  you  walk  Wk  to  the  prison,  dear  young  lady  ?    I'll  sup- 
port you,"  said  Mr.  Pike,  in  his  blandest  tone. 

^  I  cannot  walk ;  I  can  scarcely  stand.  This  intelligence  is  so  sudden, 
so  overwhelming." 

Pike  perceived  her  situation  ;  so,  a  haekney-coach  passing  at  the  time, 
he  lifted  his  finger,  which  sign  quickly  brought  the  rehicle  to  the  pave- 
ment. He  assisted  her  in,  but,  before  he  followed,  took  the  opportunity 
of  whispering  into  the  ear  of  the  coachman, 

^*  Drive  slowly  to  the  Fleet ;  the  young  lady  is  an  invalid,  and  cannot 
bear  quick  driving." 

Hester  thought  an  unusual  time  had  elapsed,  and  still  they  did  not 
arrive  at  the  prison.  She  expressed  her  surprise,  but  Mr.  Pike  told  her 
there  was  a  stoppage  of  carriages  in  the  street,  which  circumstance  an- 
noyed him  exceedingly.  Now  he  leant  out  of  the  window,  and  ordered 
the  driver  to  proceed  another  way,  of  course  a  further  one,  for  he  (Mr. 
Pike)  was  certain  the  street  before  them  was  being  paved,  and  conse- 
quently the  thorough£Eure  blocked  up.  The  driver,  although  he  kiliew 
the  gentleman  was  mistaken,  conceiving  he  had  some  private  reason  for 
prolonging  the  journey,  impUcitly  obeyed  the  directions  given  him. 
Thus,  before  the  coach  drew  up  in  front  of  the  prison,  a  very  considerable 
as  well  as  unnecessary  time  had  passed. 

"  Here  we  are,"  said  Pike.    **  Now,  get  out,  Miss  Somerset.** 
My  fare!"  demanded  the  driver,  addressing  the  gentleman. 
No,"  said  the  attorney,  buttoning  up  his  coat ;  ^  that  young  lady  will 
settle  with  you.     'Tis  her  business." 

The  girl,  in  her  anxiety  to  join  her  father,  rushed  towards  the  gate. 
The  driver  followed  her. 

"  Stop,  if  you  please,  miss;  the  gentleman  says  you  are  to  pay." 
"  Pay!"  cried  Hester,  wildly.  "  Oh !  do  not  detain  me.  Where  is  Mr. 
Pike?" 
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Tbmt  individaal  was  moTing^  oS, 

^*  I  can  be  of  no  use  to  your  father,  young  lady.  I  dare  say  the — the 
doctor  k  with  him  now ;  besides,  I've  urgent  business." 

**  My  money!"  demanded  the  coachman. 

^'  I  would  pay  the  £Eire,''  said  Pike,  **  though  it  isn*t  my  coneem,  but 
unlbrtunately  I  left  my  purse  at  home — good  morning.'' 

*^  Now  then,  miss,  if  you  please !"  repeated  the  man,  in  a  rather  angry 
tone. 

''  What  is  it?'*  cried  Hester,  hurriedly. 

"  Eighteen-peuce;  for  I  must  have  something  extra,  taking  you  so  far 
azoond*" 

**  Taking  us  so  far  around  ?     We  weie  most  anxious  to  get  here." 

The  man  only  smiled,  still  holding  out  his  homy  hand  for  the  demanded 
fare.  Hester  said  not  another  word,  but,  ill  as  she  could  afford  it,  paid 
the  money,  amounting  to  one  day's  wages,  and  huiried  into  the  prison. 
Great  was  the  surprise  of  Mr.  Somerset  at  seeing  his  daughter  return  in 
such  an  alarmed  and  excited  state.  As  the  reader  will  be  led  to  anticipate, 
the  old  gentleman  was  perfectly  well,  nor  had  he  seen  anything  that  day 
of  Mr.  Pike. 

Hester  was  thunderstruck,  castmg  around  her  a  bewildered  look,  and 
Mr.  Somerset  was  totally  at  a  loss  to  conceive  what  motive  the  attorney 
couki  have  in  ^ftbricating  sueh  a  falsehood. 

**  We  know  he  is  a  villain,  Hester — a  crafty,  designing  scoundrel— the 
tool  of  my  cruel  and  unnatural  brother  Hartley.  Yet  dieer  thee,  child; 
you  will  not  be  imposed  on  a  third  time." 

^*  No,"  said  Hester,  confidently.  '*  But  we  will  talk  more  of  this  when 
we  next  meet.  I  must  leave  you ;  for  look,  father,  at  the  clock !  I 
shall  be  to-day  at  Regent-street  one  hour  after  my  time." 

Hester  saw  nothing  more  of  her  enemy,  Mr.  Fike,  for  a  few  days ;  but, 
on  the  Saturday  morning  of  the  same  week,  just  as  she  had  entered 
Oxford-street,  where  it  joins  High-street,  St.  Giles's,  she  caughtja  glimpse 
of  his  thin  brown  visage.  Thire  were  several  people  standing  about ; 
for  St.  Giles's  was  ever  feimous  for  its  numerous  idlers,  drunkards,  and 
thieves.  Hester  could  not  pass  without  entering  among  some  of  these 
people,  but  she  hurried  forward  with  trembling  step  and  averted  head. 
Pk«sently  Mr.  Pike  might  have  been  seen  edging  towards  her.  He 
walked  by  apparently  with  an  absent  air,  but,  at  the  same  time,  brushed 
rudely  against  her.  Then  he  stopped,  thrust  his  hands  into  his  pockets, 
and,  searching  them  hurriedly,  the  next  instant  raised  an  outcry. 

*'  I  am  robbed !     I  have  lost  my  purse  !*' 

The  men  gathered  around  him,  for  the  least  outcry  in  the  streets  of 
London  speedily  collects  a  mob.  The  circle  of  curious  idlers  enclosed 
Hester  and  Pike,  so  that  the  former  was  unable  to  escape,  and  all  were 
mixed  together. 

*<  Who  has  robbed  you?"  asked  one  man. 

**  How  much  hare  you  lost,  sir?"  demanded  another. 
^*I  hope  you  don't  accuse  me?"  said  a  third,  fourth,  and  fifth,  whose 
shrewd,  villanous  feces  proclaimed  them  accomplished  thieves. 

^'No,  gentlemen,  no;  I  don't  accuse  yoUf*'  cried  Mr.  Pike,  gazing 
around.  '*  I  am  sore  it  was  a  fwoale  who  thrust  her  hand  into  my 
pocket ;  but  she  has  eseiqped;  better,  perhaps,  that  it  should  be  so,  poor 
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unhappy  creature !  I'm  not  one,  gentlemen,  who  loves  to  prosecute 
women.     Let  her  go.*' 

''But  she  ain't  gone,'*  exclaimed  a  man,  who  rudely  laid  his  hand  on 
Hester's  arm.  *'  I  saw  this  young  lass  only  a  minute  ago  dose  by  the 
gentleman,  and  as  he  passed  sne  seemed  to  spring  away  from  him." 

"  True,"  observed  Pike.  ''  That  is  the  female.  Well,  since  she  has 
not  escaped,  hold  her  fast — 'tis  our  duty  to  do  so.  Poor  creature!" 
added  Pike,  shaking  his  head,  his  heart  melting,  it  appeared,  with  com- 
passion. ''  How  young  she  is,  too!  A  sad  thing  to  turn  thief  so  early 
in  life;  but,  perhaps,  she  is  starving." 

Hester,  as  much  in  astonishment  as  in  alarm,  gazed  from  face  to  &ce; 
she  seemed  paralysed,  being  unable  to  speak;  and  there,  like  a  con- 
demned victim,  powerless,  submissive,  she  stood  trembling  in  the  ruffian 
grasp  of  the  man  who  had  seized  her. 

*'Do  you  understand,  young  woman,  the  charge  against  you?'*  asked 
the  fellow. 

*'  No,"  answered  Hester,  at  length.     ^  What  is  the  meaning  of  all 

this  r 

A  horselaugh  broke  from  those  around  her;  they  thought  her  crafty, 
and  therefore  they  laughed.  That  mirth  to  her  ear  was  horrible,  and 
she  shrank  away  and  covered  her  face;  but  Mr.  Pike  now  came  forward 
with  a  police-constable,  who  quietly  told  Hester  that  she  was  accused  of 
robbery.  Then  did  she  comprehend  her  situation;  her  &ce  turned 
deadly  white,  and  a  shriek  sprang  to  her  lips. 

''  You  had  better,  I  think,"  said  Mr.  Pike  to  the  constable,  '<  take  her 
to  the  station-house  at  once." 

"  I  robbed  a  person  ?  Oh !  you  mistake — ^you  mistake !  Hear  me— 
I  am  innocent     I  would  perish  sooner  than  be  guilty  of  such  an  act" 

''  That's  what  all  you  girls  say,"  observed  the  constable,  calmly.  ''  It 
won't  do,  however.  Now  just  come  along,  young  woman ;  it's  of  no  use 
struggling." 

"  But  search  me !"  urged  Hester,  in  her  agony.  ''  See  if  I  have  the 
purse  in  my  possession." 

*'  We'll  do  that,"  said  the  police  functionary,  drawing  her  forward, 
"  by-and-by  at  the  station-house." 

**  Poor  thing !"  murmured  Pike,  following  them.  "  I  won't  prosecute 
— I  can't  do  it — she  is  so  young.  We  ought  to  pity  her,  gentlemen ; 
however,  the  laws  must  be  obeyed." 

Owing  to  the  pressure  of  the  crowd,  some  time  elapsed  before  they 
reached  the  spot  Moreover,  Hester  had  fainted,  and  the  constable  was 
obliged  to  carry  her.  When  they  entered  the  station-house^  the  doors 
were  closed  against  the  mob.  The  usual  process  of  reviving  those  who 
fieiint  was  resorted  to,  and  Hester  at  length  opened  her  eyes  and  recovered 
her  senses.  The  necessary  questions  were  asked  by  the  inspector  of 
police,  and  the  search  was  made ;  no  money  could  be  found  upon  the 
girl's  person  except  one  shilling,  which  her  own  poor  purse  contained. 
Mr.  Pike  and  his  witness  looked  confounded ;  the  former  was  peculiarly 
restless,  now  looking  into  his  blue  bag,  and  now  busily  huntmg  again 
through  his  pockets. 

''  Well,"  said  the  inspector,  '<  we  can't  find  the  purse,  it  is  true ;  but 
this,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  doesn't  prove  the  young  woman  innocent  'Tie 
an  easy  thing  to  drop  money  when  the  thefi  is  found  out" 
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^  Or/*  added  the  witness,  ^'to  slip  it  into  the  hands  of  an  aocomplioe." 

"  Hold  your  tongae !"  said  the  inspector,  jealous  of  his  prerogatiTe  to 
offer  suggestions.  ^  It  isn't  your  place,  my  man,  to  &ncy  this,  or  fancy 
that;  you  can  only  answer  to  facts.  Silence!  This  is  an  awkward 
ease ;  the  gentleman  aocnses  the  girl  of  taking  his  purse,  but  the  purse 
is^'t  to  be  found  upon  her.  Now,  don't  speak,"  said  the  inspector  to 
Hester ;  <*  prisoners  are  never  caUed  upon  to  speak  here ;  besides,  perhaps 
you'd  do  your  own  cause  harm.  I  think  we  must  lock  you  up,  and  on 
Monday  you  can  be  examined  before  the  magistrate." 

These  were  terrible  words  to  Hester ;  her  gentle,  pure,  and  innocent 
soul  quailed  within  her  at  the  thoughts  of  a  public  examination.  But 
Mr.  Pike,  at  this  juncture,  was  seen  to  draw  forth  from  his  deepest  pocket 
a  quantity  of  papers,  consisting  of  bills^  rough  drafts  of  deeds,  writs,  and 
other  legal  documents.  He  hunted  among  them,  and  suddenly  starting, 
exclaimed, 

'^  Surprising  I  gentlemen ;  I  am  thunderstruck:  I  am  overwhelmed 
with  regret  and  sorrow.  Here's  my  purse,  and  the  money  in  it !  By 
some  means  it  got  into  the  wrong  pocket  amongst  a  mass  of  my  papers. 
The  young  woman  is  innocent — -I  declare  her  to  be  innocent!" 

The  inspector  smiled  one  moment,  but  frowned  the  next.  He  smiled 
that  Hester,  whose  youth  and  beauty  had  impressed  him  highly  in  her 
favour,  was  thus  exculpated,  and  he  frowned  at  the  conduct  of  Pike. 

''  Sir  I"  he  exclaimed,  '^  to  say  the  least  of  it,  your  accusation  has  been 
most  hasty;  you  might  have  brought  this  young  lady  into  much  trouble. 
Here,  then,  the  charge  is  at  an  end,  the  afiPair  turning  out  an  entire 
mistake." 

'*  It  is,**  said  Pike,  **'  an  entire  mistake." 

*<  I  hope  you  will  make  her  some  compensation,"  observed  theinspectori 
"  for  the  pam  you  have  caused  her." 

<<  Certainly,  returned  Mr.  Pike.  At  the  same  time  he  took  a  half-crown 
irom  his  well-lined  purse,  and  offered  it  between  his  two  bony  fingers  to 
Hester.  She  repulsed  the  hand  in  unutterable  disdain;  upon  which  Mr. 
Pike,  with  feelings  of  great  satisfaction,  returned  the  coin  to  his  purse. 

'*  My  heart  is  wrung  at  the  event  of  this  morning,"  said  Pike,  address- 
ing the  inspector.  '*  I  grieve  I  should  have  committed  such  an  error  1 
Forgive  me,  dear  young  lady;  the  past  is  over;  you  are  innocent, 
and  will  be  happy ;  but  I  shall  upbraid  myself  for  this  terrible  mistake  as 
long  as  I  live ;  but  then,  I  trust,  you  will  forgive  me." 

The  lawyer  bowed;  he  bowed  to  all,  smiling  a  placid,  benevolent,  half 
melancholy  smile,  and  the  next  minute  he  left  uie  station-house.  So  much 
time  had  been  consumed  by  die  proceedings,  that  it  was  now  eleven 
o'clock. 

*'Good,"  muttered  Mr.  Pike  to  himself;  "not  a  bad  ruse;  it  has 
worked  pretty  well — two  hours  after  her  time — capital !     We  shall  see." 

The  httle  man,  with  a  light  heart,  skipped  along  the  pavement ;  pre- 
sently he  mingled  with  the  mighty  mass  of  human  beings  moving  in 
divers  directions,  and  was  seen  no  more. 

The  inspector  of  poEce  kindly  addressed  Hester,  for,  in  spite  of  the 
indurating  nature  of  his  o£Bce,  he  possessed  a  warm  and  feeUng  heart» 
She  quitted  the  spot,  and  hurried  at  once  to  Regent-street;  but  it  was 
some  time  before*  she  was  aUe  to  collect  her  thoughts.     The  past 
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appeaored  to  be  a  dream ;  tibe  hour  of  tke  day  onlj  impressed  upon  her 
the  coDvictioa  that  something  wrong  had  happened.  By  the  time, 
however,  that  she  reaehed  Madame  Mongi^ier's,  her  agitation  had,  to  a 
certain  extent,  subsided. 

Hester  walked  into  the  large  room — the  room  so  foD,  as  we  have 
already  described,  of  busy  workers.  She  took  her  place  in  her  chajr, 
and  was  meditating  a  litue  speech  to  address  to  the  Frenchwoman,  con- 
taining a  plea  for  being  so  late  at  her  post.  Suddenly  her  name  was 
called  by  that  lady ;  the  accent  was  sharp  and  ringing,  and  seemed  to 
embody,  as  well  as  sounds  could,  anger  and  ill-humour.  Hester  instantly 
stood  before  Mademoiselle  Harfieur,  and,  anxious  and  trembling,  felt  a 
presentiment  of  coming  eifiL 

^^  Don't  be  alarmed ;  I  am  never  severe.  Permit  me,  my  child,  to  say 
that  this  is  the  third  time  in  one  week  yon  have  thought  proper  to  violate 
the  rules  of  our  establishment." 

.^  Oh!  I  confess  it^"  cried  Hester,  her  eyes  filling  with  tears;  "but 
hear  me." 

**'  I  have  heard  you  twice,*'  said  the  other,  coldly.  ^'  First,  some  lawyer 
detained  you  with  business  about  your  unhappy  other,  a  convict  or  felon, 
whatever  you  call  it,  in  prison.  Next,  some  man  runs  after  you  in  the  • 
street,  says  that  your  father  has  been  taken  suddenly  iU,  and  back  you 
hurry,  to  find,  after  all,  a  fi&lsehood  has  been  told  you.  Why,  girl,  this 
looks  very  much  like  fiilsehood  on  your  own  part — mere  stories  invented 
to  serve  the  occasion.'* 

"  I  have  spoken  the  truth,  I  assure  you.  Heaven  bear  me  witness 
that  I  would  not  deceive  you!*' 

*^  This  day,  miss,  you  are  later  than  ever;  more  than  two  hours  past 
your  time.     What  have  you  to  say  for  yourself  now?" 

Hester^  as  well  as  she  could,  related  the  event  of  the  morning,  in  her 
ingenuousness  hiding  nothing.  Mademoiselle  Harfleur  did  not  interrupt 
her,  indulging  only  in  those  gestures  peculiar,  peihaps,  to  her  nation; 
and  which  consisted  in  raising  the  eyes,  then  the  hands,  and  shrugging 
the  shoulders,  all  expressive  of  surprise,  disgust,  and  not  a  litde  horror. 

When  Hester  finished,  the  French  womanwas  perfeedy  calm,  and  merely 
ordered  her  to  remain  there  while  she  spoke  with  Madame  Mongolier. 
The  moments  during  which  the  forewoman  was  absent  appeared  to  Hester 
moments  of  fate.  The  Parisian  returned  and  was  smiling,  for,  in  accord- 
ance with  her  declaration,  she  resolved  not  to  be  harsh.  Apples,  so  says 
the  story,  temptingly  red  on  the  Dead-Sea  shore,  but  ashes,  poison  within 
—-such  were  the  sweet  smiles  of  Mademoiselle  Harflevr ;  malice  and  ruin 
lurked  beneath! 

"  My  dear  young  woman,"  she  began,  "you  have  been  a  good  child  in 
nost  things  since  you  have  been  with  us,  but  you  have  now  been  guilty  of 
grievous  offences— offences  repeated  three  times— ofienees^"  she  added, 
raieing  her  voice,  "  against  the  rules  of  our  house,  and  which  camnot  be 
<rverlooked.  Besides,  a  young  woman  connected,  like  yourself,  with  aa 
imprisoned  felon,  hunted  by  lawyers,  takoi  into  enstody  by  the  police  on 
a  charge  of  thefSt — such  a  young  woman,  I  now  think,  with  the  head  of 
our  estltblishment,  is  not  at  all  suited  to  U9;  therefore  we  discharge  you. 
By  these  misdemeanours  yeu  have  forfeited  the  privilege  of  a  week's 
notice ;  consequently  you  will  leave  to-day — ^yes,  this  very  hour.     Now, 


The  Charms  of  an  Australian  Squatter'a  Ufe,  215 

doQ*t  speak;  it  is  of  no  use;  but  jou  need  not  be  alarmed,  for  I  am 
never  severe;  I  am  always  kind  to  our  dependants.  Here  are  your 
wages  for  the  past  week — take  thera.  Silence!  I  will  listen  to  nothing — 
now  go!** 

When  Hester  found  herself  in  the  street,  mined,  ^endless,  and  thrown 
again  upon  the  world,  she  could  scarcely  support  herself,  but  felt  a  strong 
inclinatkm  to  sit  down  upon  the  first  door-step,  and  give  way  to  her  grief. 
Her  bosom  heaved  with  sobs  which  would  burst  forth,  and  ^e  placed 
her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes.  But  spectacles  of  sorrow  in  the  streets  of 
London  are  of  such  common  occiuTence,  that  the  passengers  took  litde 
notice  of  her.  The  men  were  too  busy  to  care  about  a  young  creature  in 
tens.  The  police  told  her  to  **  Move  forward.**  The  girls  of  her  own 
age  regarded  her,  but  only  for  a  moment,  with  feelings  of  curiosity ; 
while  the  women  of  mature  years,  usually  suspicious,  fancied  she  mignt 
be  some  unfortunate,  ruined  and  deserted  by  her  lover,  so  passed  on  in 
disgust  rather  than  in  pity. 

fint  Hester  continued  to  weep  and  to  think,  three  subjects  principally 
oceupying  her  mind — the  loss  of  her  situation,  the  distress  of  her  father 
in  prison,  and  the  villanous  acts  of  Pike. 
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Why  and  wherefore  John  Henderson,  Esq.,  quondam  lieutenant  in  her 
Majesty's  Ceylon  Rifle  Regiment,  g^ve  preference  to  the  monotonous 
atenlity  of  New  South  Wales  over  those  rich  and  varied  uplands  so  much 
vaunted  by  Mr.  Henry  Charles  Sirr  as  a  little  Eden  for  colonists  in  thr 
land  of  the  Cing^esey  we  are  not  informed.  Never  did  emigrant  start 
with  lighter  heart  or  more  buoyant  spirits.  The  sea  was  *^  glorious,'*  the 
skipper  merry,  companions  boon,  and  there  was  nothing  but  cigars^ 
songs,  and  carousing  till  the  tipple  was  exhausted;  a  grievance  which 
haj^y  did  not  take  place  till  the  good  ship  Fortune  was  on  the  point  of 
entering  Bass's  Straits,  whose  scenery,  after  a  lon;^  sea  voyage,  cheered 
the  discontented  passengers,  as  much  as  if  ale  of  the  same  name  had 
flowed  through  them. 

Once  landed  on  the  Australian  continent,  all  Mr.  Henderson's  good 
spirits  appear,  however,  to  have  forsaken  him.  He  is  ever  throughout  an 
intelligent,  persevering,  courageous,  and  enduring  squatter ;  but  climate, 
or  country,  or  the  aspect  of  things,  sobered  him  at  once  to  that  earnest 
and  resolute  exertion  by  which  the  difficulties  to  be  encountered  are  alone 
to  be  overcome* 

Disi^pointmeut,  indeed,  tracked  his  footsteps  at  every  more.  Sydney 
was  not  foreign  enough  and  sufficiently  oriental  in  its  appearance  to 
please  him.  How  true  it  is,  that  what  is  joy  to  one  man's  heart  is  gall  to 
another.     '*It  was  too  like  home! '     JSor  did  a  closer  intimaey  make  a 

*  ExcursionB  and  Adrentures  in  New  South  Wales;  with  Pictures  of  Squatting 
and  of  Life  in  the  Bush;  an  Account  of  the  Climate,  Productions,  and  Natural 
History  of  the  Colony,  and  of  the  Binnners  and  Customs  of  the  Natives,  with 
Advice  to  EmigVHDts,  &C.    By  John  Henderson,  Esq.    Svols.    W.Shoberl. 
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more  fayoiirable  unpreanon.  The  town  is  set  down  in  a  sandy  desert,  is 
infested  by  mosquitpes,  and  other  troublesome  insects  and  vermin,  and  is 
subject  to  high  winds,  called,  in  colonial  parlance^  <<  Brick- Belders," 
which  bear  with  them  clouds  of  dust,  rendering  it  impossible  to  go  out 
while  the  blast  continues,  or  to  keep  a  door  or  window  open,  unless  one 
would  wish  to  be  suffocated.  There  are  no  places  of  amusement  except  a 
miserable  theatre,  and  only  one  house  deserving  the  name  of  hotel  in  the 
whole  town,  and  there  the  attendance  is  wretched. 

Having  stayed  about  four  weeks  in  Sydney,  busied  in  making  inquiries 
and  acquaintances,  Mr.  Henderson  deemed  it  expedient  to  travel  into  the 
country,  or  bush,  in  order  to  see  for  himself.  With  this  view  he  pur- 
chased a  horse,  and  started  in  the  first  place  to  Goulburn.  The  road  thither 
he  describes  as  execrable,  no  scenery,  no  fine  view — nothing,  in  fiict,  but 
the  everlasting  gum-tree.  Part  of  the  way  also  lay  through  Bargo  Brushy 
a  favourite   haunt  of  bushrangers,  and  '^  a  miserable  cut-throat-looking 

Slace."  "  The  sameness  and  desolateness  of  the  country,"  says  Mr.  Hen- 
erson,  **  are  excessive,  and  this,  my  first  excursion,  gave  me  striking  ex- 
perience of  the  monotony  and  cheerlessness  of  the  bush,  a  feeling  which 
my  future  wanderings  fully  confirmed." 

This  is  partly  to  be  attributed  to  the  country  being  so  generally  unin- 
habited, partly  to  the  uniformity  of  soil  and  contrasted  configuration, 
still  more  so  to  the  general  absence  of  animal  life ;  and,  most  of  all,  to 
the  monotonous  vegetation.  The  last  two  considerations  alone  would 
suffice  to  negative  ouk  selecting  Australia  for  a  colonial  home.  The 
fact  is,  that,  with  few  exceptions,  the  trees  and  shrubs  of  New  Holland  are 
evergreens.  By  far  the  most  common,  the  eucalypti,  or  g^m-trees,  vary 
a  little  in  the  colour  of  their  bark ;  but  the  foliage  of  all  is  very  scanty, 
and  affords  no  shade.  The  forest  and  swamp  oaJcs  are  pretty  trees,  and 
the  so-called  apple-tree  is  the  handsomest  and  most  £im>pean-looking 
tree  of  which  the  Australian  forest  can  boast.  The  Moreton  Bay  pine 
is  also  an  exceedingly  graceful  tree,  as  is  also  the  Norfolk  Island  pine. 
The  Bangalo  cabbage-tree  and  fern-tree  give  at  times  a  tropical  appear- 
ance to  the  brush.  The  only  deciduous  trees  aro  the  cedar,  of  which 
there  aro  several  varieties.  The  brush  abounds  in  creepers,  more  especially 
vines  and  parasites,  and  there  are  also  many  beauti^l  flowering  plants ; 
but  still  the  genenl  effect,  whether  of  tne  plains  dotted  with  myall 
shrubs,  or  the  hilly  country  with  gum-trees,  or  the  salt-water  creeks  with 
mangroves,  or  within  the  brush  itself  with  an  impervious  matted  growth 
of  vines  and  saplings,  towered  over  by  gums,  cedars,  6gs,  and  other  forest 
trees,  the  silence  undisturbed,  save  by  the  mournful  call  of  the  cuckoo, 
or  the  painfid  scream  of  the  cat-bird — still  the  monotony  is  disagreeable 
and  oppressive. 

We  see  in  this  the  permanence  of  that  great  Uw  which  pervades  all 
nature,  and  on  which  all  life  and  the  joy  of  life  depend.  The  eye  has 
need  of  change,  and  never  willingly  dwells  on  the  same  colour,  but 
always  requires  another,  and  that  so  urgently,  that  it  produces  colours 
itself,  if  it  does  not  actually  find  them.  There  is,  indeed,  a  law  of 
required  change  that  pervades  everything,  and  applies  itself  to  every 
position  and  act  of  life,  and  which  is  strangely  infnnged  in  the  solitude 
and  monotony  of  bush  life,  and  most  so  in  oush  life  in  Australia. 

But  our  meditations  have  carried  us  away  from  Mr.  Henderson,  whom 
we  left  on  the  way  to  Goalbam,  labouring  under  firsts  and,  widi  him, 
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almost  always  disagreeable  impressions.  Gronlbum  itself  fared  no  better* 
*^  With  the  surrounding  country/'  he  says,  '*  I  was  much  disappointed ; 
except  the  ground  cleared  about  the  house,  and  the  clearances  of  the  few 
neighbours,  at  distances  of  five  and  ten  miles,  all  was  interminable  and 
barren  bush.  The  grass  was  extremely  scanty,  and  what  there  was 
appeared  brown  and  parched  up."  The  so-called  ^'  Shoalhaven  Gullies'^ 
he,  however,  acknowledges  to  be  ''  a  grand  and  romantic  place."  As  to 
the  township  of  Goulbum,  he  says  it  proved  to  be  a  paltiy  village,  con* 
sisting  of  perhaps  a  hundred  small  cottages,  planted  in  the  midst  of  a 
gravelly  plain,  one  of  a  series  of  ^^  downs,  not  far  from  the  river  Wal- 
jondelly,  which  at  this  time  was  merely  a  chain  of  water-holes  in  the 
apparent  bed  of  a  river.  Upon  this  excursion  Mr.  Henderson  made 
acquaintance  with  two  other  evils — the  excessive  deamess  of  the  inns, 
and  the  abundance  of  vermin.  Of  the  latter,  he  says  they  are  the  curse 
of  the  colony.  If  a  hut  is  deserted  for  a  month  it  becomes  alive  with 
vermin  of  all  kinds.  The  very  sand  swarms  with  them.  The  sheep 
stations  supply  you  with  sheep-ticks,  and  the  farms  fiimish  their  quota  (n 
weevils,  which  know  how  to  bite  as  well  as  their  neighbours : 

The  trees  in  the  bush  are  full  of  bags;  the  brushes  abound  in  ticks:  the  emu 
is  covered  with  them,  and  so,  I  am  told,  is  the  kangaroo.  I  have  seen  huts  in  the 
bush  crawling  with  cockroaches,  like  a  hive  of  bees  at  swarming  time;  and  even 
in  the  most  respectable  and  cleanly  houses,  I  have  been  made  ashamed  and 
miserable  by  one  of  the  most  active  of  these  varieties  of  vermin  getting  into  my 
dothes.  Indeed,  for  the  first  six  months  after  my  arrival  in  the  odony,  I  suffered 
so  much  in  this  way  that  I  seriously  contemplated  leaving  on  that  account  alone; 
for  I  felt  almost  unable  to  support  the  fatigue  of  travelling  by  day,  and  of  walking 
up  and  down  my  room  all  night,  instead  of  sleeping.  General  Macquarie,  who 
was  fond  of  immortalising  his  name,  it  is  said,  dignified  with  it  one  of  the  indi* 
^nons  varieties  of  bugs,  and  the  *'  simax  Macquariensis,"  along  with  the  **Pulex 
irritans"  (oolledby  the  New  Zealanders,  on  whom  we  have  conferred  it,  '*the 
little  European"),  were  no  strangers. 

After  this,  Mr.  Henderson  took  another  journey  to  the  southward,  but 
with  Uttle  or  no  encouragement.  So  great  was  the  state  of  depression  at 
Woolengong,  that  two-thirds  of  the  houses  were  uninhabited,  and  the 
streets  green  with  grass.  The  scenery  of  the  country  around  Shoal- 
haven, Ulawarra  Mountain,  and  the  Kangaroo  Ground,  was  varied  and 
beautiful ;  and  of  the  capabilities  of  this  part  of  the  country  there  can  be  no 
real  doubts,  notwithstanding  the  unfavourable  circumstances  and  season 
at  which  Mr.  Henderson  visited  it. 

After  a  few  minor  excursions  up  the  Paramatta  to  Windsor,  the 
North  Shore,  Botany  Bay,  &c.,  Mr.  Henderson  sailed  in  a  steamer  for 
Port  Macquarie,  at  that  time  the  most  northern  settlement  in  New  South 
Wales.  The  sight  of  this  station  somewhat  rejoiced  his  heart  He  at 
once  proclaimed  it  to  be  the  best  built  and  most  prettily  situated  town- 
ship he  had  seen  in  the  colony.  This  **  pretty  town  "  has,  however,  also 
its  drawbacks.  Ever  since  it  ceased  to  be  exclusively  a  penal  settlement, 
it  has  been  used  as  a  depdt  for  what  are  called  ''  specials,**  that  is,  special 
or  gentlemen  convicts ;  and  for  invalids : 

Here  may  be  seen  gallant  naval  and  military  oflioers,  eloquent  parsons,  learned 
lawyers,  acute  and  once  opulent  bankers  and  merchants,  **et  id  genuM  omne^" 
There  is  also  «  sprinkling  of  aristocracy^of  brothers  and  sons  of  lords,  right 
honoorables,  baronets,  &C.,  and  some  claiming  such  titles,  or  succession  to  tl^ 
for  themselves.    From  tiiese  are  found  all  grades,  down  to  the  London  Jew  and 
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the  Tipperary  imirderer.  Those  who  daim  Uie  an  of  *<  Bpecial"  are  hetter  off 
than,  and  often  placed  aboTe,  their  fellows,  the  authorities  evidently  forgetting^  or 
discarding,  the  admirable  apothegm  of  the  ancients — **JiatjustUia,  mat  atlum  >'* 

When  circamstanoes  fkyonr  them,  thej  are  assigned  to  their  wives,  or  made 
ccxnstables,  gaders,  wardsmen  of  the  prisoners'  barracks,  overseers,  or  storekeepers 
of  road-parties,  &c.  Some  of  them,  as  wdl  as  many  of  the  invalids,  are  Lent  oict 
to  settlers,  who  thus  obtain  slaves  for  their  keep,  but  in  general  they  are  not  o£ 
much  use.  I  have  seen  lawyers  and  bankers  tending  sheep,  soldiers  and  parsons 
acting  as  stockmen,  and  gamblers  and  pickpockets  filling  the  capacity  of  but- 
keepers;  but  it  is  not  to  be  expected  that  they  wiU  be  found  well  adapted  to  a 
mode  of  life  so  different  firom  that  to  which  they  have  been  accustomed.  It  was 
wonderful,  however,  how  soon  some  of  them  learn  to  be  useful;  and  I  well  re- 
member a  gentleman  pointing  out  to  me  his  best  shepherd,  and  stating  that  he  had 
formerly  been  a  notorious  London  pickpocket. 

After  a  trip  up  the  Hastings  and  Wilson  Rivers,  Mr.  Henderson  cros^fed 
the  country  to  the  M'Leay,  at  that  time  affording  the  most  valuable 
supply  of  red-cedar  timber  in  the  colony.  On  this  occasion  our  settler 
struck  the  river  ten  miles  below  the  spot  where  he  afterwards  established 
himself,  being  upon  a  creek  whidi  subsequently  bore  his  own  name. 
The  sawyers  are  described  as  leading  a  wild  life  of  it,  and  spending  their 
wages  in  drunken  bouts.  Before  finally  taking  up  his  abode  on  the 
M'Leay,  Mr.  Henderson  returned  to  Sydney,  and  thence  made  an  ex- 
cursion to  the  River  Hunter  and  Liverpool  Plains  in  quest  of  stock. 
There  are  several  small  towns  on  the  Hunter,  as  Maitland  and  Darlington, 
but  still  in  their  infiemcy.  The  river  itself  is  described  as  ever3rwhere 
enoumbered  by  flats  and  shallows,  with  here  and  there  an  opening,  where 
some  settler  has  established  himself. 

The  journey  to  Liverpool  Plains  lay  partly  through  brush  and  downs, 
upon  the  latter  of  whicb  was  a  petrified  forest.  Then  came  Kingdon 
Ponds  and  the  burning  mountains  of  Wingan,  evidently  an  instance  of 
decomposing  pyrites  acting  on  bituminous  shale.  There  were  inns  on  the 
road,  but,  as  usual,  very  extortionate,  and  abounding  in  vermin.  Liver- 
pool Plains  were  suffering  at  the  time  irom  prolonged  drought;  and 
^e  Peel  was  dried  up  through  nearly  its  whole  course.  The  Namoi. 
-whidi  receives  the  waters  of  the  Peel  when  there  are  any  flowing,  afforded 
only  a  few  pools  for  sheep-shearing  and  daily  use.  On  these  plains  the 
proprietors  of  stock  were  suffering  from  six  g^at  e^ils  at  once :  dried- 
up  pasturage,  deficiency  of  water,  disease  among  the  stock,  wild  dogs, 
hostile  natives,  and  predatory  bushrangers.  The  only  counterpoise  we 
can  find  out  was,  that  at  night  they  could  contemplate  the  Southern 
Cross — ^that  magnificent  constellation,  whose  beauty  made  Dante  speak 
of  the  **  widowea  sight"  of  those  who  had  not  seen  it 

It  was,  however,  at  a  station  on  the  Mooki*  that  Mr.  Henderson  pur- 
chased his  herd  of  cattle.  The  beasts  themselves  having,  from  scarcity 
of  grass  and  water,  wandered  to  immense  distances,  it  took  more  than  a 
month  to  collect  them,  during  which  tame  our  settler  slept  in  the  open  ur, 
at  a  distance  of  several  hundred  yards  from  the  station,  to  avoid  the  swarms 
of  vermin.  At  length  a  sufficient  number  being  collected,  they  were 
branded,  and  accounts  were  settled,  but  not  without  difficulties : 

The  man  from  whom  I  purchased  my  stock  had  risen  from  the  lowest  walks  of 

*  The  Namoi,  Peel,  and  Mooki  Rivers,  are  marked  on  the  maps  as  flowing  into 
the  Darling  and  Murray  Bivers;  but  they  appear  the  greater  part  of  the  year,  if 
not  always,  to  be  lost  in  swamps. 
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life,  and  was  not  aaly  disgusting  in  mamieri,  bat  roffianlj  and  (it  tamed  oat)  of 
notorioasly  bad  charaeter.  While  onder  his  roof,  my  saddle-bags,  which  were 
aecored  with  a  padlock,  were  broken  open,  and  the  agreement  that  had  been  made 
between  him  and  me  waa  stolen  from  my  pocket-book.  From  the  nature  of  onr 
transaction,  he  may  hare  hoped  to  turn  this  to  his  adyantage,  or  he  may  have 
expected  to  find  also  a  subsequent  agreement  which,  from  his  apparent  disinclina- 
tion to  fulfil  his  contract,  I  had  obl^ed  him  to  sign;  but  this  latter  document  I 
had  chanced  to  retain  in  my  pocket,  and  his  nefSuious  designs  were  thus  de- 
feated. Such  are  the  people  with  whom  one  comes  in  contact  in  New  SonUi 
Wales  I 

Because  I  declined  submitting  to  his  impositions,  he  became  so  yiolent  as  even, 
by  his  gestures,  to  threaten  Uows.  In  my  own  defence,  I  prepared  to  make  use 
of  a  pistol,  which  I  had  in  my  pocket,  when  my  worUiy  host,  overcome  widi 
passion,  called  for  his  gun,  and  rushed  to  the  hut  for  it. 

Fortunately,  however,  for  the  prevention  of  bloodshed,  his  wife  interposed,  and 
prevented  his  purpose  until  he  cooled  sufficiently  to  see  the  madness  of  the 
alternative  he  was  choosing, — ^namdy,  that  of  being  either  shot  or  hung.  This 
intervention  was  more  than  he  deserved  firom  his  spouse,  whom  he  had  once 
brought  to  death's  door  by  cutting  her  head  open  with  a  sabre.  I  afterwards  met 
the  surgeon  who  attended  her  on  that  occasion,  and  was  informed  that  the 
scoundrel,  her  husband,  in  terror  that  she  would  die  and  leave  him  to  be  hanged, 
en  his  knees  ofiered  his  whole  herd  of  cattle  to  the  medical  man  if  he  would  save 
her;  and,  after  her  recovery,  would  not  give  one  farthing  in  return  for  having  bis 
neck  saved  from  the  halter. 

It  was  only  now  tbat  our  settler's  difficulties  can  be  said  to  have  really 
commenced.  He  had  associated  witk  himself  a  partner,  whom  he  calls 
Mr.  R  ■,  and  some  helps ;  and  having  provided  themselves  with  a  good 
blanket,  a  tin  quart  and  a  pint  pot  each,  with  these  strapped  on  behind, 
holsters  in  ircmt,  saddle-bags  across  the  saddle,  and  rifles  slung  at  their 
aides,  they  started  to  drive  their  herd  from  the  Mooki  to  the  M'Leay. 
On  such  a  journey  the  greatest  of  all  difficulties,  and  they  were  most 
numerous  and  yaried,  arose  from  the  deficiency  of  water.  They  had  not 
been  out  many  days  before  they  were  glad  to  suck  the  frozen  dew  from 
the  blades  of  grass.  By  Salisbury  Plains  and  New  England  it  was  all 
pretty  well,  for  there  were  stations ;  but  beyond  that  the  route  was  marked 
only  by  tomahawked  trees,  and  they  were  not  Ion?  in  losing  it.  Next 
followed  the  multiplied  fatigues  of  driving  the  herd,  and  looking  out  for 
a  road,  superadded  to  the  mere  getting  forward.  At  one  time  a 
stupendous  precipice  threatened  to  stop  all  further  progress  whatsoever ; 
at  others,  they  were  themselves  and  cattle  two  or  three  days  without  food 
or  drink  I  At  length  they  reached  the  M'Leay ;  and,  after  difficulties 
innumerable  and  great  sufferings  and  privations,  they  got  to  a  station 
called  Towel  Creek.  Among  the  peculiaiides  of  travel  in  the  brush,  we 
may  here  notice  ihe  nettle,  a  stingmg  tree,  from  the  effects  of  which  the 
horse  suffers  more  than  man.  Mr.  Henderson  thus  relates  an  occurrence 
that  befel  him  when  bewildered  among  some  cedar-paths  in  an  extencRve 
brush: 

Trying,  at  liie  termination  of  one  of  these  paths,  to  force  my  way  through  the 
jungle,  I  got  among  some  young  nettle-trees,  and  my  horse  was  severely  stung. 
Within  ten  minutes  he  b^an  to  stagger  under  me,  and  at  last  feU.  I  sprang  off, 
and  myself  hinded  among  nettle-trees;  but  though  I  was  stung,  I  did  not  feel  it 
much  more  than  common  nettles. 

My  chai^r  had  not  lain  long,  when  he  started  up,  plunging  and  rearing  most 
fhriously.  He  soon  fell  again,  however,  when  I  succeeded  in  getting  the  saddle  ofi" 
him.  Again  he  rose,  again  he  staggered  about,  rearing  high  in  the  air,  and  again 
he  feU.  X  was  now  mw^  ahmned  for  him,  aod  would  have  bled  him  with  my 
knife,  but  he  was  so  furious  that  it  was  impossible  to  do  sa    I  applied  my  whip. 


220  The  Charms  of  an  Australian  Squatter*s  Life. 

howerer,  and  kept  him  moTing  about  when  he  was  np^  thinking  tliat  migiit  do 
him  some  good,  but  it  was  of  no  avaiL  He  soon  became  perfectly  fhuitic,  dashing 
his  head  against  the  trees,  breaking  down  the  joung  saplings  and  bmshwood,  and 
leaving  his  hoof-marks  on  the  burk  of  the  trees  around.  At  last,  exhaosted,  he 
fell  to  rise  no  more. 

After  rolling  and  plunging  about  for  some  time  longer,  his  limbs  became  rigid^ 
and  trembled  violenUy,  while  his  whole  body  was  covered  with  lather  and  per- 
spiration* In  this  state  he  remained  for  half  an  hour  or  longer,  and  then  my  poor 
steed  was  no  more.    He  died  in  less  than  three  hours  after  he  had  been  stung. 

Ascending  a  very  steep  range  at  a  distance  of  five  miles  fit)m  Tow^ 
Creek,  and  descending  five  nmes  further,  the  party  ultimately  encamped 
upon  the  confines  of  what  was  now  to  become  their  cattle-run.  The  site 
was,  according  to  Mr.  Henderson's  account,  a  very  beautiful  one — an  ex- 
tensive flat  at  the  mouth  of  a  creek  which  falls  into  the  M^Leay;  in  the 
background,  about  eight  or  nine  miles  up  the  creek,  a  huge  mountain, 
supported  right  and  left  by  conical  hills,  while  a  mass  of  confused  ranges 
reached  down  on  both  sides  to  the  river.  All  this  hilly  and  mountain 
land  was  well  wooded.  Here  they  made  bark  huts;  but  the  river  rose  and 
flooded  the  flat,  and  provisions  became  scarce.  An  excursion  to  Port 
Macquarie,  distant  about  eighty  miles,  became  necessary  to  obtain  supplies^ 
tools,  men,  &c.  There  was  no  society;  Mr.  Henderson's  nearest  neigh- 
bour, who  dwelt  in  a  creek  ten  or  eleven  miles  ofi^,  still,  like  most  squatters, 
thought  that  his  run  had  been  encroached  upon  by  the  new  comer. 
They  had  not  been  long  encamped  before  a  party  of  blacks  paid  them  a 
visit.  They  are  described  as  being  great  strapping  and  ferocious-looldng 
fellows,  fully  armed  with  spears,  boomerangs,  and  tomahawks.  These 
amiable  aborigines  were  not  long  in  manifesting  their  hostility  to  the 
whites,  notwithstanding  that  they  are  said  to  entertain  the  belief  that  they 
themselves  become,  or,  as  they  express  it,  "jump  up  white  fellows  :" 

The  distance  firom  th^  huts  to  the  old  camping-place  was  about  a  quarter  of  a 
mile;  and  when  the  men  had  one  morning  finished  milking,  and  had  just  crossed 
the  creek  on  their  way  back,  five  blacks  started  out  of  the  brush  upon  the  bank, 
fhlly  armed,  as  if  intendin|[  mischief.  Dennis,  my  assigned  servant,  called  out  to 
them,  *'  What  you  look  out?"  when  one  of  them  answered,  *^  Toorki  T  meaning 
that  they  were  going  to  hunt  the  wild  turkey ;  but  Dennis  knew  that  he  was  part 
of  the  game  for  whidi  they  had  lain  in  wait  that  morning. 

The  blacks  did  not  attack  them  at  once,  for  they  seldom  strike  a  white  man, 
except  from  behind.  The  two  unfortunate  whites,  with  their  heads  half  turned 
reund,  and  keeping  their  eyes  on  the  savages,  walked  swiftly  towards  the  station, 
and  got  a  little  a-head  of  tiie  blacks,  who  followed  them.  When  about  the  middle 
of  the  flat,  however,  they  discovered  several  more  of  their  enemies  running  quickly 
along  the  range  towards  the  huts,  so  as  to  intercept  them.  They  now  saw  that 
their  only  chance  of  safety  lay  in  speed,  and,  dropping  the  milk-pail,  they  fled 
towards  my  hut. 

It  was  not  yet  seven,  and  I  was  still  asleep,  when  the  door  was  burst  in  by  the 
men,  whose  cries  of  "^  The  blacks,  the  blacks!"  soon  roused  me.  Jumping  up,  I 
seized  my  rifle,  which  stood  ready  loaded  in  the  comer,  and  sprang  to  the  door. 
When  I  reached  this  point,  I  saw  the  foremost  black  fellow,  at  a  distance  of  about 
twenty  yards,  poising  his  spear  in  the  air,  and  almost  in  the  act  of  launching  it  at 
one  of  the  men  who  as  yet  had  only  reached  the  doorway.  Our  foes  stood  on  the 
brink  of  the  steep  bank,  and  the  moment  they  caught  a  glimpse  of  me,  or  of  the 
rifle,  they  were  off  like  deer,  springing  at  one  bound  down  the  bank,  and  before  I 
could  raise  the  piece  to  my  shoulder  1 

About  the  same  time,  the  blacks  committed  several  other  depredations : 

My  neighbour,  who,  as  I  have  said,  dwelt  ten  miles  down  the  river,  anxious  to 
prevent  my  occupying  part  of  the  run  aoljoining  my  station,  had  erected  a  hut  at 
the  distance  of  about  two  miles,  and  placed  two  men  in  it.    This  hut  stood  upon 
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«  fine  creek,  commonly  called  Saunders'  Creelc,  from  a  man  of  that  name,  who 
bad  been  murdered  there  some  little  time  before  by  the  blacks.  The  same  spot 
iras  again  to  become  the  scene  of  savage  reyenge. 

While  one  of  the  two  men  who  now  occupied  this  place  was  absent  one  day,  the 
blacks  took  advantage  of  the  age  and  weakness  of  the  hut-keeper,  whom  they 
attacked  and  left  for  dead,  finishing  their  work,  of  course,  by  rifling  the  hut.  The 
man  was  afterwards  remored,  and  taken  down  the  country  to  the  hospital,  where, 
after  a  long  and  paJnAil  illness,  he  became  somewhat  better,  but  whether  he  ulti- 
mately recovered  or  not,  I  never  heard.  This  event,  though  much  to  be  deplored, 
was  of  service  to  me,  for  the  hut  was  immediately  abandoned  by  my  trotfblesome 
neighbour,  and  taken  jmssession  of  by  me. 

Such  are  the  aborigines;  and  even  worse  things  are  told  of  them,  as  for 
example: 

Weak  or  deformed  children  are  frequently,  if  not  always,  kiUed  by  the  mothers. 
This  would  seem  dmost  unnecessary,  for  a  delicate  child  could  not  long  survive 
the  rough  life  and  frequent  hunger  to  which  it  must  be  exposed.  Such  is  the 
case,  however;  I  have  Imown  instances  of  it  myself,  occurring  in  my  immediate 
neighbourhood. 

On  one  occasion,  during  the  illness  of  our  former  worthy  commissioner,  Mr. 
Oakes,  Mr.  SuUivan,  who  was  Commissioner  of  Crown  Lands,  within  the  boun- 
daries, went  on  an  expedition  against  the  Yarraharpny  blacks,  a  tribe  ra>torious 
for  their  savage  dispositions,  and  inhabiting  the  country  between  the  mouths  of 
the  M'Leay  and  the  Kambuccoo.  They  had,  at  that  time,  made  an  attack  upon 
the  sawyers  occupied  on  the  latter  river,  which  had  ended  in  the  murder  of  one  of 
these  adventurous  men,  and  this  was  not  the  first  time  that  their  aggressions  had 
BO  ended. 

The  commissioner,  taking  the  police  with  him,  came  upon  their  camp,  and  dis- 
persed them  with  some  slaughter.  While  standing  near  their  desert^  gunyas, 
Mr.  Sullivan  informed  me,  tliat  he  heard  a  noise,  appearing  like  a  child  crying, 
and  proceeding  from  the  earth.  Guided  by  the  sound,  he  arrived  at  a  pile  of 
pieces  of  tea-tree  bark,  which,  on  being  removed,  were  found  to  cover  a  hole  in 
the  ground,  in  which  a  live  child  had  recently  been  placed,  in  an  erect  position. 
He  coi^ectured  that  the  child  was  one  of  those  which,  from  weakness  or  deformity, 
had  been  doomed  to  death.  But  what  was  done  with  the  foundling?  it  will  be 
asked.    Whether  or  not  it  was  left  to  its  fate,  I  am  not  able  to  say. 

Yet,  if  a  white  man  injures  a  black,  he  is  amenable  to  the  law  as 
much  as  if  he  wronged  his  own  countryman,  and  is  almost  as  likely  to  be 
detected  in  the  one  case  as  the  other.  If,  on  the  other  hand,  the  hlack  is 
the  aggressor,  he  flies  to  his  ravines  and  brushes,  where  no  horseman  can 
follow  him,  and  where  the  white  man  will  never  find  him,  unless  per- 
adventure  he  has  another  black  to  track  his  enemy.  If  he  finds  him,  he 
can  only  shoot  him,  at  the  risk  of  being  hanged,  for  the  savage  will  rarely 
he  captured  alive,  unless  wounded  : 

Under  these  circumstances,  it  is  evident  that  the  same  law  cannot  be  justly  and 
equally  administered  to  the  two  races,  who  are  continually  thrown  into  hostile 
contact  on  the  frontiers  of  the  colony.  The  gun  is  the  only  law  the  black  fears: 
the  only  power  that  deters  him  from  murder  and  plunder;  and  the  only  available 
administrator  of  punishment  for  his  ofiences. 

Those  who  denounce  tiie  squatter  as  a  murderer  and  land-robber,  it  has  been 
well  said  in  **  Kennedy's  Account  of  Texas,"  "  take  no  thought  of  the  spirit  that 
has  impelled  him  onwards,  of  the  qualities  he  is  constraint  to  display,  and  the 
social  ameliorations  of  wUch  he  is  the  pioneer.  He  loves  the  wilderness  for  the 
independence  it  confers — ^for  the  sovereignty  which  it  enables  him  to  wield  by 
dint  of  his  personal  energies.  The  forest  is  sulqect  to  his  axe — ^its  inhabitants  to 
his  gun." 

By  daily  toil,  and  at  the  risk  of  his  life,  he  earns  his  bread,  and  leads  a  life  of 
conscious  independence  where  tiie  grand  old  forests  have  stood  for  ages,  and  where 
the  foot  of  the  white  man  never  trod  before.  His  life  is  one  of  continued  labour, 
solitude,  and  too  often  war&re.  He  has  an  enemy  untiring,  and  often  waiting 
long  for  his  time;  cunning,  wary,  and  expert;  frequently  ^splaying  great  coa< 
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save,  andfif  ha  has  mongf  to  Bmeajg^t  heedkMs  on  ^vp^unii  he  unafcs  hii- 
80  long  as  a  idiite  maa  is  the  Tictim.    Smelf,  then,  the  man  who  ia  the 

of  ciyiluation — who,  going  out  into  the  wiklamea^.  flmnda  hia  daya  in.  i,     

daoger,  and  hia  nighta  in.  dreaaneaa  and  iQlitade--->wlio  moat  aend  out  hia  ahep- 
heaa  with  a  moaket  on  hia  shonidery  and  aling  hia  nfle  at  hia  aide  whan  he  limB 
among  hia  herda — ^who,  maJdng  a  lodgnmit  in  tiie  hoaht  canaea  '*  the  deaeii  Id 
i^oioe  and  bloesom  aa  the  loae,"  and  opena  the  way  fiar  the  amiling  ^iUagea^  the 
good  old  Britiah  inttitatioaa,  and  the  happf  pcmulafcaon  whieh  follow,  matoky  Hub 
man  has  not  lahonred  in  vain;  but  haa  deaerved  at  least  leniency  ait  our  handak 

Far  be  it  ftom  me  to  advocate  the  caaaelpfia  and  indiacriminate  alanghler  wbicb 
has  often  taken  place.  At  the  same  tirae^  one  is  indignant  when  (me  been  tfiaae 
comfortable  and  loznriant  philanthropists,  who,  OYerflowing  with  sympatfiy  for  all 
xacea  bnt  tttciliowii,  sit  by  dieiv  own>warm  fixeaidaa  at  home,  range  not  bcnrond  the 
smoke  of  their  native  cities,  and  there  consign  to  everlasting  destruction  the  band^ 
and  adventurous  backwoodsman,  whose  own  right  arm  is  his  only  defence. 

The  squatter  has  not^  however,  only  hlacks  and  huahranger^  dsongfat 
and  fiunioe,  and  disease  to  enoounter,  there  ace  many  pomta*  of  a  mmor 
kind  which  detmot  nnieh  from  tiie  charms  of  his  adventorons  life. 
Amonff  these  may  be  especially  noticed  the  snakes,  of  which  the  deadEuBSt 
is  the  death-adder.  It  appears,  firom  well  authenticated  oases,  that  aum 
who  are  bitten  by  this  anake  only  survive  a  few  minotaa*  It  is  dnearibed 
as  a  disgusting  looking  reptile,  of  a  brownirfi  ooioor,  between  two  and 
dme  feet  long,  diick  and  clumsy  in  its  shape,  and  with  a  small^  pointed, 
and  hard  process  at  its  tail.  The  black  snake^  the  yellow  ana  bBOWU 
snakes,  and  the  whip-snake,  are  also  deadly: 

When  one  considers  Hie  abundance  of  venomous  snakes  in  this  oountiy,  it  be- 
comes matter  of  surprise  that  so  few  people  ace  killed  by  them.  It  is  true  th^ 
wtU  avoid  one  if  possible,  but  they  so  often  lie  upon  paths,  and  get  into  houses, 
that  one  can  scarce  help  cominff  in  contact  witii  them.  I  have  rode  over  them, 
stepped,  or  raUier  sprang  over  them  when  too  late  to  draw  back;  been  pulled  back 
by  others  when  about  to  tread  upon  them;  seen  them  flill  firom  tiie  roof  upon 
the  floor;  killed  them  in  my  verandah ;  seen  one  creep  out  of  a  log  of  wood  bran^t 
to  the  fire;  and  found  the  skeleton  of  one  behind  a  trunk  in  my  bedroom;  and 
yet  have  had  the  good  fortune  never  to  be  bitten.  Neither  did  any  of  my  servants 
aaffer  in  this  way,  though  1  had  one  man  who,  before  he  came  to  me,  had  zeoeived 
a  bite,  but  had  saved  himself  by  cutting  out  the  piece. 

It  must  be  confessed  that  these  snakes  are  a  constant  source  of  terror  and  annoy- 
ance to  many.  Some  wear  great  boots  on  account  of  them,  and  all  wise  people 
look  into  their  beds  before  l£ey  jump  in.  There  is  no  place  that  one  can  be  sue 
is  free  fix>m  them.  The  roo^  the  verandah,  beds,  curtains,  gardens,  weils^  Ac,  in 
eadi,  or  all,  the  deadly  enemy  may  lurk.  They  abound  in  brushes,  and  wind 
among  the  branches  of  the  trees.  Sometimes  they  look  down  from  the  top  ot 
orchaxd  trees;  at  other  times  they  take  possession  of  your  drawing-room.  'When 
a  house  is  raised  a  few  feet  firom  the  ground,  upon  sleepers  and  blodcs,  be  sure  that 
underneath  are  whole  colonies  of  vipers. 

Lest  the  reader  shall  not  have  formed,  from  what  we  hare  quoted,  a 
clear  idea  of  the  charms  of  a  squatter's  life,  we  will  place  them  still  more 
concisely  before  him  in  the  author^s  own  words : 

Bemoved  firom  society,  and  the  veflnementa  of  life,  he  beoomea  carelesa  ot 
hia  appearanee  and  manners;  nav,  he  becomes  heedless  even  of  tiioae  comforts 
of  life  which  are  witiiin  his  reacm.  T^th  hundreds  of  cattle  he  haa  no  butter, 
or  cheese,  and  very  often  no  milk!  With  a  rioh  soil  around  him,  he  haa  no 
garden;  not  any  vegetable  or  firuit  to  drive  away  the  scurvy.  With  grain  he 
has  no  poultry;  with  a  gun  he  haa  no  game;  with  hooks  and  grasshoppers  he  has 
no  fish.  Make  a  hole  with  your  toe  and  throw  a  peachstone  in,  or  drop  one  on  tb» 
ground,  and  in  three  years  it  bears  finit;  stick  a  vine  cutting  into  the  earth,  and 
hi  fifteen  or  sixteen  months,  clusters  of  fine  grapes  are  hanging  firom  ita  bougfaa, 
$oA  yet  the  squatter  seldom  doea  the  one  or  the  other. 

He  oertainlv  haa  good  reasona  for  not  making  his  station  too  attractive,  but  it 
oamotbe  deued  that  his  life  is  often  much  more  cheeriesa  and  oomfortleasthan  it 
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need  be.  few  of  the  stations  are  adorned  by  a-female.  Whexew  this  is  the  case, 
a  great  improvement  is  perceptible. 

The  squatter's  dwelling  is  fifeqnently  a  hut  no  better  than  those  of  his  men ;  with 
ft  bark  roof,  an  earthen  floor,  a  hotbed  of  vermin,  and  a  narrow  heath  fixed  in  one 
enmeR.  The  trick  through  the  forest  leads  up  to  his  door,  before  which  stands  a 
liitofpiding,  or  a  oouple  <tf  hardleB,to  snahis  blanketi  on,  if  he  takes  this  troobto 
to  dispel  the  vermin. 

His  mode  of  life  is  uniform  to  excess.  When  he  arises  in  the  morning,  he  smokes 
hit  short  black  day  pipe;  breakfast  tardily  appeurs,  consisting  of  tea,  damper,  and 
ft  knge  pile  of  amtton^chops,  if  his  is  a  dieep-statioD,  or  salt  beef,  if  a  cattle  station. 
AAev  bieakftst,  he  li^ts  his  pipe  again,  and  sallies  for^  on  horseback.  His  dress 
consists  of  a  broad-biimmed  straw  hat,  a  blue  shirt,  fiistian,  or  some  suoh  tzouserSp 
supported  by  a  belt  round  the  waist,  and  ankle  boots;  his  heels  are  armed  with 
spurs,  while  in  his  belt,  or  in  holsters,  he  probably  has  pistols.  In  his  hand  he 
(Miffies  tfaetmiversal  stockwhip,  the  handle  a  foot  long,  and  t^  lash  twelve  or  six- 
teen foet,  and  giving  forth  sounds  that  startle  the  sUence  of  the  forest  I>aring 
the  day,  his  pipe  is  re-lighted  at  every  hut  or  fire-stick  he  passes^  or  if  be  sees 
none  of  these,  he  has  recourse  to  his  flint  and  steel. 

^Dbably  he  is  ont  tiU  sunset  without  eating  anything,  and  when  he  returns  he 
mxpB,  8»  he  breakfasted,  on  damper  and  muttonMshops,  or  salt  beef,  not  both,  but  an 
one  or  the  other,  according  to  the  stock  he  breeds.  If  at  home  to  dinner,  his  floe 
is  the  same;  and  even  if  he  calls  on  a  neighbour  ten  or  twelve  miles  of^  he  finds 
no  variety.  Ten  to  one  he  has  no  books,  or  no  taste  for  reading;  therefore,-  he 
smokes  his  pipe  till  bedtime,  and  then  turns  in. 

The  neztdi^  is  only  a  repetition  of  the  one  that  went  before  it,  and  00, 

He  eats,  and  drinks,  and  sleeps;  what  then? 
He  eats^  and  drinks,  and  sleeps  again. 

There  is  one  fiirdier  subject,  'wbich  we  cannot  leave  these  entertaining 
and  instmctive  volumes  without  noticing,  as  corroborative  of  what  we 
have  before  said  concerning  the  de^neration  of  race0  by  climate.  Speak- 
ing of  the  efiEect  of  the  climate  of  Australia  upon  the  European,  Mr.  Hen- 
derson says,  '*  In  one  generation,  even,  they  shoot  up  after  the  fashion  of 
the  Americans^  and  the  young  '  com  stalks'  and  ^  currency  lasses,'  as  the 
yonth  of  each  sex  are  called,  can  generally  be  distinguished  from  children 
bom  in  Europe.  It  is  probable  that  in  this  respect,  as  in  others,  they  will, 
in  a  few  generations,  strongly  resemble  the  Americans.  The  girls  are 
frequently  very  good-looking,  and  arrive  at  maturity  at  an  early  age.  I 
have  seen  them  marriageable  at  fifteen,  and  have  known  them  married 
even  at  thirteen."  Where  there  is  precocious  maturity,  we  need  not  say 
there  is  also  precocious  decay.  Upon  this  subject  the  clever  author  of  a 
little  work  upon  the  United  States,  called  *'  Across  ihe  Atlantic,"  recently 
published,  also  says,  *^  I  cannot  help  reverting  to  a  point  which  has  been 
noticed  by  every  traveller — I  mean  the  painful  and  haggard  expression  of 
almost  every  countenance  that  you  meet  in  the  United  States.  This  ob- 
servation is  more  strongly  rivetted  upon  nw  mind  than  any  other  that  I 
made,  and  I  can  unhesntatingly  affirm  that  Mr.  IMckens  and  other  writers, 
in  describing  this  peculiar  trait,  have  &llen  short,  very  fiu:  short,  of  the 
reality.  Such  a  collection  of  wrinkled,  miserable,  sallow  £aces  as  force 
themselves  upon  your  attention,  as  you  walk  down  the  streets,  or  sit  in 
one  of  the  long  railw^  cars,  or  pace  the  deck  of  a  steamer,  it  would  be 
impossible  to  describe. 

Evidence  upon  this  important  point  is  thus  not  only  cumulative,  but 
the  fact  itself  is  evidently  becomings  year  after  year,  more  painfully  glaring 
and  apparent. 
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Chapter  LXV. 

The  lull  that  prevailed  in  the  breakfast-room  on  Miss  Glitters's  return 
firom  the  window  was  speedily  interrupted  by  fresh  arrivals  before  the 
house.  The  three  Master  Baskets  in  coats  and  lay-over  collars,  Master 
Shutter  in  a  jacket  and  trousers,  the  two  Master  Bulgeys  in  woolle& 
overalls  with  very  large  hunting  whips,  Master  Brick  in  a  vel^teea 
shooting-jacket,  and  the  two  Cheeks  with  their  tweed  trousers  thnurt 
into  fiddle-case  boots,  on  all  sorts  of  ponies  and  family  horses,  begaa 
pawing  and  disordering  the  gravel  in  front  of  Nonsuch  House. 

George  Cheek  was  the  head  boy  at  Mr.  Latherington's  classical  and 
commercial  academy,  at  Flagellation  Hall  (late  the  Rose  and  Crown 
Hotel  and  Posting  House,  on  the  Bankstone-road),  where,  for  forty 
pounds  a  year,  eighty  young  gentlemen  were  fitted  for  the  pulpit,  the 
senate,  the  bar,  the  counting-house,  or  anything  else  their  parents  fieuicied 
them  fit  for. 

Creorge  was  a  tall  stripling,  out  at  the  elbows,  in  at  the  knees,  with  his 
red  knuckled  hands  thrust  a  long  way  through  his  tight  coat.  He 
was  just  of  that  awkward  age  when  boys  fancy  themselves  men,  and  men 
are  not  prepared  to  lower  themselves  to  their  level.  Ladies  ^et  on  better 
with  them  than  men :  either  the  ladies  are  more  tolerant  of  twaddle,  or 
their  discerning  eyes  see  in  the  gauky  youth  the  germ  of  future  useful- 
ness. George  was  on  capital  terms  \nth  himself.  He  was  the  oracle  of 
Mr.  Latherington's  school,  where  he  was  not  only  head  boy  and  head 
swell,  but  a  considerable  authority  on  sporting  matters.  He  took  in 
BeWs  Life,  which  he  read  from  beginning  to  end,  and  *'  noted  its  con- 
tents," as  they  say  in  the  city. 

**  I'll  tell  you  what  all  these  little  (hiccup)  animals  will  be  wanting,*' 
observed  Sir  Harry,  as  he  cayenne-peppered  a  turkey's  leg;  "they'll  be 
come  for  a  (hiccup)  hunt." 

"  Wish  they  may  get  it,"  observed  Captain  Seedeybuck;  adding, 
"  why,  the  ground's  as  hard  as  iron." 

"There's  a  big  boy,"  observed  Miss  Glitters,  eyeing  George  Cheek 
through  the  window. 

"  Let's  have  him  in  and  see  what  he's  got  to  say  for  himself,"  said  Miss 
Howard. 

"  You  ask  him,  then,"  rejoined  Miss  Glitters,  who  didn't  care  to  risk 
•another  rub. 

"  Peter,"  said  Lady  Scattercash  to  the  footman,  who  had  been  loiter- 
ing about  listening  to  the  conversation — "  Peter,  go  and  ask  that  tall 
l>oy,  with  the  blue  neckcloth  and  the  riband  to  his  hat,  to  come  in." 

"  Yes,  my  lady,"  replied  Peter. 

"And  the  (hiccup)  Spooneys,  and  the  (hiccup)  Bulgeys,  and  the 
(hiccup)  Raws,  and  all  the  little  Hiiccup)  rascals,"  added  Sir  Harry. 

"  The  Raws  won't  come.  Sir  H.,"  observed  Miss  Glitters^  soberly. 

"  Bigger  fools  they,"  replied  Sir  Harry. 

Presently  Peter  returned  with  a  tail,  headed  by  George  Cheek,  who 
eame  striding  and  slouching  up  the  room,  and  stuck  himself  down  on 
Lady  Scattercash's  right,  ^e  small  boys  squeezed  themselves  in  as  they 
could,  one  by  Captain  Seedeybuck,  anouier  by  Captain  Bouncey,  one  by 
Miss  Glitters,  a  fourth  by  Miss  Howard,  and  so  on.  They  all  feU 
tavenoasly  upon  the  provisions. 
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Gobble,  gobble,  gobble^  was  the  order  of  the  day. 

'<  Well,  and  how  of^en  have  you  been  flogged  this  half  T*  asked  Lady 
Scattercash  of  George  Cheek,  as  she  gave  him  a  cup  of  coffee. 

Her  ladyship  hadn't  much  liking  for  youths  of  his  age,  and  would 
just  as  soon  vex  them  as  not 

^^  Well,  and  how  often  have  you  been  flogged  this  half?"  asked  she 
again,  not  getting  an  answer  to  her  first  inquiry. 

"  Not  at  all,*'  growled  Cheek,  reddening  up. 

''Oh,  flogged!"  exclaimed  Miss  Glitters.  ''You  wouldn't  have  a 
young  man  like  him  flogged  ;  it's  only  the  little  boys  that  get  that — ^is 
It  Mister  Cheek  ?" 

"  To  be  sure  not,"  assented  the  youth. 

"  Mister  Cheek's  a  man,"  observed  Miss  Glitters,  eyeing  him  archly  as 
he  sat  stuffing  his  mouth  with  currant  loaf  plentifully  besmeared  with 
raspberry  jam.  "He*ll  be  wanting  a  wife  soon,*'  added  she,  smiling 
across  the  table  at  Captain  Seedeybuck. 

''  I  question  but  he's  got  one,"  observed  the  captain. 

'*  No,  I  haven't,"  replied  Cheek,  pleased  at  the  imputation. 

"  Then  there's  a  chance  for  you,  Miss  G.,"  retorted  the  captain.  "  Mrs, 
George  Cheek  will  look  well  on  a  glazed  card  with  gilt  edges." 

"  What  a  cub !"  exdsumed  Miss  Howard,  in  disgust. 

''You're  another,*'  replied  Master  Cheek,  amidst  a  roar  of  laughter 
firom  the  party. 

"  Well,  but  you  ask  your  master  if  you  mayn't  have  a  wife  next  half, 
and  we'll  see  if  we  can't  arrange  matters,"  observed  Miss  Glitters. 

"  Noo,  ar  shamt,"  replied  George,  stuffing  his  mouth  full  of  preserved 
apricot. 

«  Why  not?"  asked  Miss  Howard. 

"  Because — ^because — ar*ll  have  somethin'  younger,"  replied  George. 

"  Bravo,  young  Chesterfield !"  exclaimed  Miss  Howard;  "  see  what  it 
is  to  pay  twopence  for  learning  manners." 

"  Well,  what  must  we  do  with  these  little  (hiccups)?"  asked  Sir  Harry, 
at  last  rising  from  the  breakfast-table,  and  looking  listlessly  round  the 
company  for  an  answer. 

"  O  !  liquor  them  well,  and  send  them  home  to  their  mammas,"  sug» 
gested  Captain  Bouncey,  who  was  all  for  the  drink. 

"  But  they  won't  take  their  (hiccups),"  replied  Sir  Harry,  holding  up 
a  Cura^oa  bottle,  to  show  how  little  had  disappeared. 

"Try  them  with  cherr>'  brandy,"  suggested  Captain  Seedeybuck; 
adding,  'Mt's  sweeter.  Now,  young  man,'*  continued  he,  addressing^ 
George  Cheek,  as  he  poured  him  out  a  wine-glassful,  "  this  is  the  real 
DaflPy's  elixir  that  you  read  of  in  the  papers.  It's  the  finest  compound 
that  ever  was«known.  It  will  make  your  hair  curl,  your  whiskers  grow, 
and  you  a  man  before  your  mother." 

"  N-o-o-a,  n-o-oar,  don't  want  any  more,"  growled  the  young  gen- 
tleman, tiurning  away  in  disgust.     "  Ar  won*t  drink  any  more." 
^'  Well,  but  be  sociable^"  observed  Miss  Glitters,  helping  herself  to  a  glass. 

"  N-o-a,  no,  ar  don't  want  to  be  sociable,"  growled  he,  diving  into  his 
trousers'  pockets  and  wriggling  about  on  his  chair. 

"  Well,  then,  what  toiU  you  do?'*  asked  Miss  Howard. 

"  Hunt !"  replied  the  youth. 

^^Huntr  exclaimed  Bob  Spangles;  "why,  the  ground's  as  hard  as. 
bricks." 
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<'  N-o-a,  it's  not,"*  leplied  tke  youih. 

«'Wl»ta  whdpr  excUimed  Mia.  Howard,  mog from  <l>e  teUe  in 
disgust. 

«  My  uncle.  Jelly  boy,  woulda't  let  such  m  frost  stop  .bim,  I  knamry" 
observed  the  boy. 

'<  WboVyour  uncle  Jellyboy  ?"  asked  Miss  Glitters. 

"  He's  a  farmer,  and  keeps  a  few  barriers  at  ScuUey,"  observed  Bdb 
Spangles,  sotto  voce. 

<<  You'll  be  your  uncle's  bare  (heir),  tbeoi  I  presume  ?"  obsennd  the 
lady,  tbinking  the  cub  m^t  he  acatcb. 

«  And  is  that  your  extraordinary  horse  with  all  the  legs?"  asked  Mjip 
Howard,  putting  her  glass  to  her  eye,  and  scrutiDisi^g  a  lank,  .woeiiy- 
ooaled  weed,  getting  led  about  by  a  bltte-aproned  gaidener.  ^'  Is  that 
your  extraordinary  horse,  with  all  the  1^  Y  repeated  she,  following  the 
animal  about  with  her  glass. 

''  Hoots,  it  hasn't  more  legs  than  other  people's,"  growled  George. 

*^  It's  got  ten  at  all  events,"  replied  Miss  Howard,  to  the  astooiduiient 
of  the  juveniles. 

^*  No  it  hasn't)"  r^Jied  George. 

"  Yes  it  has,"  rejomed  the  lady. 

^'  No  it  hasn't,"  repeated  Georae. 

'^  Come  and  see,"  said  the  \my ;  adding,  *'  pwhajps  it's  pu^  out  seme 
since  you  came." 

Geoige  slouohed  up  to  where  she  stood  at  the  window, 

*'  Now,"  said  he^  as  the  gardener  turned  the  hoorae  round,  and  he  flaw 
it  had  but  four>  "  how  many  has  it?" 

"  Ten!"  replied  Miss  Howard. 

<<  Hoots,"  repHed  George,  <*  you  think  it's  April  Fool's  instead  of  New 
Year's- d^'." 

''No  I  don't,"  j?eplied  Miss  Howaid;  ''but  I  maintaia  yoar  hinne  has 
ten  legs.     See,  now !"  continued  shc^  "  what  do  you  oaU  these  oemiqf 

"  His  two  forelegs,"  replied  Geoige. 

"  Well,  two  fours — ^twice  four's  eight,  isn't  it  ?  and  his  two  band  omw 
make  ten" 

"  Hoots,"  growled  Geoige,  amidst  the  mirth  of  km  comzade^  '^'yeu'je 
jinakin'  a  fool  o'  me." 

"  Well,  but  what  must  I  do  with  all  these  little  (hiooap)  oreetwes  T 
asked  Sir  Harry  again,  seeing  the  plot  still  thickening  outside. 

"  Turn  them  out  a  bagman,"  suggested  Mr.  S^nge,  ia  an  undflr 
teoe;  adding^  "  WatQh<mi  has  a  three-legged  'un,  I  know,  in  the  bay-laft" 

"  Oh,  Wafechom  wouldn't  (Uocup)  on  such  a  day  as  this,"  r^ied  Sir 
Harry.  "  New  Year's-day,  too-*-most  likely  away,  seeiag  his  yovag 
hounds  at  the  walks." 

"  We  might  see,  9i  all  events,"  observed  Mr.  Sponge. 

**  Well,"  assented  Sir  Harry,  zinging  die  bell.  "  Peter,"  said  he^  as 
the  servant  answered  the  summons,  "  I  wish  you  would  (hiccup)  to  Mr. 
Watchom*s,  and  ask  if  he'U  have  the  kindness  to  (hiooup)  down  here." 
Sir  Harry  was  obliged  to  be  polite,  for  Watohoisi,  too,  was  on  the  "ins 
list,"  as  Miss  Glitters  called  it. 

"  Yes,  Sir  Harrvy"  replied  Peter,  leaving  ihe  ream. 

Presently  Peters  white  li^gs  were  seen  wmding  their  way  aeao^g  the 
laurels  and  evergreens,  in  the  direction  of  Mr.  Watchom's  house;  heharaig 
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»li0we  niA*gnes]feir«x  cows,  all  whose  milk,  he  said,  went  to  the  poppies 
ftsd  young  hounds.  Luckily,  or  unluckily,  perhaps,  Mr.  Watdiom  was  <st 
home,  afnd  was  iniihe  act  of  shaving  as  reter  entered.  He  was  a  sqnare- 
bvlt,  dnk-fisoed,  davk-haived,  good-lookmg,  ill-booking  fellow,  who  >ciil- 
tiratad  his  okeeks  on  the  foor-eoane  system  of  huslxindry.  First,  he  hoA 
a  l>are  iUlow — we  mean  a  clean  shave;  that  of  course  was  followed  hy  a 
fuli  erop  of 'hair  all  o^rer,  ezoept  on  his  upper  lip;  then  he  had  a  soldier's 
shave,  off  hy  the  ear;  which  in  turn  was  followed  by  a  Newgate  frill.  The 
lalter  was  hkpveeent  'style.  He  had  nc^w  no  whukers,  but  an  immense 
protuberance  of  bristly  black  hair,  rising  like  a  wave  above  his  kenlfaii^ 
Though  he  cared  no  more  abont  hnDting  than  his  master,  he  was  very 
fond  of  his  red  coat,  which  he  wore  on  all  occasions,  subetitutinff  a  hat 
far  a  oap  when  ^  off  duty,"  as  he  called  it.  Having  attired  himsett  in  hb 
btst  scarlety  of  which  he  claimed  three  a  year,  one  for  wet  di^s,  one  4br 
dry  dqn^  another  for  ho^hdays,  very  nstf^'Kerseymere  ^orts  and  gaiters, 
with  a  small-striped,  standing-collar  toilenette  waistcoat,  he  proceedefl 
la  ^'b^  the  amnmonB. 

^<  Woloboien,''  said  Sir  HmV)  as  the  importairt  gentleman  appeared  tit 
the  breakfiMlMDom  door ;  ^  Watohom,  mese  young  (hiccup)  gentlemen 
WBnt  a  (hiocvp)  hoDt" 

*'  O,  want  must  be  their  master,  Sir  '  Arry,"^  replied  Watchom,  mS^  b 
hroad  grin  on  his  floAed  &oe,  for  he  had  been  drinking  aU  night,  and 
was  half  drunk  then. 

^^'Omi^  yon  manage  it?**  asked  6br  Harry,  mdldly. 

^  ^Ow  ia^  pownhle,  Ssr  'Amy,"  asked  the  hmitsman,  '<*ow  is't  posnbkf 
No  man's  fonder  of  'unting  than  I  am,  but  to  turn  out  cm  ^A  a«da|y  at 
lUs  wovid  he  a  dasbig — «  desperate  Tioladon  of  all  the  laws  of  registered 
ptopeiely.    The  I*^*b  hull  wmdd  he  nothin'  to  it!* 

'^<  Hew  s»?*'  40kea  Sir  Harry,  paaaled  widi  the  jumble. 

^  Oow  00,"  iqpeatod  Watchom ;  nhsm  mT  Why,  inihe  ¥int  pSace,  it's 
aaanrtal  Vrd  finot,  VuNfer  nor  hiron ;  in  liie  second  place,  Fve  gcrt  «o 
aunuigamonts  «uide,— *yoa  oant  tum  oitt «  pack  of  'im-bred  fox  'ounda 
as  yoaoiroaUl  a  lot  of  ^stagger^  or  *  muggers;^  and,  m  the  ihiid  plaoe, 
you'll  knock  all  your  nags  to  bits,  and  they  aie  a  deal  better  in  their  irind 
thm  they  are  on  their  legs,  as  it  is.  No,  'Sir  'Any — no,"  eovtinaed  he, 
iiiewly  mdihenghtfttlly.  ^  No,  Sir  'Any,  no.  Be  'Cardinal  Wiseman  ixx 
oooe,  Sir  'Any;  be  Caidiiial  Wiseman  for  onoe,  and  don't  thaik  of  it.** 

"W'oil,'*  n^plied  Sbr  Hany,  looking  ait  Geoige  CheelE,  *'l  suppeoe 
tinre'b  b»  help  for  it" 

'^itioaBqaitaathawwliere  I  oaaae  &om,**  observed  Cheek,  half  to  Sir 
Haary  and  half  to  die  huntsasan. 

^  'bioed,  w;  'deed,"  replied  Mr.  Watchom,  with  a  chuck  of  his  fringed 
oUb:;  *'  it  is  generally  a  1»aw  every  when  but  where  hounds  meet" 

"  My  Unde  Mkybay  wonUb^  be  stopt  hy  such  a  frost  as  this,"  ofc- 


"  'Deed,  sir ;  'deed,"  replied  Watchom ;  **  yoar  Undo  JeIlyhoy*8  a  v«ry 
£■•  latter,  I  dare  soy^ — very  iine  feller;  no  snch  oonjurers  in  these  parts 
as  he  is.  What  man  dare,  Idare;  he  who  dares  more,  is  no  man,"  added 
Watchom,  giving  his  fat  Asgfa  «  hooity  dap. 

^WaO  4one,  oU  TUIihor  «xal«iBBd  Miss  Giittera.  ^Wel  hare 
you  on  the  stage." 

**  WiMt  wiii  yon  irct  joor  wUsde  with  after  your  fine  fpeeohT  asked 
Lady  Scattercash. 
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"  Take  a  tumbler  of  chumpine,  if  there  is  any,"  replied  Watchovn,  look- 
ing*about  for  a  long-necked  bottle. 

"  Fear  youll  come  on  badly,"  observed  Captain  Seedeybuck,  hoMing 
up  an  empty  one,  '^for  Bouncey  and  I  have  just  finished  the  last;**  the 
captain  chucking  the  bottle  sideways  on  to  the  floor,  and  rolling  it 
towards  its  companions  in  the  comer. 

'^  Have  a  fresti  bottle."  suggested  Lady  Scattercash,  drawing  the  beQ« 
string  at  her  chair. 

'<  Champagne,"  said  her  ladyship,  as  the  footman  answered  ih» 
summons. 

"  Two  on  *em  T'  exclaimed  Captain  Bouncey. 

"  Three  /"  shouted  Sir  Harry. 

"  We'll  have  a  regular  set-to,"  observed  Miss  Glitters,  who  was  very 
fond  of  champagne. 

"New  Year's-day,"  replied  Bouncey,  **and  ought  to  be  properly 
observed." 

Presently,  Fiz—z, — pop, — bang!  Fiz — z, — pop, — ^bang!  went  the 
bottles;  and,  as  the  hissing  beverage  foamed  over  the  bottle-necks, 
glasses  were  sought  and  held  out  to  catch  the  creaming  contents. 

"  Here's  a  (hiccup)  happy  new  year  to  us  all!"  exclaimed  Sir  Harry,, 
drinking  off  his  wine. 

"H-o-o-ray!"  exclaimed  the  company  in  irregular  order,  as  they 
drank  off  theirs. 

"  We'll  drink  Mi*.  Watchom  and  the  Nonsuch  hounds  1"  exclaimed 
Bob  Spangles,  as  Watchom,  having  drained  off  his  tumbler,  replaced  it 
on  the  sideboard. 

"  With  all  the  honours !"  exclaimed  Captain  Cutitfat,  filling  his  glass 
and  rising  to  give  the  time;  "  Watchom,  your  good  health  !"  "  Watchom, 
yoiur  good  health !"  ^  Watchom,  your  good  health,"  sounded  from  all 
parts,  which  Watchom  kept  acknowledging,  and  looking  about  for  the 
means  to  return  the  compliment,  his  friends  being  more  intent  upon 
drinking  his  health  than  upon  supplying  him  with  wine.  At  last  he  caught 
the  third  of  a  bottle  of  ''  chumpine,"  and  turning  it  into  his  tumbler,  held 
it  up  while  he  thus  addressed  them: 

"Gen'lemen  all !"  said  he,  "I  thank  you  most  'ticklarly  for  this  mark 
of  your  'tention  (applause);  it's  most  gratifyin*  to  my  feelin's  to  be  thus  re- 
membered (applause).  I  could  say  a  great  deal  more,  but  the  liquor  won't 
wait."     So  saying,  he  drained  off  his  glass  while  the  wine  effervesced. 

"  Well,  and  what  d'ye  (hiccup)  of  the  weather,  now  ?"  asked  Sir 
Harry,  as  his  huntsman  again  deposited  his  tumbler  on  the  sideboard. 

"  Ton  my  soul,  Sir  'Arry,"  replied  Watchom,  quite  briskly,  *'  I  really 
think  we  might  'unt — we  might  try,  at  all  events.  The  day  seems  changed, 
some'ow,"  added  he,  staring  vacantly  out  of  the  window  on  the  bright 
sunny  landscape,  with  the  leafless  trees  dancing  before  his  eyes. 

**/ think  so,"  said  Sir  Harry.  "  What  do  you  think,  Mr.  Sponge?" 
added  he,  appealing  to  our  hero, 

*'  Half  an  hour  may  make  a  great  difference,"  observed  Mr.  Sponge. 
''  The  sun  will  then  be  at  its  best." 

"  Well  try,  at  all  events,"  observed  Sir  Harry. 

"  That's  nght!'*  exclaimed  George  Cheek,  waving  a  scarlet  Bandana 
over  his  head. 

''  I  shall  expect  you  to  ride  up  to  the  'punds,  young  gent,"  observed 
Watchom,  darting  an  angry  look  at  the  speaker. 
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"  Won't  I,  old  boy !"  exclaimed  George;  "ride  over  yon,  if  you  don't 
get  out  of  the  way." 

"  'Deed/*  sneered  the  huntsman,  whisking  about  to  leave  the  room, 
muttering,  as  he  passed  behind  the  large  Indian  screen  at  the  door,  some- 
thing about  jawing  Jackanapes  '^  well  called  Cheek." 

^  Hunt  in  half  an  hour!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Watchom,  from  the  steps  of 
the  front  door;  an  announcement  that  was  received  by  the  little  Raws, 
and  little  Spooneys,  and  little  Baskets,  and  little  Bulgeys,  and  little  Bricks, 
with  rapturous  applause. 

All  was  now  commotion  and  hurry-scurry  inside  and  out ;  glasses  were 
drained,  lips  wiped,  and  napkins  thrown  hastily  away,  while  ladies  and 
gentlemen  began  grouping  and  talking  about  hats  and  habits,  and  what 
3iey  would  ride. 

'*  You  go  with  me,  Orlando*',  said  Lady  Scattercash  to  our  friend 
Bugles,  recoUecting  the  quantity  of  diachylon  plaister  it  had  taken  to 
repair  the  damage  of  his  former  equestrian  performance.  *'  You  go  with 
me,  Orlando,"  said  she,  "in  the  phaeton;  and  111  lend  Lucy,"  nodding^ 
at  Miss  Glitters,  "  my  habit  and  horse." 

"  Who  can  lend  me  a  coat  ?*'  asked  Captain  Seedeybuck,  examining  the 
skirts  of  a  much  frayed  invisible  green  surtout. 

"  A  coat!"  replied  Captain  Quod;  "  I  can  lend  you  a  Joinville,  if  that 
will  do  as  well.''     The  captain  feeling  his  own  extensive  one  as  he  spoke* 

"  Hardly,"  said  Seedeybuck,  turning  about  to  ask  Sir  Harry. 

**  What ! — ^you  are  going  to  give  Watchom  a  tussle,  are  you  ?"  asked 
Captain  Cutitfat  of  George  Cheek,  as  the  latter  began  adjusting  the  fox- 
toothed  riband  about  his  hat. 

"  I  believe  you,"  replied  George,  with  a  knowing  jeric  of  his  head  ; 
adding,  "  it  won't  take  much  to  beat  him."  ' 

"  What,  he's  a  slow  'un,  is  he  ?"  asked  Cutitfat,  in  an  under  tone. 

"  Slowest  coach  I  ever  saw,"  growled  George. 

*^  Won't  ride,  won't  he  ?"  asked  the  captain. 

"  Not  if  he  can  help  it,"  replied  George;  adding,  "  but  he's  such  s 
shocking  huntsman — never  saw  such  a  huntsman  in  all  my  life." 

George's  experience  lay  between  his  uncle  Jellyboy,  who  rode 
eighteen  stone  and  a  half,  Tom  Scrample,  the  pedestrian  huntsman  of  the 
Slowfoot  hounds,  near  Mr.  Latherington's,  and  Mr.  Watchom.  But 
critics  are  already  made,  as  Lord  Byron  said. 

"  Well,  we'd  oetter  disperse  and  get  ready,"  observed  Bob  Spangles, 
making  for  the  door;  whereupon  the  whole  stream- tide  of  population  set 
in  that  way,  and  the  room  was  presently  cleared. 

George  Cheek  and  the  juveniles  then  returned  to  their  friends  in  the 
front ;  and  George  got.  up  pony  races  among  the  Johnny  Raws,  the 
Baskets,  the  Bulgeys,  and  the  Spooneys,  thrice  round  the  carriage  ring 
and  a  distance,  to  the  detriment  of  the  gravel  and  the  discomfiture  of 
the  flower-bed  in  the  centre. 

Chapter  LXVL 

We  will  now  accompany  Mr.  Watchom  to  the  stable,  whither  his 
resolute  legs  carried  him  as  soon  as  the  champagne  wrought  the  wonderful 
change  in  his  opinion  of  the  weather,  thouffn,  as  he  every  now  and  then 
crossed  a  spangled  piece  of  ground  upon  which  the  sun  had  not  struck, 
or  stopped  to  crack  a  piece  of  ice  with  his  toe,  he  shook  his  heated  head, 
and  doubted  whether  he  was  Cardinal  Wiseman  for  making  the  attempt* 
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Nothing  bitt  tbe  fact  of  ins  cdosideEuig  it  pexfecCl j  iminaterial  ^wfaeliier 
he  was  with  his  hounds  or  not  encouraged  him  in  the  -trndertefttay; 
<<  D — n  them,"  said  he,  "  thev  must  jnst  take  care  of  thonHelyes."  'Widi 
whioh  laudahle  resohition,  aad  an  inwaad  anadienft  at  George  Gfaaek,  km 
left  off  trying  the  gT0i]]id.aiid  tapping  4;he  ioe. 

Watehorn's  huried,  excited  appeiBance,  produced  little  satiaftcAn 
among  the  grooms  €md  helpen  at  the  ataUei,  who  weie  cengratnlatiiig 
tJ^mscdves  on  the  oppttrtune  arnTal  of  the  frost,  aad-aaanging  haw  ihe^ 
should  spend  their  New  Year's-daj. 

*'  Look  sharps  lads  I  look  sharp !"  eacUhned  he,  dapping  his  hands  as 
he  aan  up  the  yard.  ^'Look  sharp,  lads!  look  dharp'I  a!epeated  he,  at 
the  astonished  helpen  Aowed  their  bare  arms  and  diri^  shirts  at  die 
partially  opened  doors,  responsive  to  the  sound.  "  Send  finaffle  lieia» 
asnd  Brown  h&re,  send  GroeiL  here,  lend  Soooks  here,*'  axohumad  he, 
with  the  air  of  a  man  in  aathorii|y. 

Now  Snaffle  was  the  atud-g^room,  a  personage  aitfl^gedmr  independBnt 
«f  the  ]»untsman,  and,  in  the  :ordinary  coume  of  natuia,  finafle  £ad  jaat 
as  much  right  to  send  for  Watchoxa  as  "Watchomliad  to  send  lor  mm; 
bat  Watehom  hemg^  as<we  said  befeie  (though  some  manthB.n&oe),  eiAer 
related  or  some  way  conoeoted  with  Lady  Seagttena^  Jw  jnst  did  las 
he  lihed  .among  the  Jthole  of  them,  asid  they  ware  too  good  jnd^to 
xaheL 

**  Snaffle,"  aaid  he,  as  the  foatifyf  weU"pat^n<-panoiiage  waddlad  mp  to 

t;  <'  finaffle^"  said  he,  ^'  how  many  aomid  oaaas  hacve  yon  ?" 

^'  Naaej  sic,"  pqplted  .Saaffli^  leonfidaotly.. 

^'  How  many  three-legged  'uns  have  you  that  oaa  ga^  tthaa:?'^ 

"Oh !  a  goad  man^i," replied  Snaffle,  raisii^  his  hands  to  tell  tham 
off  on  his  fingers.  "  There's  flop-ihe^wigf  and  fiaonah  BeM  (Haniiifaal|, 
and  Ugly  Jada^  aad  Sig^iJaBaptdis-  "the  Baaonat  as  we  oalls  inm — and 
Harkaway,  and  Hit-me-hasd,  aad  SingU-iMepar,  anl  2aokValiM^  and 
Groggytoes,  and  Greedy  bov,  and  Paff-andhblow;  that's  to  aajrtftsa  and 
thiBe4eggBA  'lans,  at  laasl^  ohatirvcd  Snaffle,  oaxMnfiiig^  or  Tather  ^nli- 
fying  his  ongiaal  assertian. 

^ Ah,  aaell!"  aaid  Watohesn,  '<  that'U  da*-^two  l^  aaattoo  maw  lor 
sane  of  'the  aps  lihey'llliave  to  eany  Let  me  saa,"  aoatinafla  ha, 

dmaghtfiiUic,  «<  HI  iide  'AckMmgr." 

'<  Yes,  sir,"  said  Snaffle. 

^  Sir  'Any,  It-me-'ard." 

**  WaaU  you  fHit  him  ton  fiii^aaapaHia?"  ashed  Snaffle. 

^*  No,"  replied  Watchom,  "^'no ;  I  wants  to  sa^ia  the  Bart,  far  the 
*  lAristooratifi,' "  jneasiiqg  a  steeple-ehaae  that  he  and  aome^of  thebettiiv- 
fiit  fraternity  in  liondon  were  ooneocting,  and  which,  as  usual  iwith  1& 
aaaat  anelofbisk  of  these  oooktail  affiant  was  aeKgEandiaad  widi  >theiatle«lf 
4be  **ATistQeEati&"  Watohern  wanted  Ao  aave  Hardanamatia  for  Aa 
Aristocratic     Sir  'Any,  therefore,  was  to  ride  ^  It-^Ba-^aid. ' 

'^  Is  her  ladyship  going?"  asked  Snaffle. 

**  Her  ladyship  orives,"  replied  Watchom ;  -'*  and  you.  Snooks,"  address- 
ing a  faare'^niied  helpea,  ^  teU  Me.  IVaoas  tettaon  iier  oat  a  pany-iphae- 
tannsidfaiE,  ^rathaosattasasidall^onmlata,  yon  knaw." 

^  Yea,  m,"<aid  &mK  aith  si  tondi  <af  his  Ibralaflk. 

^Asid  iroa*a  better  tdl  3fit.  Leather  ito  hai«  a  haraa  fiir  Ids  maatnc," 
ohmrfod  Watobara  to  fiaaffla^  ^omkas  aa  haw  70a  nidi  ta  «at  hsm^on 
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**  Not  V'  eroliimad  Siia£k;  ^<  have  enough  to  movant  vithoot  hun. 
D'ye  know  how  many  'ill  he  goin'  ?"  asked  he. 

^^  JNfo/*  venUed  Watehosa,  hmrymg  off;  addii^  afl  he  went,  '^  oh,  hang 
'em,  juBt  saodle  'em  aU,  and  let  *ein  eczamhle  for  them." 

The  aoene  then  changed.  Inetead  of  hiiaiag  heJ^Mrs  pimuing  their 
vocations  in  stable  or  saddle-room,  they  began  hustling  about  witk 
saddles  on  their  heads  and  hridJes  in  their  hands,  the  di^  of  eiqMcted 
ease  heiog  chaagedinto  one  of  unusual  trouble.  Mr.  Leather  dedbred,  as 
he  awept  the  clothes  over  Multum  in  Pavo's  tail,  that  it  was  the  meit 
naaoniaQnable  prooeeding  he  had  witnessed;  and  muttoped  something 
about  the  quiet  comforts  he  had  left  at  Mr.  Jcgglebury  Gvowdey's,  hintr 
ing  his  regret  at  having  come  to  Sir  Harry's,  in  a  sort  of  dialogue  with 
himself  as  he  saddled  the  horse.  The  beauties  of  a  last  place  alwagre 
eeme  out  strong  when  a  servant  gets  to  another.  But  we  jnnst  .aoooosr 
famr  Mr.  WatduMcn. 

Thom^  his  early  career  with  the  CamberweU  and  Balham-hill  Uniea 
handen  had  not  initialed  Inm  much  into  the  delicacies  of  the  ehase,  vej^ 
recollecting  the  presence  of  Mr.  Spoiwe,  he  felt  suddenly  sailed  unn  a 
desire  of  "doing  things  as  they  should be;^  and  he  4ient  mntteiing  to 

oar  Sow  he  ~ 


the  kennel,  thinking  how  he  would  leave  Dinnerbell  and  FroepeBenis  at 
home^  and  how  the  paok  would  lock  quite  as  waU  without  Frantic  X9m^ 
sing  half  a  field  ahead,  ixrM,  Stormer  and  Stumer  bringing  up  the  aaar 
warn  kmg  |uratraated  howla.  He  doubted,  indeed*  whettber  ne  would 
take  Deviate,  who  wasanineorrigibledcirter;  but  as  ahe  was  aot  mnsh 
vane  in  this  lespeet  than  Chattcaar,  whoAlso  jwa  miut^  or  Hamaonj^  whe 
avas  aa  iuarterato  bslbbkr,  jwd  the  pack  sreuU  leek  cather  sheit  without 
Aeo)^  heieserved  the  paint  far  fiuather  eomnderatjop,  as  the  judges  aaf. 

His  peculations  wNve  iatenpted  by  asrivin^  at  the  Juimel;  aM» 
finding  me  doer  £ag^  h»  looked  under  the  elate,  aavd  Aone  Ae  firaae^ 
and  inside  the  window,  and  on  the  wall,  for  the  key;  and  his  nhakn,  and 
kioli^  and  clatter,  were  eniy  anewnwd  by  a  fiiA  ehiwus  from  theegBoiteA 
fiOBB^pany  within. 

''  Ha^g  the  falleor!  whaf s  gat  lumf  eaekunied  he,  mewing  Joe 
fia«ish,  the  feeder,  who  he  expected  to  find  theae. 

Jom,  however,  was  absent;  net  holiday  asaking,  but  on  a  d\pkiinaitir 
dunt  to  Mic  Greyatones,  tba  milkc,  at  Splashfud,  who  had  poaitifvelgr 
aaGuaed  to  supply  any  more  sneal,  mitil  fab  ''Mtde  hiU"  (4ML)  4m  ife 
Jdbofie  preTiQus  yean  was  eetded;  and  flesh  being  very  aovoe  in  4he 
4xamtry,  the  hounds  wcae  quite  fit  to  go,  from  the  absolute  want  of  (food. 
Joe  had  gone  lo  trv  and  coax  Mr.  Gamtones  out  of  a  ton  or  two  flf 
jam],  on  3ie  strength  of  its  beboig  New  Xear's-dm^ 

«'Daah  the  faUerl  wot's  got  'im?"  eaadaimed  Wafcchoaa,  seiainr  Ae 
Jatok,  and  xattlmg  it  funonsly.  The  saelody  of  die  huB|^  padt  mr 
onaaad.  '''Ord jrat  Ae  doorr  wchuaaad  the  infariated  huntsman,  setr 
Iktg  his  baek  agaiaat  it,  when,  at  Ihe  fint  pnah,  oim  it  fl^  Watebom 
fall  baok,  and  the  Mtonidied  pack  poured  over  Us  prostvate  hody^  aa- 
caidkes  alihe^f  hk  holiday  «oat,  his  tidgr  tmva^  and  tcolenette  w*. 
WJbat  a  seiiaMna^aJ  what  a  Iddhwup  iheaa  waa!  Amm  ike  haanda 
ecaaBLpened*  tewKng  and  howlms^  aome  ^un  ^  -Ae  fleah-<waeel,  ie  aae  If 
tiMswas  any  «ieat;  aooseitotiie  hoaaXean,  to  eae  if  .thsaewaa  suogr 
nlmn^  othM  down  <to  the  dahjR,  io  try  and  eiwt  an  eotranoe  in  it: 
arfafe  LauMbBE,  and  L^fateoma,  wd  fiurahei^  mihed  to  the  baekyaed 
fif  Jbmaaeh  Howe,  aadiwew  pnaantif 'qp  iodnir  eaas  in  the  fig-pA 
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"  Get  me  my  horn! — get  me  my  whip! — get  me  my  cap! — ^^get  me 
my  houts !"  exclaimed  Watchorn,  as  he  recovered  his  legs,  and  saw  his 
wife  observing  the  scene  from  the  door.  "  Get  me  my  bouts ! — get  me 
my  cap! — get  me  my  whip! — get  me  my  horn,  woman T*  continued  he, 
reversing  tne  order  of  things,  and  rubbing  the  hounds'  feet-marks  off 
his  clothes  as  he  spoke. 

Mrs.  Watchorn  was  too  well  drilled  to  dwell  upon  orders,  and  she  met 
her  lord  and  master  in  the  passage  with  the  enumerated  articles  in  her 
hand.  Watchorn  having  deposited  himself  on  an  entrance-hall  chair— 
for  it  was  a  roomy,  well-furnished  house,  having  been  the  steward's  while 
there  was  anything  to  take  care  of — Mrs.  Watchorn  proceeded  to  strip 
off  his  gaiters  while  he  drew  on  bis  boots  and  crowned  himself  witn 
his  cap.  Mrs.  Watchorn  then  buckled  on  his  spurs,  and  he  hurried  off, 
horn  in  hand,  desiring  her  to  have  him  a  basin  of  turtle-soup  ready 
against  he  came  in;  adding,  *'  She  knew  where  to  get  it."  The  frosty 
air  then  resounded  with  the  twang,  twang,  twang,  of  his  horn,  and 
hounds  began  drawing  up  from  all  quarters,  just  as  sportsmen  cast  up  at 
a  meet  from  the  Lord  knows  where. 

'* He-here,  hounds — he-here,  good  dogs!"  cried  he,  coaxing  and 
making  much  of  the  first  comers;  "he-here,  Galloper,  old  boy!"  con- 
tinued he,  diving  into  his  coat  pocket,  and  throwing  him  a  bit  of 
biscuit.  The  appearance  of  food  had  a  very  encouraging  effect,  for  forth- 
with there  was  a  general  rush  towards  Watchorn,  and  it  was  only  by  rating 
and  swinging  his  whip  about  that  he  prevented  the  pack  from  pawing 
and  perhaps  downing  him.  At  length,  having  got  them  somewhat 
tranquillised,  he  set  off  on  his  return  to  the  stables,  coaxing  the  shy 
hounds,  and  rating  and  rapping  those  that  seemed  inclined  to  bret^ 
away.  Thus  he  managed  to  march  into  the  stable-yard  in  pretty  good 
order,  just  as  the  house  party  arrived  in  the  opposite  direction,  attired  in 
the  most  extraordinary  and  incongruous  habiliments.  There  was  Bob 
Spangles,  in  a  swallow-tuled  mulberry-coloured  scarlet,  that  looked 
like  au  old  pen-wiper,  white  duck  trousers,  and  lack-lustre  Napoleon 
boots;  Captain  Cutitfat,  in  a  smart  new  ^'  Moses  and  Son's"  straignt-cut 
scarlet,  with  blood-hounds'  heads  on  the  buttons,  vellow-ochre 
leathers,  and  Wellington  boots  with  drab  knee  caps  ;  little  6ouncey  in  a 
tremendously  baggy  long-backed  scarlet,  whose  gaping  outside  pockets 
showed  that  they  had  carried  its  late  owner's  hands  as  well  as  his  hand- 
kerchief; the  clumsy  device  on  the  tarnished  buttons  looking  quite  as 
much  like  sheep's  heads  as  foxes'.  Bouncey's  tight  tweed  trousers  were 
thrust  into  a  pair  of  wide  fisherman's  boots,  which,  but  for  his  little  round- 
about stomach,  would  have  swallowed  him  up  bodily.  Captain  Quod  ap- 
peared in  a  venerable  dress  coat  of  the  Melton  Hunt,  made  in  the  reign 
of  Mr.  Erring^n,  whose  much-stained  and  smeared  silk  facings  bore  testi- 
mony to  the  good  cheer  it  had  seen.  As  if  in  contrast  to  the  light  airiness 
of  tnis  garment.  Quod  had  on  a  tremendously  large  shaggy  brown 
waistcoat,  with  horn  buttons,  a  double  tier  of  pockets,  and  a  niche  out  in 
front.  With  an  unfair  partiality  his  nether  man  was  attired  in  a  pair  of 
shabby  old  black,  or  rather  brown,  dress  trousers,  thrust  into  long 
Wellington  boots  with  brass  heel  spurs.  Captain  Seedeybuck  had  on  a 
spruce  swallow-tailed  green  coat  of  Sir  Harry's,  a  pair  of  old  tweed 
trousers  of  his  own,  thrust  into  long  chamois  leather  opera  boots,  with  red 
morocco  tops,  giving  the  whole  a  very  unique  and  novel  appearance.  Mr.  Ox^ 
lando  Bugles,  though  going  to  drive  with  my  lady,  thought  it  incumbent 
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to  put  on  hb  top-boots,  and  appeared  m  kerseymere  shorts,  and  a  highly 
frogged  and  furred  blue  frock  coat,  with  the  comer  of  a  busked  cambnc 
handkerchief  acting  the  part  of  a  star  on  his  breast. 

*'  Here  comes  old  sixteen-string'd  Jack?"  exclaimed  Bob  Spangles,  as 
his  brother-in-law,  Sir  Hany,  came  hitching  and  limping  along,  all 
strings,  and  tapes,  and  ends,  as  usual,  followed  by  Mr.  Sponge  in  the 
strict  and  severe  order  of  sporting  costume;  double-stitched,  back-stitched, 
sleeve-strapped,  pull-devil,  pull-baker  coat,  broad  corduroy  vest  with  fox- 
teeth  buttons,  still  broader  corded  breeches,  and  the  redoubtable  vinegar 
tops.  ^^  Now  we're  all  ready  !'*  exclaimed  Bob,  working  his  arms  as  if 
anxious  to  be  off,  and  giving  a  shrill  shilling  gallery  whistle  with  his 
lingers,  causing  the  stable  doors  to  fly  open,  and  the  variously  tackled 
steeds  to  emerge  from  their  stalls. 

^^  A  horse !  a  horse !  my  kingdom  for  a»horse !"  exclaimed  Miss  Glitters, 
running  up  as  fast  as  her  long  habit,  or  rather  Lady  Scamperdale*s  long 
habit,  would  allow  her.  '^  A  horse !  a  horse!  my  kingdom  for  a  horse !" 
repeated  she,  diving  into  the  throng. 

"  White  Surrey  is  saddled  for  the  field,**  replied  Mr.  Orlando  Bugles, 
drawing  himself  up  pompously,  and  waving  nis  right  hand  gracefully 
towards  her  ladyslup's  palfrey,  congratulating  himself  that  Miss  Glitters 
was  going  to  be  Dumped  upon  it  instead  of  him. 

**^Give  me  a  leg  up,  Seedey  !"  exclaimed  she  to  the  "  ffent"  of  the 
green  coat,  fearing  that  Miss  Howard,  who  was  a  little  behind,  might 
claim  the  horse. 

Captain  Seedeybuck  seized  her  pretty  little  uplifted  foot  and  vaulted 
her  into  the  saddle  with  the  agility  of  a  Circus  girl.  Taking  the  horse 
lightly  by  the  mouth,  she  gave  him  the  slightest  possible  touch  with  the 
whip,  and  moved  him  about  at  will,  instead  of  fretting  and  fighting  him 
as  the  clumsy  heavy-handed  Bugles  had  done.  She  looked  beautiful  on 
horseback,  and  for  a  long  time  rivetted  the  attention  of  our  sportsman. 
At  length  they  began  to  think  of  themselves,  and  then  there  were  such 
climbings  on,  and  clutchings,  and  catchings,  and  clin^ngs,  and  gently' 
ings,  and  who-hoo-ings,  and  questionings  if  **such  a  horse  was  quiet?" 
if  another  ''could  leap  well?"  if  a  third  ''had  a  good  mouth?"  and 
whether  a  fourth  "  ever  ran  away  ?" 

"  Take  my  port  stirrup  up  two  'oles !"  excliumed  Captain  Bouncey 
from  the  top  of  high  Hop-the-twig,  sticking  out  a  leg  •  to  let  the  groom 
do  as  he  was  bid. 

The  captain  having  been  a  Brighton  billiard-table  marker,  affected  the 
sea,  instead  of  the  land-service,  as  most  of  the  other  captains  did. 

'*  Avast  there !''  exclaimed  he,  as  the  groom  ran  the  buckle  up  to  the 
desired  hole.  "  Now, "  said  h^,  gathering  up  the  reins  in  a  bunch, 
"  how  many  knots  an  hour  can  this  horse  go  ?" 

"  Twenty,'*  replied  the  man,  thinking  he  meant  miles. 
''  Let  her  go  then !"  exclaimed  the  captain,  kicking  the  horse's  sides 
with  his  spurless  heel. 

Mr.  Watchom  now  mounted  Harkaway;  Sir  Harry  scrambled  on  to 
Hit-me-hard  ;  Miss  Howard  was  hoisted  on  to  Groggytoes,  and  all  the 
rest  being  "fit"  with  horses  of  some  sort  or  other,  and  the  races  in  the 
front  being  over,  the  juveniles  poured  into  the  yard.  Lady  Scattercaab's 
pony-phaeton  turned  out  of  it,  and  our  friends  were  all  ready  for  a 
start. 
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PROGRESS  OF  ARCTIC  EXPLORATION.* 

As  scientific  research  and  increase  of  knowledge  in  the  Aictia  Sets 
are  at  the  present  moment  ahnoet  obliterated,  by  the  intense  intepest 
and  anxiety  that  has  been  proved  to  exist  among  all  dasses  and  all 
kinds  of  persons  in  the  fate  of  our  long-lost  countrymen ;  so  the  pkia^ 
straightforward  narrative;,  the  rough-and-ready  words  of  (me  who,  liks 
many  others,  rushed  forwaid  with  a  generous  and  noble  impulse,  fos- 
saking  home,  domestic  comforts,  and  usually  safe  puisuits,  to  join  in  the 
heart-stirring  search  of  desolate  ice-dad  seaa,  are  i^lete  with  deepest 
and  most  impressive  interest.  It  will  be  long  now  before  the  AsotMi 
Seas,  with  their  long,  dark  winters,  and  icy  wildernesses,  in  floes  or  in 
fields,  in  hunmiocks  or  in  more  mountainous  bergs,  will  £eu1  to  nvet 
thoughts  of  dire  sufifering  still  relieved  by  hopes  and  aspirations^  whieh 
grow  dsdly  in  inten^ty,  and  which  derive  a  sometimes  melancholy,  some- 
times more  inspiriting  zest^  from  every  new  detail  of  research  and  ad* 
venture. 

The  Prince  Albert^ — ^for  the  naxxative  of  whoae  voyage,  and  sketdqf 
delineations  of  every-day  life  in  the  Arctic  Sea%  we  are  indebted  to  Ife 
W.  Parker  Snow,— -was  fitted  out  with  the  especial  olject  of  thoroughly 
searching  the  west  coast  of  Regent  Inlet  to  the  bpttom  of  the  Gulf  of 
Boothia  into  James  Ross's  Strait,  and  down  to  Simpson's  Strait.  There 
can  be  little  doubt  that  Sir  John  Franklin  would  not,  unless  compelled 
or  driven  to  such  a  step,  have  sailed  down  Regent's  Inlet.  The  instrae- 
tions  which  he  received  were  to  proceed  to  Baffin's  Bay^  and,  as-  soon  as 
the  ice  permitted,  to  enter  Lancaster  Sound,  and  proceed  westwasd, 
through  Barrow's  Strait^  in  the  latitude  of  about  74;^  deg.,  until  he  reached 
the  longitude  of  Cape  Walkeiv  or  about  98  deg.  west.  He  was  then  to 
use  every  efiPort  to  penetrate,  southward  and  westward,  towards  Behiin|^ 
Strait ;  and  it  was  in  this  part  that  thdr  great  diflGksulties  were  appm- 
bended.  If  these  were  proved  to  be  insunnountable,  they  were  next 
directed  to  return  to  Banow*s  Strait,  and  proceed  northwards  by  the 
broad  channel  between  North  Devon  and  ComwaUis-  Island,  oommonly 
called  Wellington  Channel,  provided  it  appeared  open  and  dear  of  ioe. 

We  have  before  observed  that  the  Erebtis  and  TerroTy,  the  ships  of 
Sir  John  Franklin's  expedition,  were  last  seen,  moored  to  an  iceberg*  o<^ 
the  26th  of  July,  1845,  sizty-eig^t  days  after  their  departure  from  Eng- 
land, in  latituofe  74  deg.  48  min.,  and  longitude  66  deg.  13  min.  W..; 
a  position  approaching  the  middle  of  Baffin's  Bay,  and  about  210  miles 
firam  the  entrance  of  Lancaster  Sound. 

When,  therefore,  the  time  had  more  than  gone  by  when  it  was  ex- 
pected that  the  objects  of  the  expedition,  accomplished  or  not^  Sir  John 
Franklin  would  have  returned  to  his  own  country,  one  of  the  most  painful 
conclusions  drawn  was,  that  some  acddent  or  catastrophe  might  have  hap- 
pened to  the  expedition  at  the  onset,  and  whilst  still  in  comparatively 
open  seas,  but  when  beset  Iff  iee-fidds  and  icebergs.  The  happy  dis- 
covery of  traces  of  the  expedition  at  Cape  Riley  have  done  away  witii 

*  Vo3rage  of  the  Prince  Albert  in  Search  of  Sir  John  Franklin :  A  Narrative  of 
Bvwy-Day  Life  in  the  Arctic  Sess.  By  W.  Parker  Snow.  Longman,  Brown, 
Green,  and  Longmans. 
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all  mmipnm  upon  dns  vomt^  althoorii'  it  hat  left  iir  somewiuit 
tartninate  whefther  Sir  Joan  F^nklin  bad  sailed  aocofdmg  to'hia  inatrao- 
tknui  southward  and  urartwaid;  to  Cape  Walker,  of  nordiward  and  Trest* 
imid  up  Wellington  Cfaannel;.  or  whether  the  letiea  may  not  hare  be» 
longed  to  a  yisit  made  to  the  said  Cape  Biley  at  a  time  when^  having 
Uled  m  penetrating  sonllhwafdB  and  weatward^  he  had-  returned  in 
aoooidanaa  with  hb  injimcticm^  and  had  fennd  an  open  way  by  Wei* 
lington  Channel* 

vFe  have  befiirB  nwoided  onr  opinion,  oonndering  the  oinramstanoes 
{£  the  leading  objects  of  Sir  Jobi  Franklin's  expedition,  that  traces 
flf  the  execution'  nvie  fbund  abo  on  ComwalUs  Island,  westward 
of  Cape  Biley,  and  that  Captain  Auatin's  expedition  had,  after  ex- 
aminiDg  these  importent  indications,  continiied  to  wend  its  way  to 
tfe  southward  and  westward,  that  the  latter  is  the  direction  to  whioh 
our  hopes  and  fears  must  naturally  turn  themaeWes  at  the  present 
monent.  It  is,  however,  but  fair  to  state  that  Sir  John  Franklin  is 
sveraed  (see  ^ShiHinglaw's  Narrative  of  Arctic  Discovery,"  p.  339)  to 
have  had  a  great  desb»  to  explore  ^is  strait;  and  as  he  might  hold  die 
opinion  with  Colonel  Sabine  and  Baron  Wrangell,  that,  from  the  simi*- 
laxity  of  ^e  trending  of  the  northern  coasts  of  the  two  continents,  open 
wsAer  would  be  found' to  exist  on  the  American  side>  on  reaching  a  cer- 
tam  nordiem  latttnde,  as  it  was  on  die  Asiatic  he  mi^t  therefore  have 
been  induced  to  attempt  this  route. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  tftue  Prince  Albert yna  fitted  out  upon  theprobabifity 
of  the  first  view  of  the  course*  followed  being  correct.  Tne  objects 
proposed  were  the  result  of  a  curious  and  interesting  speculation.  The  ex- 
pedition under  that  indefatigable  Arctic  voyager^  Sir  James  Clark  Ross,  had 
explored  the  north  and  west  coast  of  North  Somerset  to  near  Cape  Nicoloi, 
imere  a  very  narrow  isthmus  separates  Plrinoe  Regent  Inlet  from  oie  western 
sea  at  Cresswell  and  Bnntfard  Baya  They  had  thus  assured  themselves 
that  if  tiiose  whom  they  were  in  seardi  of  ntd  at  any  time  been  upon  the 
north  or  west  coast  of  iQ'orth  Somerset,  they  must  have  met  with  traces 
of  them.  At  the  same  tune  that  Sir  James  Ross  was  engaged  in  this 
pesillous  land,  or  radter  ioe  and  snow,  e^iedition.  Lieutenant  Barnard 
iiad  been  exploring  in  a  similar  manner  the  north  shore  of  Barrow's 
Straits ;  Lieutenant  Browne  the  east  shore  of  Prince  Regentf  s  Inlet ;  and 
Lieutenant  Robinson  the  western  shore  of  the  same  inlet.  The  labours 
of  diese  latter  parties  were,  however,  of  comparatively  short  duration  and 
extents.  Like  Sir  James  Ross's  party,  th^  were  severely  inconvenienced, 
if  not  incapadtated,  by  snow,  blindness,  sprained  ankles,  and  general 
debility.  Lieutenant  Robinson's  explorations  did  not  extend  to  beyond  a 
few  miles  southward  of  Fury  Beaeh. 

It  was  therefore  deemed  possible,  and,  indeed,  very  probable,  that 
though  the  land  of  North  Somerset  had  presented  no  traces  of  Sir  John 
Franklin,  or  of  any  of  his  party,  the  land  of  Boothia,  to  the  southward, 
might  do  so.  The  arguments  brought  forward  in  support  of  this  view  of  the 
question  were  not  only  such  as  a  well-directed  sympathy,  anxious  to  leave 
no  pomt  unexplored,  would  have  suggested,  but  they  derived  additional 
strength  fkom  the  opinions  given  in  its  favour  by  eminent  arctic  voyagers, 
as  well  as  from  Sir  John  Franklin's  ovm  words,  depressed  some  years 
baol^  concerning  the  best  and  most  likely  mode  of  examining  the  noithem 
coasts  of  America.     Sir  John  Richardson,  in  giving  a  report,  in  1847, 
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concerning  the  best  mode  of  sending  relief  to  the  misnng  expeditioa, 
observed  that  it  was  part  of  Sir  John  Franklin's  plan,  should  he  fail  in 
being  able  to  get  on  in  other  quarters,  to  descend  Regent's  Inlet,  and 
seek  the  passage  along  the  coast  discoYered  by  Messrs.  Dease  and 
Simpson. 

It  was,  therefore,  determined  by  Lady  Franklin  to  have  a  search  of  the 
land  of  Boothia  made  simultaneously  with  the  other  explorations,  and  she 
accordingly  purchased  the  Prince  Albert  from  Messrs.  White  and  Co.,  of 
Cowes,  and  sent  her  to  Aberdeen  for  the  requisite  fittings  and  strengthen- 
ings to  be  put  upon  her  for  the  service  she  was  to  be  employed  in.  To 
effidct  this,  it  is  understood  that  Lady  Franklin  sold  out  of  the  funds  all 
the  money  which  she  could  legally  touch,  and  that  the  remainder  of  the 
expenses  not  met  by  voluntary  subscriptions,  of  about  1500/.,  and  which 
amounted  altogether  to  between  3000/.  and  4000/.,  have  been  made 
good  by  the  same  estimable  lady. 

Captain  Forsyth,  R.N.,  having  volunteered  to  command  the  Prince 
Albert^  that  little  vessel  of  scarcely  ninety  tons  sailed  on  her  adventurous 
voyage  on  the  5th  of  June,  1850,  the  especial  service  assigned  to  her 
being  that  of  conveying  a  boat  expedition  to  the  best  starting-point  for 
accomplishing  the  intended  search  of  the  land  of  Boothia  and  its  vicinity  ; 
but  she  was  also  supplied  with  the  necessary  housing  in  order  to  make  her 
a  suitable  and  sufficient  shelter  during  the  depth  of  winter,  when  neither 
walking  parties  nor  boats  could  be  despatched.  The  objects  proposed 
were  the  thorough  search  of  the  west  coast  of  Regent's  Inlet  to  the  bottom 
of  the  Gulf  of  Boothia,  together  with  the  western  side  of  Boothia,  into 
James  Ross's  Strait,  and  down  to  Simpson's  Strait.  The  latter  of  these 
formed  the  passage  into  Regent's  Inlet,  which  is  laid  down  in  the  charts 
given  to  Sir  John  Franklin,  the  existence  of  interposing  land  being 
unknown  until  the  return  of  Mr.  Rae,  in  1847.  Simpson's  Strait  would 
therefore  appear  to  Sir  John  Franklin  to  offer  a  passage  for  his  boats  into 
Regent's  Inlet ;  and  it  is  believed  by  many  that,  if  compelled  to  abandon 
his  ships  anywhere  in  the  region  south-west  of  Cape  Walker,  he  might 
make  for  Regent's  Inlet  and  the  stores  on  Fury  Beach. 

On  the  9th  of  June  the  Prince  Albert  was  working  her  way  to  wind- 
ward through  the  Pentland  Frith.  She  was  found  to  be  an  excellent  sea 
boat,  hardly  shipping  any  water  in  comparison  to  what  happens  to  small 
vessels  in  general.  She  was  also  very  tight,  her  pumps  not  having  as  yet 
been  once  uded  from  necessity.  Her  motions,  however,  when  olowmg 
hard,  or  in  a  heavy  sea,  are  described  as  being  very  disagreeably  ^'  lively." 
Progress  was  a  g^ood  deal  impeded  by  contrary  winds,  and  it  was  not  till 
the  2nd  of  July  that  they  came  in  sight  of  the  first  icebergs.  Drift- 
wood, such  as  is  supposed  by  Dr.  Scoresby  to  come  from  lands  on  the 
other  side  of  the  Pole,  was  met  with  at  the  same  time.  They  were  now 
doubling  the  southernmost  point  of  Greenland,  and  that  with  a  tremen- 
dously high  sea  tumbling  upon  them.  ^'  It  was»  indeed,"  says  Mr.  Snow, 
'<  the  grim  spint  of  the  Greenland  Cape  pouring  forth  his  vial  of  wrath 
upon  our  tiny  bark,  for  daring  to  venture  near  his  dreaded  haunts."  On 
the  4th,  they  had  calms.  Cape  Desolation — which,  as  merry-hearted 
Captain  Fitzjames  observed,  ^  sounds  polar  enough" — being  distant  about 
101  miles.  A  great  number  of  birds  now  flitted  around  them,  and  bottle- 
nosed  whales  ploughed  the  deep  in  their  vicinity.  On  the  8th,  they  stood 
in  towards  the  hnd,  and  the  next  day  obtained  a  view  of  the  mag^nificent 
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mountains  about  Coquin  Sound,  above  which  the  celebrated  '^  sugar- 
loaf"  occasionally  peeped  out  from  the  dense  clouds  in  bold  and  lofty 
grandeur. 

On  the  morning  of  the  11th,  they  came  unexpectedly  upon  the  first 
ice,  a  "  stream,"  or  oblong  collection  of  drift,  but  continuous  pieces, 
throu&^h  which  the  Prince  Albert  was  at  on<||t  made  to  force  her  way. 

Afl;er  a  first  and  successful  bout  with  the  great  obstacle  of  the  polar 
seas,  the  Prince  Albert  was  hauled  up  for  the  land  about  Whale  Fish 
Islands.  In  doing  this  they  experienced  some  very  severe  weather;  blow- 
ing hurricanes,  with  a  short,  high  sea,  perfectly  furious,  lashiug  about 
ship,  land,  and  icebergs  with  the  madness  of  a  maelstrom,  and  with  a 
violence  that  apparency  nothing  could  resist.  On  the  13th,  the  weather 
cleared  up,  and  the  boat  landing  on  the  western  coast  of  Disco  for  water, 
found  there  a  Shetlander's  grave,  <*  a  loixe  and  solitary  spot,  in  some  of  the 
wildest  and  most  majestic  scenes  of  Nature."  Mr.  Snow*s  description  of 
the  land  here  is  highly  picturesque.  The  lofty  pinnacles,  like  needles,  of 
the  mountains,  cutting  through  the  dense  clouds,  appeared,  he  says,  like 
the  taperine^  spires  of  so  many  cathedals.  Upwards  of  a  hundi^^d  ice- 
bergs were  m  sight  at  the  same  time,  and  the  change  occasioned  by  their 
motions  in  the  scenery  is  compared  to  the  transformations  in  some  large 
temple  of  the  drama. 

On  the  15th,  they  spoke  two  whalers  of  repute,  the  Truelove,  Mr. 
Parker,  of  Hull,  and  her  consort  the  Anna^  Mr.  Wells,  also  of  Hull;  and 
on  the  17th,  they  touched  at  the  Danish  settlement  of  Upemavick,  a 
place,  from  Mr.  Snow*s  descriptions,  rendered  not  a  little  remarkable  by 
its  deep  and  narrow  fiords,  lofty  cliffs,  iron-bound  coast,  enormous  high 
rocky  mountain^,  glaciers  descending  to  the  water's  edge,  avalanches  of 
snow  and  icebeigs,  tuiQbluig  over  with  a  noise  like  the  cracking  of  some 
mighty  edifice  of  stone,  or  the  bursting  of  several  pieces  of  ordnance. 
On  the  18th,  as  they  were  approaching  Uie  **  Pack,"  the  "  crow*s-nest,"  a 
light  cask  to  shelter  the  look-out  man,  was  duly  installed  at  the  mast- 
head, with  all  the  customary  honours.  The  crowds -nest,  Mr.  Snow  tells 
us,  is  a  favourite  place  with  many  whaling  captains  (Penny  for  instance), 
who  are  rarely  out  of  it  for  days  when  among  the  ice.  Ice  anchors, 
daws,  axes,  &c.,  were  laid  in  order;  tow  ropes,  warps,  and  all  the  other 
gear,  examined  and  coiled  down  for  use;  the  men,  too,  began  to  get  their 
•<  tracking  belts"  prepared  for  service;  "and  altogether,"  says  Mr.  Snow, 
''a  new  phase  in  our  existence  was  evidently  about  to  commence." 

It  was  all  firesh  to  me:  I  enjoyed  it;  and  had  enough  to  do,  admiring  the 
enormous  masses  of  ice  we  were  passing,  the  white-topped  mountains  in  the 
distance,  and  the  strange  aspect  of  everything  around  me.  It  seemed,  as  we 
riowly  threaded  our  way  through  the  hergs,  that  we  were  ahout  approaching  some 
great  battle-field,  in  which  we  were  to  be  actively  engaged;  and  that  we  were 
now,  cautiously,  passing  through  the  various  outposts  of  the  mighty  encampment; 
at  other  times  I  could  almost  fimcy  we  were  about  to  enter  secretly,  by  the 
suburbs,  some  of  those  vast  and  wonderful  cities  whose  magnificent  ruins  throw 
into  utter  insignificance  all  the  grandeur  of  succeeding  ages.  Silently,  and 
apparently  without  motion,  did  we  glide  along,  amidst  dark  hazy  weather,  rain, 
and  enough  wind  to  fill  the  sails  and  steady  tiiem,  but  no  more.  In  the  afternoon 
we  passed  Budian's  and  Berry's  Islands,  me  fog  and  thick  weather  still  around 
us;  and  at  six  p.m.  we  began  to. enter  loose  ice,  which  seemed  to  cover  the  sea  in 
streams  as  far  as  the  eye  could  see.  Slowly  and  cautiously  we  proceeded  through 
it;  hardly  venturing,  in  this  our  first  and  timid  experience,  to  let  the  smallest 
piece  come  against  the  ship's  side;  so  difibrent  was  our  feeUng  now  firom  what  it 
became  but  a  diort  time  afterwards. 

Partly  by  towing,  partly  by  sailing,  they  were  enabled  to  pass  BafiSn's 
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lalaiidfly  an  immenBe  number  of  bergs  encnding  them,  on  the  19th.  Tbe 
stiettms  of  ice  were  now  becoming  thicker,  and  oocorred  oftener,  and  the 
next  day  they  came  upon  a  heavy  rugged  pack,  with  large  bergs  towering 
up  from  its  skirts  and  centre,  and  hnmmocky  pieces  thrown  up  in  various 
direetions: 

We  were,  therefore,  tme  enAgh,  ftirly  'Mn  the  ice  :**  bat  ice  of  which  most 
resders  have  no  idea.  The  water  ftoseo  in  our  pends  and  lakes  at  home  is  but  as 
a  mere  thin  paneofglaM  in  oomparisen  to  that  which  now  came  upon  us.  ^enc^ 
before  you  xniles  aod  miles  of  a  tabular  icj  rock  eight  feet  or  more,  solid,  thick 
throughout,  unbroken,  or  onlj  by  a  single  rent  here  and  there,  not  sufficient  to 
separate  the  piece  itsdfl  Conceive  this  icj  rock  to  be  in  many  parts  of  a  perfectly- 
even  sorfiice,  but  in  others  covered  with  what  mig^t  well  be  conceived  as  the 
mins  oS  a  mighty  dty  suddenly  destroyed  by  an  earthquake,  and  the  lemaina 
jumbled  togemer  in  one  confused  mass.  Let  there  be  also  huge  blocks  of  most 
rantastic  form  scattered  about  upon  this  tabular  surface,  and  in  some  places  rising  in 
towering  height,  and  in  one  apparently  connected  chain,  fiir,  far  beyond  the  sight. 
Take  these  in  your  view,  and  you  will  have  some  fidnt  idea  of  what  was  tbe  kind 
of  ice  presented  to  my  eye  as  I  gazed  upon  it  from  aloft. 

It  was  in  this  part  of  Baffin's  Bay,  most  dreaded  by  the  daring  and 
adventurous  whalers,  and  called  from  its  fearful  character  the  **  Devil's 
Nip,"  that  the  Prince  Albtrt  came  up  with  Sir  John  Ross's  vessel,  the 
FrnXy  which  appeared  to  be  boxing  about,  as  if  running  in  and  out  of 
the  ice.  They  also  saw  here  the  first  polar  bear,  who  had  been  watching 
at  a  seal-hole.  The  Prince  AU>ert  was  now  also  hemmed  in  by  the  ice, 
and  the  actual  labour  of  forcing  thm  way  through  the  ''rock  water^ 
conmienced.  They  had  also  a  brush  against  a  berg,  but  without  other 
damage  than  a  good  scrapin?,  the  huge  block  of  ice  being,  fortunately, 
nearly  peipendicular.  On  the  2l8t  the  little  ship  was  actually  engaged 
in  a  labyrinth  of  icebergs: 

Like  a  frightened  hare  did  the  poor  thing  seem  to  lly,  here,  there,  and  every- 
where, vainly  striving  to  escape  from  the  apparent  trap  she  had  got  inta  It  was 
a  strange  and  novel  sight.  I  could  hardly  realise  it.  It  seemed  as  though  I  were 
merely  witnessing  the  representation  of  it,  and  was,  myielf,  free  from  sharing  in 
any  of  its  undoubted  danger.  For  three  or  four  hours — ^indeed  ever  since  we  tiad 
entered  this  basin  of  water,  we  had  been  vainly  striving  to  find  some  passage  out 
of  it,  in  as  near  a  direction  as  possible  to  our  proper  course;  but  neither  this  way, 
nor  any  other  way,  nor  even  that  in  which  we  had  entered  (for  the  passage  had 
again  suddenly  dosed),  could  we  find  one.  At  last,  about  ten  ▲.«.,  an  opening 
between  two  large  bergs  was  discovered  to  the  N.W.  Without  a  moment's  delay 
our  gallant  little  bark  was  pushed  into  it,  and  soon  we  found  ourselves  threading 
through  a  complete  labyrinth  of  ice  rocks,  if  they  may  be  so  called,  where  the 
very  smallest  of  them,  ay,  or  even  a  fragment  from  one  of  them,  if  frilling  on  us, 
would  have  splintered  into  ten  thousand  pieces  the  gallant  vessel  that  had  thus 
thrust  herself  among  them,  and  would  have  buried  her  crew  irretrievably.  Won- 
deifril  indeed  was  it  alL  In  truth,  I  cannot  well  describe  the  picture  as  it  came 
before  me.    It  was  a  living  reality  at  the  time;  now  it  is  but  as  a  dream! 

Onwards,  however,  tbey  pursued  their  course^  along  lanes  and  clian- 
nels,  not  unlike  the  paths  and  streets  of  a  mighty  city,  when  suddenly  on 
turning  out  of  a  passage  between  some  lof^  b^rgs,  the  Felix  was  seen 
ahead,  lying  alongnde  the  fiat  ice  as  by  a  quay.  This  was  truly  a 
curious  meeting.  Communication  was  soon  established  by  Commander 
Phillips  running  over  the  ice  to  the  new  comers^  and  a  friendly  dinnar 
cemented  consort^iip  in  a  dangeroos  navigation.  Seven  large  whalers 
came  down  next  day,  wen&g  their  way  with  the  characteristic  and 
dauntless  fearlessness  of  the  craf^  under  a  press  of  sail,  all  their  boats 
towing,  and  colours  hoisted. 

On  the  31st  Captain  Austin's  fleet  was  observed  to  the  north*north- 
east,  distant  about  eight  miles,  and  an  attempt  was  made  to  reach  it 


Progreu  cf  Arctic  Exploration.  239 

acrofls  the  ice.  The  ezcarstonistB  were,  however,  baffled  hj  laige  broknt 
patches  and  hummocks  on  the  way.  The  Americaii  brigcmtiiies  also 
came,  up  the  next  day,  boldly  pushing  their  way  from  the  southward* 
Melville  Bay  was  thus  alive  with  sailing  vessels  and  steamers,  royal  and 
republican  sh^  and  taut  and  daring  ItUle  adventoreis  working  on  theiv 
own  accoimt,  or  rather  on  that  of  an  anxious  6u£6ering  lady.  Momentazy 
difficulties  and  dangers,  however,  kept  arising  from  the  heavier  and 
worse  kinds  of  ice  now  about  them,  and  from  the  capricious  movements 
of  the  large  pieces  and  the  floes: 

But  the  Pri$tct  Albert  stood  it  well;  altiiou|(h  it  was  painflally  evident  that 
should  the  heavy  outer  floes  still  keep  setting  in  upon  those  which  enclosed  us, 
nothing  could  save  her.  To  describe  our  position  at  this  moment  it  will  be  only 
neeessacy  to  observe  that  both  vessels  were  as  completdy  in  the  ice  as  if  they 
had  been  dropped  into  it  from  on  higli,  and  ftozen  there.  •  It  had  been  Impossihfo 
for  me  to  sleep  dozing  the  night,  in  consequence  of  the  oonstant  hanh  grating 
sound  that  the  floes  caused  as  they  slowly  and  heavily  mored  along  or  191011  the 
ship's  side,  crushing  their  outer  edges  with  a  most  unpieaint  noise  dose  to  my 
ear.  My  sleeping  berth  was  half  under  and  half  abc^  the  level  of  the  water, 
when  the  ship  mmoa  an  even  keeL  In  the  morning  I  heard  tibe  grating  soond 
still  stronger,  and  dose  to  me:  I  threw  mysdf  off  the  bed  and  went  on  dedk. 
From  the  deck  I  jumped  on  to  the  ice,  and  had  a  look  how  it  was  serving  tiie  poor 
little  vessel.  Under  her  stem  I  perodved  large  masses  crushed  up  in  a  fKghtfnl 
manner,  and  with  terrific  force,  suffident,  I  thought,  to  have  knod^ed  her  whole 
counter  in.  My  only  wonder  was  how  she  stood  it;  but  an  explanation,  inde- 
pendent of  her  own  good  strength,  was  soon  presented  to  me  in  the  &ct  that  the 
floe  I  was  standing  upon  was  moving  right  round,  sood  grinding  in  its  progress  aU 
lesser  pieces  in  its  way.  This  was  the  cause  of  safety  to  ourselves  and  the  Fefir. 
Had  the  heavy  bodies  of  ice  been  impelled  directly  towards  us,  as  we  at  first 
jfiaared  they  wonld  be,  instead  of  passing  us  in  an  angular  direction,  we  should 
both,  most  assuredly,  have  been  cmsfaed  like  an  egg-shelL  The  very  her^  or  the 
fioadng  ones,  near  which  we  had  been  &Bt  on  the  previous  day,  were  aiding  in  the 
'impetus  ^ven  by  the  tide  or  current  to  the  masses  now  in  motion;  and  most 
providential  was  it  that  no  wind  was  blowing  from  the  adverse  quarter  at  the  time. 

Upon  each  side  of  the  ship  the  floes  were  sdid,  and  of  great  thickness,  and 
pressing  dosdy  upon  her  timbers.  Under  the  bow,  sevnal  rough  pieces  had  been 
thrown  up  neaiiy  as  high  as  the  levd  of  the  bowsprit,  and  these  were  in  constant 
change,  as  the  larger  masses  drove  by  them. 

I  ascended  on  deck,  and  found  aU  the  preparations  for  tsking  to  the  ice,  if 
necessary,  renewed.  Spirits  of  wine,  for  portable  fhd,  had  been  drawn  off,  and 
placed  handy;  bags  of  bread,  pemmican,  &c.,  were  all  in  readiness;  and  nothing 
was  wanting  in  tba  event  of  a  too  heavy  squeeze  ooming.  We  ooold  perodve 
that,  sooner  or  later,  a  collision  between  the  two  floes,  the  one  on  our  larboard  and 
the  other  on  our  starboard  side,  must  take  place,  as  the  former  had  not  nearly  so 
much  motion  as  the  latter;  but  where  this  collision  wonld  occur  was  imposnble  to 
say.  Between  the  JFkHs  and  us,  the  passage  was  blocked  principally  by  the  same 
sort  of  pieces  4hat  I  have  mentioned  as  lying  under  our  bow;  and  astern  of  ui 
were  several  small  bezgs  that  might  or  might  not  be  of  service  in  breaking  the 
cdlisi6n.  Very  fortunatdy  they  proved  the  former;  for,  presenilv,  I  could  pep* 
oeive  the  floe  on  our  starboard  hand,  as  it  came  cmsUng  and  grinmng  all  near  it, 
in  its  circular  movement,  catdi  one  of  its  eztreoM  comers  on  a  large  block  of  ice 
a  short  distance  astern,  and  by  the  force  of  the  pressure  drive  it  into  the  oppodte 
floe,  rending  and  tearing  all  before  it;  while  at  tiie  same  time  itsdf  rebounded,  as 
it  were,  or  swerved  on  one  side,  and  elided  more  softly  and  with  a  relaxed  pressure 
past  us.  This  was  the  last  trial  of  the  kind  our  little  Prmee  had  to  endure;  for 
afterwards  a  gradual  slackening  of  the  whole  body  of  ice  took  plaoe,  and  at  ten 
it  opened  to  the  sonthwaid. 

They  had,  indeed,  heen  now  a  fortnight  lahominflp  tfaroogh  the  ice 
with  most  ineeasant  toil  and  great  danger,  and  only  made  twelve  miles  in 
their  direct  course  to  the  norwward.  On  the  6th  they  got  into  a  little 
dearer  water ;  thooeands  of  little  aula  and  divers  were  on  the  wing,  in 
the  water,  or  on  pieces  of  ice.    On  the  8th  a  aboottng-party  went  out 
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and  killed  in  a  short  time  150  birds,  many  of  which,  Mr.  Snow  says, 
upon  being  cooked,  proved  fnost  excellent  eating.     While  the  men  were 

i)iaying  on  the  ice,  Mr.  Snow  measured  an  icebeig  that  was  1 109  feet 
ong,  300  feet  broad,  and  83  feet  high.  It  was  evidently  aground. 
At  nine  o'clock  on  the  morning  of  the  10th  Captain  Austin's  ships 
were  observed  coming  out  of  the  fog,  the  two  sfuung  vessels  in  tow  o£ 
the  two  steamers: 

Tbey  had  got  clear,  and  were  in  the  same  lead  as  ourselves.    Mv  heart  bounded 
wiUi  delight.    Now.  thought  I,  every  vessel  is  free,  and  boldly  pushing  onward. 
Heaven  grant  that  tidings  may  shortly  be  heard,  or  traces  found,  of  the  lost  ones, 
by  some  of  us.    At  noon  we  hoisted  our  colours  in  deference  to  her  Mfgesty*» 
ships,  than  which  no  vessels  in  the  world  overlooked  more  noble  and  more  worthy 
of  belonging  to  the  service  of  our  gracious  Queen  and  our  native  country. 
Proudly  they  came  on  toward  us,  with  colours  flying,  yards  square,  and  every- 
thing about  them  in  that  orderly,  trim,  and  neat  &shion  so  peculiar  and  so  mudi 
to  be  admired  in  men  of  war.    It  was  a  novelty  to  us,  in  this  region  of  snow,  to 
see  the  black  smoke  issuing  from  the  funnels  of  the  two  ^'  screws,"  and  the  steam 
escaping  at  intervals  from  the  valve.    It  was  pleasing,  too,  to  witness  the  long 
pendant  hanging  from  the  mast-head  of  each  ship,  as  they  ne«red  us;  and  I  was 
very  much  grained  when  at  two  p.m.  Captain  Forsyth  directed  me  to  proceed  in 
the  dijtgey  to  two  of  the  vessels  with  the  letters;  while  he,  himself,  in  another 
boat,  went  on  hoard  of  the  commodore's  ship  the  RetobUe. 

The  Felix  and  the  Prince  Albert  were  now  taken  in  tow  by  the 
steamers,  and  away  they  all  went  together  through  heavy  masses  of  loose 
ice  and  bergs  at  the  rate  of  about  four  miles  an  hour,  forming  part  of  as 
novel  a  picture  as  any  yet  seen  in  the  Arctic  Seas.  This  happy  progress 
met,  however,  occasionally  with  interruptions  by  heavy  nips  in  the  ice. 
When  this  occurred  the  Pioneer  was  sent  to  dash  at  the  impediment 
under  full  power.  This  she  is  described  as  doing  boldly  and  fearlessly 
(for  a  sailor  always  writes  of  a  ship  as  of  a  thing  of  life),  rusliing  stem 
on,  and  fairly  digging  her  bows  into  it  in  a  most  remarkable  manner. 
Backing  then  instantly  astern,  and  then  again  going  ahead,  she  would 
repeat  the  same  manoeuvre,  fairly  lifting  herself  on  end  like  a  prancing 
warhorse.  When  the  nip  did  not  yield  to  this  kind  of  treatment  parties 
from  every  ship  were  sent  on  the  ice  to  assbt  in  blowing  it  up,  and 
removing  the  fragments  as  they  got  loosened.  On  the  13th  some  natives 
were  perceived  upon  the  snow,  under  the  cliffs  of  Cape  York,  and  it  was 
at  once  resolved  to  open  communication  with  them.  It  was  upon  this 
occasion  that  Sir  John  Ross's  Esquimaux,  Adam,  magnified  a  misfortune 
which  had  happened  to  the  North  Star,  when  wintering  in  Wolstenholme 
Sound,  into  the  destruction  of  the  whole  of  Sir  John  Franklin's  expedi- 
tion. As,  however,  the  details  of  this  report,  and  the  conflicting  testi- 
monies of  the  different  interpreters,  appeared  at  the  time  of  the  return 
of  the  North  Star  and  Prince  Albert,  m  all  the  daily  papers,  we  need 
not  revert  to  them,  except  to  remark  that  Mr.  Snow*s  opinion,  and  that 
of  all  the  commanders,  no't  even,  it  appears,  excepting  Sir  John  Ross, 
were  opposed  to  the  man  Adam's  version  of  the  story. 

Captain  Penny's  two  ships  were  now  in  company,  and  these  various 
interviews  with  the  natives  over,  the  eight  vessels  and  their  several 
boats  gradually  assumed  their  respective  positions  like  a  little  fleet  pre- 
paring for  line  of  battle.  All  were  full  of  hope  and  buoyant  with  antici- 
pations of  success.  Yet,  two  weeks  only  to  a  day  after  this,  the  Prince 
Albert  was  again  very  near  the  same  place.  Mr.  Snow  says,  crest-fEdlen, 
miserable,  hardly  able  to  contain  himself,  and  the  gallant  little  ship  (no 
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emblem  of  Baffin  then)  sneaking  as  it  irese  reluctantly  (for  it  was  calm 
and  light  air)  homeward!  On  the  19th,  the  lofty  and  magnificent  By  am 
Martin  Mountains  were  in  View.  Navy  Board  Inlet  soon  after  opened 
to  them,  and  Woolaston  Islands  were  close  upon  the  bow.  Mr.  Snow 
landed  in  one  of  these,  which  he  found  to  be  a  pile  of  loose  and  craggy 
rocks,  and  he  thought  he  discovered  what  must  evidently  have  been  a 
grave. 

Lancaster  Sound  and  Barrow's  Strtdts  were  so  clear  of  ice,  that  the 
run  from  hence  to  Leopold  Island  was  accomplished  in  no  time.  '<  As 
we  neared  the  shore,  the  whole  features  of  the  place,"  Mr.  Snow  says, 
*^  came  fresh  upon  me,  so  truthful  is  the  representation  given  of.  them  by 
Lieutenant  Browne,  in  Burford's  Panorama."  We  are  happy  to  extract 
so  gratifying  a  testimony  of  the  value  of  that  truly  beautifid  picture.  In 
a  short  time,  with  some  degree  of  difficulty,  a  landing  was  effected  on  the 
extreme  end  of  Whaler  Point: 

Mj  first  work  (says  Mr.  Snow)  was  to  examine  the  cylinders,  one  of  which  was 
fotmd  fast  to  the  flag-staff  erected  dose  to  the  beach,  and  the  other  inside  the  house. 
Eagerly  did  I  open  them,  and  take  out  their  contents.  Three  papers  were  in  one, 
and  two  hi  the  other.  My  agitation  was  so  great,  that  I  could  hardly  see  to  read, 
and  my  hands  flsurly  trembled;  for  it  must  be  remembered  that  I  was  somewhat 
fatigu^  and  worn  out  after  twenty-eight  .hours'  unceasing  watching,  and  the  ex- 
citement was  great  upon  me.  To  my  heavy  disappointment,  however,  there  was  not 
a  line  of  intelligence  cooceming  those  whom  I  most  wished  to  hear  about.  No,  they 
had  not  been  there.  ^  Well,  we  must  hurry  further  on,"  thought  I ;  *'  perhaps  at 
Brentford  Bay,  or  lower  down,  we  shall  get  tidings;"  and,  thus  reasoning,  I  hastily 
])emsed  again  the  documents  before  me.  Three  of  these  were  the  papers  left  here 
last  year  by  Sir  James  Ross,  and  signed  by  him  and  Captain  Bird;  one  of  the 
three  being  a  list  of  stores,  provisions,  &c.  left  behind,  the  other  two  duplicate 
memorials  of  their  visit.  The  fourth  document  was,  to  my  surprise,  a  paper 
from  the  Norih  Star,  which  vessel,  it  appeared,  had  been  there  only  a  few  days 
before  us. 

The  account  of  Sir  James  Ross's  house  is  interesting,  as  ^ving  an 
idea  of  the  resources  left  for  any  shipwrecked  or  wandering  parties  at 
this,  the  most  central  and  important  station  as  yet  known  in  toe  Arctic 
Seas: 

As  time  was  very  important,  not  knowing  how  the  wind  and  ice  might  set  in 
upon  us,  I  could  only,  then,  take  a  cursory  survey  of  things  around  me.  The 
covering  of  the  house  was  very  much  rent  at  top,  and  at  the  sides  in  several 
places;  and  we  had  no  occasion  to  use  the  door,  in  consequence  of  a  large  gap  in 
Che  canvas  giving  us  a  fi^e  and  easy  entrance.  In  every  other  respect  the  house 
was  in  excellent  order;  and  I  could  not  help  wishing  that  no  worse  a  habitation 
might  at  the  present  moment  belong,  in  some  other  place,  to  those  for  whom  this 
was  especially  erected;  and  also  that  many  of  our  poor  at  home  had  as  good.  AU 
sorts  of  things  and  utensils — ^ropes,  iron -gear,  blankets,  stoves,  &c.,  &c  were  scat- 
tered about,  inside,  in  singular  proximity.  Outside,  and  nearer  the  beach,  piles 
of  soup  and  bouilli  canisters,  and  other  preserved  meats,  were  heaped  up  alongside 
of  a  great  number  of  casks,  containing  all  sorts  of  articles  for  a  lengthy  scale  of 
victualling  on  shore.  Further  on  were  bags  of  coke  and  coals,  and  then  the 
steam  launch,  a  fine  noble-looking  boat,  in  which  one  would  hardly  be  afiraid  to 
venture  anywhere.  She  was  so  placed  as  to  be  ready,  without  very  much  diffi- 
culty, for  launching;  and  the  materials  belonging  to  her  were  lying  alongside, 
some  of  them  half-covered  with  pieces  of  ice  driven  up  fh>m  the  sea. 

The  Prince  Albert  experienced  many  difficulties,  and  the  crew  and 
officers  had  much  heavy  labour  to  make  their  way  hence  to  Prince 
Regent's  Inlet.  Success,  however,  in  coming  thus  iar  had  made  them 
sanguine,  and  the  breeze  helping  them — should  the  sea  remain  clear — 
they  hoped  to  be  at  anchor  on  the  foUovring  afternoon  in  Brentford  or 
Cresswell  Bays,  neither  of  which  they  ever  reached.     A  light  wind  car- 
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lied  them  indeed  fiuziy  down  as  fiar  as  Fury  Beach,  hat  whoi  the  fog  lifted 
on  the  next  maming,  they  saw  not  only  the  land  aheam,  and  trending  roond 
to  the  west;  hot  what  was  a  hitter  disappointment,  ioe  ererywhere  ahead, 
and  OD  each  side  of  them.  They  had  evidently  run  into  a  ^  hight/*  and,  a 
£aw  yards  further,  would  have  heen  broY:^ht  up  all  standing.  Long  and 
eagerly  did  they  strain  their  eyes  through  the  glass  in  every  direction 
from  the  ^^  crow's-nest,"  nothing  save  one  dreary  expanse  of  heavy 
htimmoeky  stuff  presented  itself.  *  Not  a  sign  of  any  opening  anywhere. 
Captain  Forsyth  having  received  the  written  opinions  as  to  the  hopeleas- 
nees  of  getting  furrier  that  way,  from  the  first  and  second  mates,  and 
from  Mr.  Snow,  m^o  appears,  however,  to  have  had  a  reserve  upon  the 
question,  he  resolved  to  return  to  England,  examining  on  his  way  hack 
Capes  Riley,  Hotham,  and  Walker.  *^  The  mantle  of  g^oom,"  says  Mr. 
Snow,  "  spread  itself  abroad,  in  fog  and  despondency  of  spirits^  over  our 
little  vessel,  so  joyous  but  a  short  time  back !" 

So  dii^nrited,  indeed,  was  our  author  by  this  reverse  of  fortune,  that  on 
the  occasion  of  a  boat  visit  to  Leopold  Island  he  anticipated  with  pleasure 
the  chance  of  being  left  there  with  his  boat's  crew  the  whole  winter  long. 
There  is  much  that  is  suggestive  in  these  long^gs  of  Mr.  Snow  to  stay 
within  reach,  as  it  were,  of  his  missing  counti^men,  of  the  possibility  of 
^  temporary  station  being  established  at  that  central  spot,  should  such  be 
deemed  necessary  at  the  existing  crisis  in  Arctic  exploration,  and  which 
crisis  may  not  impossibly  attain  its  maximum  by  the  detention  of  some 
of  the  vessels  of  the  fleet  of  research;  or  even  of  a  permanent  station  being 
ertabHshed  at  the  same  place,  when  the  North-west  Passage,  via  Lan- 
caster Sound  and  Barrow's  Straits,  is  opened! 

**  What,  after  aU,**  I  said  half  aloud—  ^  what,  after  all,  is  the  evil,  supposing  any 
unavoidable  accident  should  prevent  us  again  joining  the  ship?  Here  we  are;  » 
good  house  before  us,  plenty  of  fuel  and  provisions,  all  of  us  pretty  well  inured  to 
hardship  and  exposure  to  the  weather,  and  not  a  man  of  the  parly  but  what  is 
ardent  in  the  cause  hi  which  he  embarked.  We  shall  be  at  hand  to  render 
assistance  shonld  any  drooping  stragglers  arrive;  and  we  shall  be  prepared,  per- 
haps, to  do  something  ourselves  next  spring  and  summer;  by  which  latter  time 
some  means  of  escape,  to  the  other  ships  or  to  some  vessel,  would  be  presented  to 
us.  The  Uumch  was  thcae  and  might  be  usefully  employed  whenever  open  water 
came  in  sight,  should  we  remain  so  long;  and  we  mi^t  really  become  of  essential 
service  should  we  have  to  winter  there  by  oursdves.  Far  better  off  should  we 
be  than  many  poor  fellows  who  had  suddenly  been  cast  ashore  in  the  colder 
northern  regions:  and,  certainly,  we  should  be  no  worse,  if  so  bad,  as  Sir  John 
Boss  and  his  par^  were  at  Somerset  House,  Fury  Beach,  in  18G2-3.''  I  kept 
asking  myself  over  and  over,  "  What  if  this  really  should  be  so  ?  and  your  few 
men  have  to  winter  here?"  and  I  declare  that  I  had  a  sort  cf  half  wish  that  it 
might  be  so.  And  as  the  idea  grew  on  me,  I  felt  my  wish  increase  that  we  might 
indeed  be  left  there  for  the  winter.  We  might  do  good,  and  at  all  events  it  would 
prove  that,  whatever  might  be  my  opinion  as  regarded  the  ship  and  her  returning 
to  England  this  winter,  it  was  from  no  personal  inclination  to  that  effect;  it  would 
evinoe  to  those  whose  respect  and  esteem  I  valued,  and  whose  friendship  and  sup- 
port had  been  so  kind,  that  I  had  no  desire  but  to  further  to  the  utmost  of  my 
power  the  cause  in  which  I  had  embarked. 

I  now  returned  to  the  house,  and  found  some  of  the  men  stirring.  Their  first 
inquiry  of  one  another  was  about  the  ship;  and,  upon  being  told  that  she  could 
not  be  seen,  with  the  careless  indifference  of  sailors,  they  replied,  *'  She  might 
keep  away  entirely  if  she  Kked."  Hearing  the  remark,  I  asked  them  what  they 
would  do,  supposing  by  any  accident  she  could  not  get  near  us,  or  we  to  her 
again,  and  all  of  us  have  to  be  detained  on  shore  to  winter  as  we  were. 

«  We've  got  a  good  house  here,  sir,"  said  Anderson,  *^  and  we  shan't  starve  for 
two  years,  any  how,  while  there's  idl  those  buike  tins  and  meat  casks  there,"  point- 
ing to  the  pile  of  provisions.  In  this  remark  all  in  more  or  less  words  coincided, 
ai^  indeed,  seemed,  if  anjrthiBg,  anxioos  that  the  vessel  should  not  come  to  take 
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110  off;  expteuong  themadlves  willing  to  remain  there  for  a  twdvemontii  with 
pleasure. 

Now  all  these  men  were  not  mere  youths,  but  grown-up  persons  near  the  middle 
age  of  life,  and  long  accustomed  to  the  whale  ^herj  and  its  adventurous  scenes, 
as  well  as  acquainted  with  the  seyerity  of  the  climate.  They  spoke,  therefore, 
with  a  perfect  knowledge  of  what  would  have  to  be  endured;  and  when,  after- 
wards, at  noon,  upon  my  still  not  seeing  the  vessel,  and  observing  the  harbour 
blocked  with  ice,  I  put  the  affiiir  before  them  sll  in  sober  and  impressive  language, 
they  kept  to  the  same  mind,  and  b^an  to  look  about  for  what  woidd  have  to  be 
done  towards  their  mutual  comfort.  If  I  had  to  winter,  they  would  willingly  do 
80  too,  and  **  go  to  work  next  spring  to  try  and  find  Sir  John.** 

Not  hr  £rom  Leopold  Island  the  I^rince  Albert  fell  in,  to  their  no 
8mall  surprise,  with  the  American  ships,  supposed  to  be  still  far  behind, 
Imt  which  had  made  their  way  thus  far  unaided,  as  all  the  British  vessels 
bad  been,  by  steam.  Mr.  Snow  speaks  most  highly  of  the  modes  of  pro- 
oeeding  of  our  enterprising  Transatlantic  brethren : 

If  ever  a  vessel  and  her  officers  were  capable  of  going  through  an  undertaking 
in  which  more  than  ordinary  difficulties  had  to  be  encountered,  I  had  no  doubt  it 
would  be  the  American;  and  this  was  evinced  to  me,  even  while  we  were  on. 
board,  by  the  apparently  reckless  way  in  which  they  dashed  through  the  streams 
of  heavy  ice  running  off  from  Leopold  Island.  I  happened  to  go  on  deck  when 
they  were  thus  engaged,  and  was  delighted  to  witness  bow  gallantly  they  put 
aside  every  impediment  in  their  way.  An  officer  was  standing  on  the  heel  of  the 
bow^oit,  conning  the  ship  and  issuing  his  orders  to  the  man  at  the  wheel  in  that 
short,  dmsive,  yet  clear  manner,  which  the  helmsman  at  onoe  well  understood  and 
promptly  obeyed.  There  was  not  a  rag  of  canvas  taken  in,  nor  a  moment's 
hesitation.  'Die  way  was  before  them:  the  stream  of  ice  had  to  be  either  gone 
through  boldly  or  a  long  detour  made;  and,  despite  the  heaviness  of  the  stream, 
AejfpuMhed  the  vend  tlwmph  m  her  proper  course.  Two  or  three  shocks,  as  she 
came  in  contact  with  some  huge  pieces,  were  unheeded;  and  the  moment  the  last 
block  was  past  the  bow,  the  officer  sung  out,  "So:  steady  as  she  goes  on  her 
course;**  and  came  aft  as  if  nothing  more  than  ordinary  saihng  had  b^n  going  on. 
I  observed  our  own  little  barky  nobly  following  in  the  American's  wake;  and,  as 
I  aiWwards  learned,  die  got  through  it  pretty  well,  though  not  without  much 
doubt  of  the  propriety  of  keeping  on  in  such  procedure  after  the  "  mad  Yankee," 
as  he  was  called  by  the  mate. 

May  thej  be  suooessful  in  their  bold  career !  They  intended  to  push 
on  wherever  they  could,  this  way  or  that  way,  as  might  be  found  best,  in 
the  direction  of  MelviUe  Island  and  parts  adjacent,  especially  Banks's 
Land ;  and  they  meant  to  winter  wherever  they  might  chance  to  be,  in 
the  pack  or  out  of  the  pack.  As  long  as  they  could  be  moving  or  making 
any  progress  in  any  direction  that  might  assist  in  the  object  for  which  they 
had  come,  they  meant  stiU  to  be  going  on,  and,  with  the  true  characteristic 
of  the  American,  cared  for  no  obstacles  or  impediments  that  might  arise 
in  their  way.  This  is  assuredly  the  manner  in  which  to  achieve  success, 
and  truly  do  we  hope  that  some  share  of  honour  will  reward  such  noble 
and  spirited  exertions. 

As  the  Prince  Albert  made  her  way  across  Ban^w's  Straits  towards 
Wellington  Channel,  the  other  different  members  of  the  exploring  fleet 
kept  gradually  coming  up.  All  the  vessels  were  among  heavy  ice,  and  the 
whole  of  Wellington  Channel  appeared  to  be  filled,  as  ficur  as  the  eye 
could  reach,  with  one  solid  pack.  Turning  towards  Cape  Bowen,  Mr. 
Snow  says,  he  could  perceive  beyond  it,  and  apparently  trending  to  the 
north-westward,  some  high  land.  To  the  south-west  the  ice  also  presented 
an  apparently  impenetrable  barrier  in  that  direction.  The  only  clear  water 
visible  was  that  in  their  immediate  vicinity,  and  in  the  direction  they  had 
come.  '^  I  took,"  says  Mr.  Snow,  ''  one  more  glance  at  the  noble  httle 
fleet  and  their  brave  crews,  forcing  their  way  through  the  ice,  and  then 
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turned  my  back  to  look  no  more."  And  this  is  the  last  we  have  heard  of 
them  !  To  the  traces  of  the  missing  expedition  found  at  Cape  Biley  we 
need  not  now  refer,  having  discussed  the  subject  fully  in  a  previous  number 
of  the  New  Monthly. 

From  Cape  Riley  the  Prince  Albert  steered  for  Cape  York,  but  a 
strong  current  earned  them  eastward  of  the  Cape  to  Admirdty  Inlet. 
After   examining  which,  they  stretched  across   towards   Cape  Charles 
Yorke,  the  weather  being  so  fine  and  clear  that,  on  one  occasion,  the  land 
was  seen  on  both  sides  of  Lancaster  Sound  at  the  same  moment.     On 
getting  out  of  the  Sound  into  Baffin's  Bay,  the  Prince  Albert  fell  in  with 
the  North  Star,  also  on  her  way  home,  after  an  ineffectual  attempt  to 
force  a  passage  by  Port  Bowen  up  Regent's  Inlet.    With  the  exception  of 
a  visit  made  to  Pond's  Bay,  and  another  communication  with  the  natives* 
there  is  little  after  this  in  Mr.  Snow's  narrative  which  might  not  be  expected 
from  the  accoimt  of  a  small  vessel's  doings  in  gales  off  Greenland  Cape 
and  Faroe  Islands,  and  when  fighting  its  way  across  the  vexatious  high 
seas  of  Cape  Wrath  and  the  Pendand  Frith.     It  only  remains  for  us  to 
add,  that,  since  writing  the  above,  despatches  have  been  received  at  the 
Admiralty  from  Captain  Kellett,  C.B.,  of  H.M.S.  Herald^  dated  at  sea, 
the  14th  of  October,  1850,  on  his  return  from  Behring's  Straits,  conveying 
information  of  an  interesting  character.      The  Herald  had  communicated 
with  H.M.S.  Plover,  on  the  lOth  of  July,  at  Chamisso  Island,  where  the 
Plover  had  passed  the  preceding  winter.     The  two  ships  proceeded  to 
the  northward  until  they  sighted  the  pack  ice,  when  the  Herald  returned 
to  Cape  Lisburne,  in  quest  of  Captain  Coliinson's  expedition,  and  on  the 
31st  fell  in  with  H.M.S.  Investigator,  which  had  made  a  surprisino^ly 
short  passage  of  twenty-six  days   from  the   Sandwich  Islands.      The 
Herald  remained  cruising  off  Cape  Lisburne,  and  again  fell  in  with  the 
Plover  on  the  1 3th  of  August,  on  her  rectum  from  Point  Barrow,  Com- 
mander Moore  having  coasted  in  his  boats,  and  minutely  examined  the 
several  inlets  as  far  as  that  point  from  Icy  Cape,  without  gaining  any  in- 
telligence of  the  missing  expedition.     Commander  Moore  and  his  boats' 
crews  had  suffered  severely  from  exposure  to  cold.  Captain  Kellett,  having 
fully  victualled  the  Plover,  ordered  her  to  winter  in  Grantley  Harbour 
(her  former  anchorage  at  Chamisso  Island  not  being  considered  safe),  and 
then  returned  to  the  southward,  on  his  way  to  England. 

Despatches  have  also  been  received  from  Captain  Collinson,  C.B.,  of 
her  Majesty's  ship  Enterprise,  and  commander  M*Clure,  of  her  Majesty's 
ship  Investigator^  by  which  it  appears  that  the  Enterprise  had  not 
succeeded  in  getting  much  beyond  the  meridian  of  Point  Barrow;  but 
that  the  Investigator,  which  had  reached  the  same  seas  at  an  earlier  period 
of  the  season,  had,  in  all  probability,  taken  the  inshore  route  to  Cape 
Bathurst ;  and,  as  we  read  in  Captain  M*Clure*s  despatch,  dated  July 
20th,  1850,  that  it  was  his  intention  to  push  as  directly  as  possible  for 
Banks's  Land  and  Melville  Island,  and  to  winter  in  those  regions,  it  is  evident 
that  this  is  news  almost  as  hopeful  as  the  last  that  was  received  of  Captain 
Austin's  expedition.  We  must  not,  however,  blind  ourselves  to  the  fact 
that  there  exists  a  far  greater  extent  of  unexplored  land  and  ice  between 
either  Point  Barrow  or  Cape  Bathurst,  and  Banks's  Land  or  Melville  Island, 
than  between  those  lands  and  Leopold  Island ;  but  still  the  attempts  of 
the  Investigator  on  the  one  side,  and  those  of  Captain  Austin's  expedition 
on  the  other,  are  full  of  promise,  and  hold  out  some  positive  hopes  of  a 
solution  to  this  long-pending  question. 
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SEVEN  YEARS  IN  THE  WEDDED  LIFE  OF  A  ROMAN 

CATHOLIC. 

I. 

The  brilliant  summer  day  was  well-nigh  over,  but  the  heat  was  still 
overpowering  in  the  extreme.  The  Terrasse  du  Jardin  was  filling 
rapidly,  for,  however  hot  it  may  be,  the  aristocracy  of  Grenoble  seldom 
absent  themselves  in  the  evening  from  that  gay  promenade.  And  you 
must  not  measure  the  heat  of  Southern  France  by  that  of  England-^* 
the  latter  is  but  warmth  to  it.  Gradually  the  walk  became  crowded. 
The  scent  of  the  orange-trees  in  the  g^ardens  of  the  Prefecture  was  wafbed 
to  the  visitors,  who,  inhaling  its  sweetness,  chatted  and  flirted  with  the 
careless  action  and  coquetry  indigenous  to  the  French  nation.  A  gay 
group  was  gathered  in  one  of  the  alcoves  of  the  Caf§  de  la  Terrasse, 
talking  good-humouredly,  full  of  excitement  and  gesture  as  usual,  when 
the  chimes  of  the  cathedral  were  heard,  telling  half-past  eight. 

^'  It  will  not  be  a  happy  match,"  exclaimed  Madame  de  Vaillance,  a 
dame  all  feathers  and  blonde,  idly  motioning  to  the  gar^on  to  place  her 
ice,  which  she  had  barely  tasted,  on  the  table. 

"  I  should  think  it  would  be  the  happiest  of  the  happy,"  cried  Made- 
moiselle Duval,  a  stylish  girl  of  nineteen. 

^*  Ah !  that's  because  yon  have  so  much  sentiment.  Nothing  can  be  in 
worse  taste,  ma  ch^re.  Love  is  too  exciting  for  a  mairied  state  :  hate  is 
infinitely  better." 

^'  Possibly  madame  speaks  from  experience,"  exclaimed  the  young  lady, 
losing  her  temper.  ^^  It  was  whispered  she  had  no  sentiment  for  Mon- 
sieur de  Vaillance,  before  marriage,  save  that  of  hate." 

^^  £h  bien,  ma  fille,*'  answered  the  lady,  with  all  a  Frenchwoman's 
equanimity,  ^'  it  is  better  to  marry  in  hatred  and  learn  to  love,  than  to 
marry  in  love  and  leani  to  hate.    N'est-ce  pas.  Monsieur  le  Secretaire?" 

Tne  secretary  to  the  prefet  answered  with  a  low  bow,  which  concealed 
the  shade  of  mortification  that  passed  over  his  crimsoned  countenance.  His 
union  was  well  known  not  to  be  now  one  of  love,  whatever  it  had  begun  in. 

^*  There  they  are !"  exclaimed  the  Baron  de  la  Neige,  an  old  Legitimist 
twirling  his  moustache,  which  had  undergone  a  soaking  in  the  edu  sucree 
he  was  drinking,  and  extending  his  cane  at  the  same  moment  in  the 
direction  of  the  other  end  of  the  terrace. 

The  gar^ons  were  called  hastily,  and  paid,  and  the  whole  party  rose 
from  their  seats.  They  quitted  the  cafe  and  walked  up  the  terrace.  It 
was  beg^nnine  to  grow  dusk.  Lights  were  gleaming  through  the  open 
windows  of  the  Hotel  des  Ambassadeurs  in  front  of  them,  but  the  Trois 
Dauphins  in  the  distance  kept  its  apartments  closed.  Proceeding  down 
the  walk  towards  them  were  a  lady  and  gentleman,  whose  presence  seemed 
to  create  an  unusual  sensation.  Innumerable  parties  stopped  to  greet  them, 
and  those  not  upon  speaking  teims  glanced  with  curiosity — not  stared :  the 
French  never  so  far  forget  themselves.  The  gentleman  possessed  great 
personal  attractions.  He  was  remarkably  tall — ^for  it  is  rare  to  see  even 
a  soldier  in  that  locality  above  the  height  of  five  feet  six — and  graceful  in 
pei'son  ;  a  winning  expression  sat  on  his  handsome  face,  and,  for  age,  he 
could  not  be  more  than  six  or  seven-and-twenty.  The  young  lady  had 
also  her  claims  to  beauty.  Perhaps  her  features  would  have  been  called 
child-like,  but  that  there  was  a  mine  of  sense  and  thought  in  the  caliq 
forehead  and  in  the  large  dark  blue  eye.     Her  dress  was  conspicuous  :  all 
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white  nlk  and  laoe,  with  a  wreath  of  orange  blossoms  round  tiie  bonnet's 
crown.  They  had  been  married  the  previous  daj ;  this  had  been  spent 
in  paying  visits  and  receiving  congratulations,  according  to  the  Frendi 
custom;  and  the  bridegroom  now  appeared  amongst  his  fellow-men,  oon- 
dueting  his  fidr  young  wife.  Th^  stopped  as  l^ej  readied  the  party 
who  had  been  sitting  in  the  cafe.  Ceremoaious  greetings,  a  briUiaat 
remark  or  so,  a  few  compliments,  more  implied  than  uttered,  and  Mon- 
neur  and  Madame  de  St.  L%er  passed  on.  They  quitted  the  tatmoe 
by  the  gardens  of  the  Prefecture,  and  leaving  the  Is^re  on  the  left,  with 
its  dear,  calm  water,  so  suggestive  of  coolness  and  rest  on  that  summer's 
evening,  walked  in  the  direction  of  the  Place  Grrenette. 

As  uiey  neared  the  Place  Notre  Dame,  and  passed  the  Cafe  de  la 
Colonne,  Madame  de  St.  L6ger  raised  her  head  to  speak ;  but  she  hesi- 
tated, and  a  few  steps  more  brought  them  to  the  door  of  ihe  catiiedral. 
She  timidly  withdrew  her  arm  firom  her  husband's. 

"  What  would  you,  Marie?" 

*^  I  must  go  in,''  she  whispered.  *'  The  day  is  nearly  dosed,  and  I 
have  not  yet  been  to  the  confessiooaL  I  fear  I  almost  forgot  the  hoar 
for  it.     Holy  Mother,  pardon  me !" 

Her  husband  was  irreverent  enough  to  laugh.  ''Never  heed  the 
priests,  my  love.  Let  them  confess  to  themselves.  They  are  but  a  set 
of  intolerant " 

♦*  Albert !  Albert !"  she  interrupted.  **  Forgive  him,  Heaven!  foargive 
us  all !  The  holy  father  Leance  is  awaiting  me  now,"  she  added,  '^  blaming^ 
my  delay  and  imjpious  forgetfulness." 

^  Oh,  Marie,  it  is  the  way  virith  all  you  girls  educated  in  convents,  to 
attach  an  undue  importance  to  priests  and  offices  of  religion.  Confesdon 
to-day  for  ^oul  My  sweet  wife,  let  us  go  home;  and  should  there  be 
omissions  on  your  conscience — sins  there  cannot  be — ^we  vriU  ask  pardon 
of  God  together.     He  can  fergive." 

^  The  priest  is  as  God,"  she  rejoined.     ^*  Albert,  detain  me  not." 

He  saw  how  her  heart  was  set  upon  it — ^that  she  did  not  dare  to  stay 
away.  They  were  early  days  yet  to  play  the  husband,  and  he  rdin- 
quished  fhe  imprisoned  hand  wiui  a  pressure. 

The  gloom  of  evening,  almost  of  night,  vras  on  the  aisles  of  the  cadie- 
dral  when  Marie  entered.  She  dipped  her  fingers  into  the  eau  bemUf 
and  crossed  her  forehead.  She  then  advanced  a  few  steps,  and,  sinking 
upon  her  knees,  offered  up  a  pious  prayer.  The  father  Leance  was 
already  in  the  box  appropriated  to  the  confessional. 

Marie  de  St  Leger  knelt  before  him — him  who  was  in  this  place  to 
her  as  God.  The  shadows  had  deepened :  no  garish  light  of  day,  or 
scarcely  of  twilight,  shone  on  her  angel  face.  She  had  to  breathe  words, 
the  bare  thought  of  which  brought  the  burning  blush  of  shame  to  her  cheek 
— ^words  which  she  would  not  vrillingly  have  whispered  to  her  own  heart. 

Oh  the  iniquities  of  that  confessional !  How  is  it  possible  that,  in  the 
enlightened  nineteenth  century,  such  monstrosities  should  exist  ?  ^  The 
wily  priest  had  begun  by  chiding  her;  she  told  the  truth — that  in  her 
new  happiness  she  had  almost  forgotten  the  hour  he  was  to  await  her. 
And  in  that  moment  he  trembled  for  his  power.  He  reprehended  her 
conduct  severely ;  he  spoke  long  and  awfully  of  the  sin  of  forgetting  God. 
A  strange  penance  was  upon  his  lips;  but  ere  they  gave  utterance  to  it, 
he  checked  himself;  for  he  foresaw  the  danger  of  interfering  then  with 
the  privileges  of  a  husband.     He  knew  sufficient  of  the  matter  to  fear 
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thsfc  if  war  were  irttged,  that  mmatmal,  hoA  fivqiwat,  war  botwuen  the 
meet  and  the  legal  protector,  that  at  this  early  stage  the  young 
iniaband  nngfat  triumpb,  and  the  religions  man  be  defeated.  So  the 
penanoe  was  stifled  npon  iiie  verge  of  nttenmoe,  and  a^  was  senteneed  to 
prayers  of  nnnsoal  length,  and  to  appear  daily  at  the  ooofesnoimL  Then 
came  the  qnestioning :  it  was  a  torment  to  the  confeseor,  but  stealthily 
it  proceeded;  end  soon  the  glow  of  outraged  modesty  trembled  through 
her  frame.  The  moon's  rays  fell  in  places  on  the  cold  floor,  but  she  knelt 
in  the  dark ;  there  was  no  eye  to  look  upon  her;  the  oaken  board,  as  she 
leaned  towards  it,  coold  neither  see  nor  add  to  her  ooofosion.  Never- 
theless, she  covered  her  glowing  face  with  her  hands,  and  ^tte  tears  of 
riiame  ran  through  her  fingers  as  she  murmured  an  inquiry  of  whether 
such  matters,  sacred  between  henielf  and  her  husband,  should  be  breathed 
to  another^s  ear? 

^  Would  you  conceal  auglit  from  God?"  inquired  the  holy  father,  in  a 
stem  tone. 

There  was  no  reply.  The  trembling  girl  was  almost  choked  by  her 
sobs ;  but  her  master,  his  tone  changing  to  one  of  insinuating  softness, 
poured  fortii  arguments  to  which,  for  die  Roman  Catholic,  there  is  no 
resistance. 

She  pressed  her  face  in  her  hands  with  a  deeper  pressure;  she  listened 
to  the  minute,  audacious  inquiries  of  that  bold  man,  wishing  the  very  walls 
would  fall  and  cover  her ;  but  she  answered,  it  is  a  fearful  thing  the 
hold  these  priests  have  over  a  woman's  heart.  His  lang^ge,  at  first 
guarded  in  its  expressions,  had  insensibly  changed,  and  became,  as  he 
pressed  question  after  question  upon  her,  glowing  and  free. 

The  ordeal  was  over — until  the  next  evening,  when  it  would  be  ageun 
renewed;  and  she  arose  from  her  knees  full  of  agony  and  confusion.  The 
shameless  priest,  writhing  with  revengeful  anger  at  the  laws  which  con- 
demned him  to  be  an  isolated  being,  was  the  depositary  of  alL  It  was 
the  first  step  towards  that  wicked  and  dangerous  interfierence  between  the 
wife  and  the  husband. 

It  is  said  to  be  passing  strange  that  the  Catholic  priesthood  deem  a 
third  person  necessary  to  this  one  sacred  ordinance  of  €rod.  Do  you 
believe  they  do  deem  it  necessary  ? — ^then  you  do  not  know  them  as  I  do. 
They  know  it  to  be  not  only  umiecessary,  but  monstrous  and  unnatural ; 
they  know  that  in  the  sight  of  that  God  the  system  is  sinful,  and  never 
to  be  countenanced;  yet  they  would  as  soon  consent  to  annul  their  order 
as  to  root  out  that  disgraceful  feature  of  its  working.  And  we  all  know 
the  arguments  they  bring  forward  in  support  of  it,  though  we  cannot 
imagine  half  the  cajolery  they  use  with  their  victims.  Grod  said  man  and 
wife  should  be  one :  the  Jesuit  says,  No ;  to  such  union  another  is  essen- 
tial, even  myself.  /  act  for  God,  and  I  will  be  with  you  always.  "  You 
must  tell  me  ally*  says  he  to  the  wife,  in  his  tone  of  half  insinuation;  half 
command ;  *^  the  minute  occurrences  of  your  household,  the  secrets  of 
your  wedded  Hfe,  the  transactions  of  your  husband,  whether  of  business 
or  relaxation,  his  ways  at  home  and  abroad,  his  faults*  real  or  imaginaiy— 
oh  be  particular  here! — ^his  inmost  thoughts,  and  even  his  very  dreams." 

It  never  occurs  to  the  woman  to  disobey;  and  this  daily  intercourse 
with,  and  confidence  i^  her  confessor,  becomes  at  length  necessary  to  her 
existence ;  the  husband  dwindling  down  to  a  secondary  place  in  her 
thoughts— if  he  retain  a  place  at  all. 

The  priests  dreaded  Albert  de  St.  liger.    His  mother  had  been  a  Swiss 
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Frotestanty  and  though  he  had  heen  reared  in  the  Catholic  £uth,  his  dis- 
affection was  more  than  suspected.  Nor  were  they  wrong.  He  was  at 
heart  a  Protestant  But  it  is  in  the  nature  of  youth  to  he  careless ;  reli- 
gion is  a  subject  they  rarely  give  a  thought  to ;  the  newly-opened  perils 
and  pleasures  of  their  age  are  all  in  all,  and  Albert  contented  himself,  like 
the  rest  of  the  young  blades  of  Grenoble,  with  performing  no  offices  of 
his  nominal  religion,  and  with  cuttins^  a  few  quiet  jokes  with  his  compa- 
nions at  the  trickery  and  cunning  of  the  Catholic  priests. 

The  priests,  meanwhile,  kept  their  eye  upon  him.  It  was  no  light  gall 
in  their  cup  of  graspingness  to  doubt  whether  he,  the  heir  of  one  of  the 
most  powerful  of  Grenoble's  families,  should  belong  to  them  or  to  their 
rivals,  the  dreaded  heretics.  But  when  he  became  engaged  to  Marie  de 
Maulevrier,  they  thought  the  game  their  own.  She  and  her  sister  had 
been  educated  at  a  proximate  convent,  deeply  imbued  with  all  its  bigotry 
and  superstition,  and  the  **  holy  Father  Leance,"  its  chief  director,  made 
up  his  mind  to  have  the  future  wife,  and,  through  her,  the  husband,  under 
his  thumb  and  finger.  He  was  one  of  ihe  most  subtle  of  the  order  of  the 
Jesuits :  fear  not  that  he  will  render  his  subtlety  available  to  the  end.  It 
would  be  his  care  to  work  his  coils  round  the  path  and  home  of  Marie  de 
St.  Leger,  as  they  were  already  wound  round  the  religious  portion  of  her 
heart. 

But  we  left  De  St.  L6ger  in  the  Place  Notre  Dame,  awaiting  the  re- 
turn of  his  bride.  The  iirst  quarter  of  an  hour  passed  tolerably  well,  but 
the  second  grew  tedious.  He  watched  parties  going  in  and  out  of  the 
Caf6  de  la  Colonne,  several  of  the  Jeune  France  and  the  sant-culotUs 
tribes  being  amongst  them.  He  glanced  opposite  at  the  raused  terrace,  or 
garden,  of  Madame  Constantin,  where  the  stout  old  lady  herself,  with 
some  friends,  had  just  seated  themselves,  to  enjoy  the  beauty  of  the  moon- 
light. Suddenly  the  parties  observed  St«  Leger  pacing  up  and  down, 
and,  rising  from  their  seats,  showered  curtseys  and  bows  upon  him,  Ma- 
dame Constantin  giving  the  signal  in  a  swimming  one  five  times  repeated. 
They  jumbled  to  the  conclusion  that  the  bride  must  be  in  the  church,  else 
what  could  St.  Leger  be  waiting  for :  so  Madame  Constantin  opened  her 
heart  and  her  purse,  and  set  Louise,  the  old  fixture  of  a  servant,  out  for 
a  bottle  of  hermitage  blanc  and  some  choux,  which  the  group  were  to 
discuss  whilst  watehing  narrowly  for  the  appearance  of  the  bride. 

^'  Albert,  you  surely  have  not  been  waiting  for  me !"  she  exclaimed, 
when  she  came  out. 

She  had  drawn  her  white  veil  closely  over  her  face,  but  he  saw  for 
all  that. 

"  You  have  been  in  tears,  Marie!     What  is  it?" 

'^  Oh,"  she  replied,  evasively,  "  if  I  have  been  naughty,  and  am 
chidden  for  it,  it  may  be  foolish,  but  not  wonderful,  if  like  a  child  I  cry." 

"My  love,  what  mean  you?"  he  indignantly  demanded.  "There  is 
more  in  this  than  meets  the  eye." 

"  Don*t  ask  me,  Albert.  I  may  not  betray  the  secrets  of  the  con- 
fessional." 

"  Listen,  my  love,"  he  resumed,  gravely.  "  Yesterday  morning  you 
were  Marie  de  Maulevrier,  and  no  one  had  a  right  to  question  you  ;  now 
you  are  Madame  de  St.  L6ger ;  and  my  own  wife  must  not  impart  to 
others  what  she  would  conceal  from  me." 

'^Conceal  from  you  what  I  would  impart  to  another.  Albert! — ^you 
know  me  better." 
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"  Marie  I  is  it  not  already  so  ?  I  would  hear  the  cause  of  your  late 
evident  distress,  and  you  will  not  satisfy  me." 

*^  But  that  is  between  me  and  my  father  confessor !''  she  exclaimed,  in 
surprise. 

'*  Dearest  Marie !  have  no  secrets  from  me — ^not  even  with  him.  Your 
husband's  place  is  nearer  to  you  than  your  confessor's.'' 

She  would  have  given  worlds  to  act  as  he  wished ;  but  she  dared  not. 
The  nuns  at  the  convent  had  trained  her  to  admiration,  and  the  Father 
Leance  had  cast  around  her  mind  his  unholy  spell. 

11. 

A  TBAB  and  a  day  had  gone  by,  when  a  brilliant  group  stood  around 
the  font  in  the  cathedral.  There  were  ladies  in  feathers,  which  waved 
over  their  noble  brows,  and  in  jewels  that  were  eclipsed  by  the  bright- 
ness of  their  sparkling  eyes.  Men  were  there,  too— it  nught  be  their 
husbands  or  their  lovers — a  somewhat  rare  sight ;  for  it  is  not  often  that 
the  lordly  sex  in  France  trouble  the  insides  of  churehes.  Two  figures 
were  conspicuous  in  the  assemblage :  one  of  them,  Madame  de  St.  L4ger. 
She  looked  extremely  beautiful ;  young  and  girlish  as  on  the  day  she 
married,  though  her  recent  illness  had  paled  her  cheeks.  The  other  was 
her  sister — sweet  Clarisse  de  Maulevrier. 

The  pr^fet  stood  with  them.  He  was  about  to  be  one  of  the  sponsors. 
He  was  ready  to  answer  that  the  little  being,  brought  there  in  all  its  in- 
nocence, should  renounce  the  pomps  and  vanities  of  the  world — the  first- 
bom  of  Marie  de  St.  Leger. 

Father  Leance  advanced,  and  took  his  place  at  the  font ;  the  sponsors 
stepped  out  a  few  paces  from  the  general  group ;  the  garde  brought  for- 
ward the  child,  removing  the  lace  that  covered  its  face,  and  the  ceremony 
began.  Charles  Albert  Hiersaint  Louis  Marie  Gustavo  Prosper  were 
the  names ;  and  few  enough,  too,  for  France. 

The  christening  was  over ;  the  party  quitted  the  cathedral  for  their 
carriages,  and  proceeded  to  the  residence  of  De  St  L6ger.  A  splendid 
banquet  awaited  them;  the  guests  were  merry,  and  hilarity  reigned. 
Albert  de  St.  Leger  looked  around  him.  He  was  gay  and  joyous  as  the 
rest,  and  at  his  heart  was  a  thrilling  happiness,  so  deep-seated  as  would 
seem  to  defy  time  and  change.  No  shadow  had  yet  fallen  upon  his 
home.  His  fair  young  wife,  even  dearer  to  him  tnan  when  they  were 
first  married,  sat  opposite,  shedding  smiles  upon  his  guests,  and  casting 
her  large  blue  eyes,  full  of  deep  sfiection,  upon  him.  He  rose  as  they 
proposed  the  health  of  his  child  ;  his  sunny  countenance  was  flushed  as 
he  sincerely  thanked  them  for  their  good  wishes,  which  were  echoed  by 
the  prayers  of  his  inmost  heart. 

^*  Should  I  ever  have  children,"  whispered  Clarisse  de  Maulevrier  to 
the  pr^fet's  secretary,  "  I  would  never  give  a  christening  festival." 

"  Why  not  ?"  returned  the  secretary. 

'*  A  sort  of  superstition — a  feeling  seems  to  whisper  to  me  that  it  is 
wrong.  There  should  be  wedding  and  birthday ^^^69,  but  this  reveliy 
appears  scarcely  compatible  with  the  solemn  words  breathed  over  that 
infant  this  morning." 

'*  And  you  would  augur  bad  luck  to  the  child  because  there  is  a  chris* 
tening  feast?  That  would  indeed  be  visiting  the  sin  of  the  parents 
upon  the  children." 

^^  I  did  not  go  so  far.    But— we  dedicate  the  child  to  God,  and,  the 
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moment  tha  service  is  over,  run  away  to  surround  oiuaelTes  witk  gmieiyy 
and  forget  all  about  it  It  is  not  like  a  good  omen  for  it.  Do  yoa 
giye  ebiisteniDgy^/)e«  f^ 

''  I  haye  no  d^dren,  thank  Heaven  T'  answered  the  secretary. 

Clarisse  was  silent.    She  had  asked  an  awkward  question. 

III. 

The  Uight  had  come :  it  had  &Ilen  upon  his  heart  and  home.     It  is 
true  it  had  been  a  long  time  working  round,  for  the  wilj  priest  waa  too 
cautious  to  interfere  perceptibly  wiui  the  first  blush  of  happinesSy  but 
soon  after  the  birth  of  the  child  he  began  in  earnest ;  slowly  it  had  ap- 
proached, but  not  less  sorely,  and  now  it  reigned  triumphant.'    Look  at 
Albert  de  St.  Leger,  as  he  walks  about  there !     He  is  much  changed. 
Six  years  have  lapsed  since  you  last  saw  him;  but  they  ought  not  thus 
to  leave  their  ha^^aid  trace  of  care  on  the  eonntenanoe  of  the  young^. 
What  a  life  was  his !  the  happiness  which  had  shone  on  their  early  wedded 
days  was  over,  all  trace  of  it  gcmet,  and  in  its  stead  they  made  his  home 
a  helL     Father  Leance  waa  now  the  director,  as  well  as  the  oonfiessor,  iji 
Madame  de  St.  Leger,  and,  as  such,  was  continualiy  at  her  house,  ad- 
mitted into  her  most  private  chamber.    He  had  succeeded  to  admiration 
in  his  work.     Her  soul  was  bitterly  estranged  heat  her  husband  :  her 
time  passed  in  offices   of  religion,  ia   attending  masses,    performing 
penances,  offering  up  long  prayers,  and  the  oou^ssional.     A  fierce  jea- 
lousy had  tak^i  possession  of  St.  L6ger.     But  of  whom— of  what  ?    He 
knew  not.     He  only  knew  that  his  wife  was  estranged  hom  him — ev&x 
the  night  was  rarely  passed  with  him,  for  she  genefally  retired,  in  obe- 
dience to  orders,  to  her  own  private  chamber,  which  was  sealed  to  him. 
His  persecution  would  perhaps  have  taken  a  less  violent  turn,  but  for  a 
remark  he  one  day  unthinkingly  made — ^he  wished  his  httle  son  had  been 
brought  up  a  Protestant.   The  conversatioa  was  retailed  to  Father  Leance 
by  his  wife,  and  firom  that  hour  his  doom  was  sealed — and  his  child's. 

He  was  pacing  the  apartment,  as  you  see,  when  a  footmaa  threw  open 
the  folding-doors  and  announced  dinner. 

"  Let  madame  and  mademoiselle  be  sent  to,"  was  St.  L4ger*8  answer, 
barely  glancing  at  the  table,  which  was  laid  ia  the  next  room.  At  the 
same  moment,  a  beautiful  child,  arrayed  in  purple  velvet,  darted  into  the 
saloon  and  clung  round  him. 

'*  May  I  dine  with  you  to-day»  papa?  Aglae's  oomiAg.  Don*t  let 
her  get  me.'' 

He  was  fur  as  ivory,  with  golden  curls,  and  his  mother's  large  blue 
eyes;  but  the  sweet  expression  which  characterised  his  father's  face  had 
descended  to  his.  In  came  the  nurse  afW  him,  hor  strangely-ahaped, 
VTonderfully  high  o^,  with  its  t^o  wings  fiiqpping  out,  betraying  that 
her  pcn/s  was  not  that  of  the  Dauphin^. 

*^  Fapa,  I  am  so  hungry  ;  I  had  only  bread  and  water  for  dinner.'' 

^*  Bread  and  vrater!"  And  M.  de  St.  Leger  turned  to  the  nurse,  dis- 
j^easure  on  his  coontenaooe. 

'Mt  was  no  doing  of  mine^.airi''  edioed  the  servant;  ** madame  gave 
the  orders." 

^^  Mamma  says  I  am  going  away  boai  yoa,"  whispered  the  child,  laying 
hold  of  his  fiftther  as  if  for  protection.  ^  That  the  priests  are  coming  to 
take  me,  and  keep  me  till  I'm  a  man,  and  then  make  me  a  priest  too." 

^<  It  is  my  opinion,  sir,'*  interposed  the  nurse,  looking  roimd  to  make 
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sure  her  mistiess  was  not  within  heazing,  '*  that  if  Master  Charles  were 
taken  from  us,  he  would  cry  himself  to  death." 

^'  He  is  ]K>t  going  to  be  taken  from  us,  Aglae.**  And  St.  L6ger,  as  he 
spoke,  clasped  his  child  to  his  bosom,  which  was  beating  wildly.  '^  The 
idea  is  absurd.  You  may  go,  AglaB.''  As  the  serrant  left  the  room,  her 
mistress  entered,  followed  by  Clarisse. 

Madame  de  St  L^ger,  dressed  in  a  tight-fitting  black  stuff  dres^ 
advanced  with  measured  steps,  taking  no  notice  of  any  <»ie^  but  proceed* 
ing  at  once  to  the  dining-room.  Charles  ran  up  to  her,  and  whimpered  a 
request  that  he  might  have  some  dinner.  She  frowned  at  him,  a  thing 
hardly  known  to  the  boy,  and  <Hrdered  him  to  quit  the  room. 
'<  what  has  he  done?'*  inquired  Clarisse. 

"  Go  back  to  the  nursery  this  instant^  Charles,  or  I  zing  for  AglaS," 
was  Madame  de  St.  Leger^s  reply. 

'<  Let  him  stay  an  instant,  Marie,"  implored  Clansse.  ^'Charles,  what 
did  you  do  ?" 

Madame  de'  St.  Leger  laid  her  hand  upon  the  bell,  and  rang  it  twiee. 
'^  I  called  the  priests  hard  names,"  replied  Charies,  ''and  roaomia  gave  me 
bread  and  water.    I  won't  do  it  again,  unless  they  come  to  take  me  away." 
"  Pray  reassure  the  child  on  this  point,  my  love,"  said  M.  de  St.  Leger 
to  his  wjfe.     *^  It  is  not  a  fdeasing  notion  tnat  he  has  picked  up." 

^^  It  is  a  correct  one,"  she  answered,  averting  her  pale  face.     ^  I  hare 

decided  that  he  shall  be  educated  in  the fistaUishment,  mentiotiing 

a  most  rigid  institution  belonging  to  the  Jesuits. 

"Never!"  uttered  Monsieur  de  St.  Leger;  '^never^  whilst  I  have 
power  and  will  to  act !  Marie,  is  it  possible  that  you  love  your  child  ?*' 
<<  I  am  seeking  his  happiness,  temporal  and  etemaL" 
''  His  happiness!  You  would  sever  him  from  his  nearest  and  dearest 
ties ;  shut  him  out  from  the  world,  and  enclose  him  in  a  living  tomb  $ 
abandon  him  to  the  passions  and  plagues  of  a  dissatisfied  heart,  an  aim* 
less  existence.  You  would  give  him  to  the  Jesuits,  body  and  soul,  that 
they  may  crush  every  good  impulse  that  beats  within  him,  and  condemn 
him  to  be  a  mass  of  hypocrisy,  as  they  are — abominable  in  the  sight  of 
Heaven,  flying  in  the  face  of  the  laws  of  their  Redeemer,  and  destroying 
the  human  victims  they  impose  upon.  When  God  shall  require  the  soul 
of  this  child  at  our  hands,  what  think  you  would  be  our  answer  ?  Oh, 
my  vnfe !  may  He  forgive  you  for  the  thought  of  thus  dooming  to 
destruction  your  only  duld  !" 

*'  The  child  goes,"  was  Madame  de  St.  L6ger's  answer. 
Charles  burst  into  a  passionate  flood  of  tears,  beseeching  her  not  to 
send  him  where  he  should  have  no  mother. 

"  The  nurse  waits  for  you,"  was  her  reply ;  whilst  Clarisse  turned  away 
to  hide  her  tears,  and  Aglae  sobbed  aloud.  He,  the  £sther,  stood  there, 
his  arms  folded,  and  his  face  rigid  as  marble. 

"  You  often  kiss,  and  kiss,  and  kiss  me,  and  call  me  your  dear  littie 
boy ;  and  papa  said  Grod  sent  me  to  you.  What  have  I  done  that  I  may 
not  stay?  When  I  was  ill  in  the  winter,  you  sobbed  over  me,  and 
prayed  Crod  not  to  take  me  from  yon.    I  wish  I  had  died  then !"' 

Madame  de  St.  Leger  swept  out  of  the  room*  ^  I  shall  not  dine 
to-day ;  but,  Clarisse,  order  a  bouUlon  to  my  apartment.  AUberwards,  I 
shall  wish  not  to  be  disturbed  until  to-morrow  morning." 

They  heard  a  hysterical  sob  on  the  staircase  as  she  ascended.  Bt  Leger 
picked  up  his  child,  and  held  his  little  pole  chedc  against  his  own.  He 
put  him  gently  down,  and  called  for  his  hat 
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'^  You  are  not  going  out  ?**  exclaimed  MacJemoiselle  de  Maulevrier. 

*^  I  have  an  engagement,  Clarisse.     But  do  you  dine." 

Where  was  he  going  ?  He  had  no  enea?ement ;  but  the  miserable, 
disappointed  young  man  had  lefib  his  wretched  home  to  wander  anywhere 
— ^to  endeavour,  by  action  of  the  body,  to  subdue  the  workings  of  the 
mind.  A  place  of  the  greatest  solitude,  with  the  birds  of  the  air  and  the 
rushing  winds  for  his  companions,  was  most  welcome  to  him  now ;  and 
there,  pacing  the  earth  with  rapid  strides,  giving  vent  to  tears  of  anguish, 
he  dwelt  on  the  wreck  of  his  hopes  and  happiness.  He  had  deeply,  pas- 
sionately loved  his  wife,  and  the  requital  was  very  bitter. 

That  same  morning  had  Madame  de  St.  Leger  finally  given  her  word 
to  the  priests  that  the  child  should  be  consigned  to  them.  Father 
Leance  had  found  more  difficulty  with  her  upon  this  point  than  he  had 
anticipated,  docile  as  she  was  upon  others.  He  had  been  working  for  it 
for  years.  Deep,  wild  angmsh  was  in  every  line  of  her  countenance  ; 
sobs  of  grief  shook  her  firame ;  but  the  priest  used  arguments  the  effect  of 
which  he  knew  full  well,  frightfully  false  as  they  were ;  and,  ere  she  rose 
from  her  knees,  she  had  sworn  to  sacrifice  her  only  child. 

^'  But  my  husband,"  she  said  to  the  priest ;  "  he  will  never  consent." 

'^  You  must  compel  him.  Begin  the  task  this  very  day ;  give  him 
neither  rest  nor  peace  until  you  have  attained  your  end.  Insinuate 
yourself,  if  need  be,  round  his  heart,  as  in  days  of  yore,  and  worm  this 
concession  out  of  his  renewed  love  for  you.  Or,  stay!  Pursue  the 
opposite  course ;  it  will  be  better ;  for,"  muttered  the  holy  man  to  him- 
self, **  the  stronger  the  love  of  the  parents,  the  greater  the  value  of  the 
child.  Gall  and  worry  him  by  night  and  by  day ;  render  him  ridiculous 
in  the  eyes  of  his  dearest  friends;  frustrate  his  wishes  openly  and 
secretly ;  make  the  fastings  perpetual ;  endue  your  home  with  the  solitude 
and  gloom  of  a  house  of  death.  From  very  weariness  he  will  at  last  give 
in.  If  necessary,  wear  out  his  heart  and  his  life.  The  cause  is  a  holy 
one,  my  daughter,  and  will  justify  it." 

She  resolutely  set  herself  to  the  task,  and  the  priest  quitted  her,  after 
bestowing  his  most  impressive  benediction,  with  the  glow  of  gratified 
triumph  lighting  his  eye  and  flushing  his  sallow  cheek. 

And  a  few  more  weeks  passed  on. 

IV. 

**  Have  you  heard  the  news?"  inquired  the  old  Baron  de  la  Neige,  meet- 
ing the  pr^fet's  secretary,  as  the  latter  left  the  office  of  the  Prefecture. 

"  About  St.  Leger*s  bank  ?  It  was  not  much  news  to  me.  The  fact 
is,"  added  the  secretary,  dropping  his  voice  mysteriously,  "I  got  an 
anonymous  note  last  night,  advising  me  to  withdraw  my  account.  Very 
kind  of  my  unknown  friend,  but  I  don't  bank  there." 

''  Ah  I"  said  the  Baron  de  la  Neige,  shortly,  '^  yon  should  have  seen 
the  place  this  morning !     Never  was  in  such  a  crowd." 

"  People  withdrawing  their  money?" 

"  And  every  one  of  them  had  received  an  anonymous  note  too !" 

"  What  a  ■         shame !"     We  omit  a  few  expletives. 

''  Some  secret  enemy.  St.  Leg^r  has  behaved  admirably :  all  will  be 
straight  in  a  day  or  two.  The  suddenness  of  the  demands  alone  caused 
the  biuik  to  stop." 

'^  It  is  a  blow,  however,  that  he  will  not  overget  in  a  hurry.  I  mnst  go 
•—it  is  my  dinner  hour,  and  madame  will  be  waiting.   Adieu,  mon  baron." 

'^  Aarevoir,  Monsieur  le  Secretaire.'' 
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Albert  de  St  Leger  sat  in  one  of  his  deserted  apartments,  brooding  over 
the  events  of  the  day.  All  seemed  to  be  turning  against  him.  The 
enemy  who  had  been  so  long  at  work  had  at  length  attacked  him  in 
his  public  character.  Various  stories,  of  infamous  fabrication,  had  been 
circulated  respecting  him ;  strange  whispers  of  the  unhappy  state  of  his 
household  were  about  the  town ;  maddening  words,  sometunes  of  pity, 
sometimes  of  irony,  were  not  wholly  closed  to  his  ear.  One  uikceasing 
worrying  was  kept  up  by  his  wife— that  he  would  relinquish  the  child  he 
was  no  longer  fit  to  govern.  In  vain  St.  L^ger  demanded  to  know  his 
faults — what  sin  he  had  committed — who  it  was  that  poisoned  her  mind 
against  him.  The  blow  of  the  day  had  overwhelmed  him:  he  was  proud 
of  his  unstained  lineage  ;  of  hb  honoured  forefathers,  who  had  held,  for 
more  than  a  century,  the  first  mercantile  position  in  Grenoble,  and  he 
now  sat  leaning  his  aching  temples  upon  his  hand,  asking  if  he  could  con- 
tinue to  struggle  against  the  waves  that  were  buffeting  him. 

Some  one  opened  the  door.  It  was  Charles ;  and  St.  L^gcr  held  out 
his  hand.     '^  You  are  going  out,  Charley?" 

^*  Yes.  I  have  teased  Aglafi  into  taking  me.  It  is  very  dull  at  home! 
Mamma  never  comes  near  the  nursery,  and  Aglae  has  been  crying  all 
the  afternoon.     She's  looking  for  my  hoop  now.'' 

St.  Leger  removed  the  child*s  hat,  and  stroked  his  silken  curls.  The 
nurse  came  in,  her  eyes  inflamed. 

''  Have  you  fonna  the  hoop?"  asked  Charles. 

^*  Si." 

*^  What  is  the  matter,  Aglae?"  demanded  her  master. 

''  Matter  enough,  nr,"  replied  the  girl,  who,  though  a  faithful  servant, 
was  exceedingly  free-spoken,  ^'  when  tiiey  are  going  to  tear  the  child  away 
by  fair  means  or  fouL 

"They! — who?"  questioned  St.  L^ger. 

"  Father  Leance,  and  all  those  priests.  I  have  as  much  respect  for 
them  as  anybody  else,  as  long  as  they  keep  themselves  to  their  church  and 
their  own  concerns,"  added  Agla^  with  a  contemptuous  turn-up  of  her 
nose  into  the  air,  which  somewhat  belied  her  gratuitous  assertion  of  re- 
spect. "  What  right  have  they  to  interfere  between  madame  and  her 
child?  and  it  is  like  their  assurance  to  say  that  we  are  not  fit  to  bring  him 
up,  so  they  will  do  it  for  her!  Let  them  meddle  with  their  own  children/' 
continued  she,  givine"  way  to  her  temper,  now  thoroughly  aroused; 
*^  folks  tell  stories  if  they  have  not  got  plenty  of  them !" 

*'  The  priests  are  a  meddling  set  of  men,'*  observed  her  master,  **  but 
they  have  not  all  to  do  with  the  ruin  of  this  house.*' 

'*  Sir,"  cried  the  woman,  her  face  as  glowing  with  excitement  as  the  sky 
opposite,  where  the  sun  would  soon  sel^  and  towards  which  she  pointed 
with  her  finger;  ^'  as  true  as  I  hope  to  be  taken  there,  with  all  my  sins 
washed  out,  they  have  everything  to  do  with  it.  I  am  not  blind  or  deaf, 
and  I  have  been  looking  on  to  some  purpose.  Believe  me,  sir,  for  I  tell 
you  truth — ^the  priests  are  the  authors  of  cdl  the  evil  that  has  fallen 
upon  this  house.'* 

St  L^ger  looked  at  the  girl's  earnest  countenance  and  her  eye  of  truth. 
But  he  made  no  rejoinder,  save  telling  her  that  it  was  getting  late  to  go 
out  with  Charles. 

'^  And  will  no  one  take  me,  papa  ?"  he  whispered. 

"No  one-— no  one,  my  own  child;  as  long  as  your  papa  has  life  he  will 
protect  you." 

jP«6.-— VOL,  XCI.  HO.  CCCLXII.  8 
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CbsiiM  dmoed  out  of  the  room,  teumaeA,  and  they  proceeded  on  tiieir 
walk.  On  raianung  firom  it»  wUch  they  ctid  by  the  Piece  Notre  ]>aiiie^ 
they  cemetoahotdinrnteatthedoor  ofthecathedrel;  Charks  irmeting 
npMi  going  in  to  find  hie  inainma»  and  Agk£  opposing  it. 

**  I  woiud  not  hare  you  go  in  for  ^  world  I    The  priests  migfat  otoal 

yon.** 

''They  dare  not,"  cried  Charles,  boldly.  "Yon heard  ^riiat  mj  psfm 
srid.     So  go  and  pick  up  my  hoop,  Aglae." 

He  strod:  his  hm^  and  sent  it  bowling  across  the  street^  as  if  to  pay  a 
risit  to  Madame  Ckmstantin.  AglaS,  sc<^din^,  ran  to  fetch  it  back,  and 
(diaries  darted  into  the  cathedral,  when  a  shnll  shriek,  which  aeenraed  ta 
fin  every  crevice  of  the  edifice,  came  startlingly  to  his  ear& 

De  St.  L6ger,  meanwhile,  had  remained  alone.  Long  he  pondered 
over  his  miseiy  and  what  Agkfi  had  said.  He  came  to  the  resolution  of 
demanding  a  rail  eiplanation  from  Ins  wife— he  would  kneel  to  her  to  re- 
turn and  be  to  him  as  of  old — he  would  convince  her  where  lay  the  true 
happiness  of  their  child.  Restless  and  uneasy,  he  determined  to  sedc  ker 
there  and  then,  and  bent  his  steps  towards  the  Place  N6tre  Dame. 

V. 

He  entered  the  cathedraL  At  first  he  was  unable  to  distinguidi  ohjeets, 
but  when  his  sight  became  accustomed  to  ^  gloom,  he  could  not  per- 
ceive a  single  human  being,  save  an  old  woman,  who  was  kneeling  in  a 
comer  before  an  image  of  the  Virgin,  praying  to  the  light  of  five^^md- 
twenty  tallow  candles  she  had  placed  there*  He  advaoeed  further  with  a 
noiseless  step^  keeping  close  against  the  side  where  the  shade  fell  deepest. 
He  imagined  his  wifeTkad  left»  but  the  darkness  there  was  welcoiae  to  niai. 
His  heart  was  sick  with  pain,  his  brain  reelinfi^  almost  as  with  insanity,  and 
he  laid  his  bared  forehead  against  the  cold  boaidsof  anopen  confessiona], 
not  dreaming  that  it  contained  inmates  at  that  dark  hour  of  the  night. 
Suddenly  his  own  name,  breathed  in  a  low  but  distinct  whisper,  startled  him. 
It  was  repeated,  and  again  repeated;  and  words  came — ^frightful,  terriUe 
words — ^which  shook  him  as  he  stood,  and  seemed  to  blister  on  his  brain. 

He  recognised  the  voices  now :  they  were  those  of  Father  Leance  and 
Madame  de^St.  L^ger.  Oh,  what  dia  he  listen  to !  He  heard  all — knew 
all !  Schemes  foe  the  further  misery  of  his  home  and  his  duld — ^plots  for 
the  entire  destruction  of  his  affiurs — ^his  beloved  wile  the  secret  enemy 
and  the  betrayer — the  most  silent  moments  of  their  wedded  life  told— 
she,  his  own  wife,  he  knew  it  now,  his,  but  at  the  mil  of  another! 

Pause  ere  you  shall  presume  to  judge  what  IbUowed.  No  human  living 
bong  can  imagine  or  picture  to  hunself  the  torrent  of  agony  rushing  in 
that  ill-&ted  hour  over  Albert  de  St  L6ger.  That  his  wife  was  fidse  to 
him,  in  the  vulgar  acceptation  of  the  term,  he  entertained  not  the  least 
dooht  But  hioe  he  was  wron^;  in  that  one  re^eot»  Madame  de  St» 
Leger  had  certainly  not  violated  ner  marriage  vow. 

Who  shall  tell  uie  sensations  of  that  unhappy  man?  Oh,  jo^e  ham 
not  I  Pity  and  pray  for  him,  for  his  su£FenngB  were  greater  t&n  he 
could  bear. 

A  darker  shade  had  fallen  on  the  aides  when  Madame  de  St.  Leger  left 
the  confessional.  Something  impeded  her  path :  she  pushed  with  her 
foot,  but  it  did  not  move,  so  she  stooped  down  and  touched  it.  A  light, 
carried  by  a  church  attendant^  flashed  upon  her,  and  a  wild  shriek  burst 
firom  her  lips.     The  fingers  of  her  white  kid  glove,  fresh  from  the  stores 
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of  the  most  noted  of  Grenoble'v  fithneants,  were  soaked  in  blood,  and  the 
upturned  face  lying  there  was  that  of  her  husband,  and  set  in  death. 

He  was  quite  dead.  He  had  laid  himself  down  on  the  path  he  knew 
she  must  walk  over,  and  had  there  quietly  bled  to  death,  the  penknife 
mth  wluch  he  severed  the  vttn  still  daspea  in  his  closed  and  stiffening 
hand.  His  misery  in  tins  world  was  great,  and  he  had  gone  firom  it  to 
brave  the  mystery  and  judgment  of  the  next.  But  on  whose  soul,  in  the 
eyes  of  One  who  sees  and  judges  with  a  judgment  not  as  ours,  would  rest 
the  guilt?  the  suicide's,  the  woman's,  or  the  priest's  ?  Husbands  of  £Ing- 
iandl  thank  God  that  you  are  &i  removed  m>m  these  crying  evils:  they 
are  no  fictions. 

The  affection  of  other  years  returned  in  momentary  force  to  the  heart 
of  Marie  de  St.  L6ger;  the  form  now  stretched  in  death  was  that  of  her 
early  and  only  love,  the  husband  in  whose  bosom  she  had  rested.  Lamen- 
tations broke  from  her  lips — expressions  of  unavailing  regret — but  there 
was  one  by  her  side  too  wary  to  risk  tiie  advantages  he  had  gained. 

Sparks  of  fierce  anger  shone  in  the  eyes  of  Father  Leanoe  ;  invectives 
loud  and  deep  burst  from  him.  Curses,  deliberately  uttered  in  the  name 
of  the  church,  were  showered  on  the  dead  who  had  been  guilty  of  sacri- 
lege  so  fearfuL  Had  he  chosen  to  destroy  himself  body  and  soul,  why,  no 
matter;  but  to  desecrate  the  sacred  cathedral  with  his  crime,  to  pollute 
the  holy  floor  with  his  blood ! — Curses  upon  the  wretch  who  could  so  act  1 

The  spectators  listened,  crossed  themselves  plentifully,  and  bowed  in 
admiration  of  the  father's  eloquence.  But  there  came  from  his  righteous 
Hps  neither  nity  nor  prayer;  yet  the  Catholic  creed  teaches  tiie  efficacy  of 
prayers  for  toe  dead. 

But,  whilst  he  spoke,  they  did  not  see  that  a  little  child  had  knelt 
down  there,  clinging  lovingly  to  the  neck  of  the  corpse,  his  golden  ring* 
lets  dabbling  in  the  blood.  A  nutse  had  followed  close  upon  him,  with  a 
hoop  in  her  hand.  She  fell  down  in  a  fainting  fit,  and  the  people  turned 
to  aid  her.     Father  Leance  had  other  game  in  his  hands. 

'*  Tou  are  gcnng  to  stay  a  little  while  with  me^  my  dear,"  cried  Father 
Leance,  trying  to  throw  a  whole  jar  of  honey  into  his  tone. 

They  took  forcible  possession  of  him,  in  spite  of  his  startling  cries  for 
mercy,  and  carried  him  out  of  sight  of  his  mother. 

Father  Leance  turned  to  her,  to  instil  into  her  mind  hatred  of  the  dead. 
He  succeeded  to  admiration.  He  convinced  her  that  her  miserable 
husband  had  been  suffered  by  God  to  depart  in  this  manner,  as  a  punish- 
ment for  having  dared  to  withhold  his  son  from  the  church.  '^  And 
take  care^"  he  added,  sternly,  ^^that  you  relapse  not  into  the  same  sin. 
Do  not  see  him  more;  he  is  now  under  our  protection:  suffer  him  to 
remain." 

She  started  and  shuddered;  but  she  prayed  Cat  fortitude  to  resign  hit 
child. 

He  renewed  lus  entreaties,  he  who  had  irresistible  mastery  over  her 
mind.  Specious  arguments,  pseudo  reasoning,  in  which  was  more  of 
blasphemy  than  religion,  dotiiued  in  subtle  and  fascinating  language,  fell 
soothingly  on  her  ear.  She  had  worshipped  his  power  too  long  to  resist 
it  now :  and  she  ^ave  t^  her  child  for  ever. 

Now  do  you  believe  this  history  ?  Many  of  you  will  not.  Then  go 
and  live  in  a  Catholic  countiy,  as  I  have  done,  and  you  will  find  hun- 
dreds of  women  still,  and  now,  acting  the  weak  and  criminal  part  of 
Marie  de  St.  Leger. 

82 
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CONVERSATIONS  OF  GOETHE.* 

These  ConTersaiions,  embracing  as  they  do  not  only  the  opinions  on 
the  most  varied  topics  of  one  of  the  greatest  literanr  geniuses  of  the 
present  century,  but  having,  more  especially  in  their  educational  relation 
to  the  chief  reporter,  a  general  critical  character,  they  afford  to  the 
literary  student  a  better  and  a  more  complete  guide  to  both  the  minor  and 
the  greater  characteristics  of  the  man  than  any  autobiography  could 
be  expected  to  furnish.  They  also,  in  this  respect,  quite  supersede,  in 
literary  value  and  importance,  the  poetical  account  of  his  life,  given  by 
Goethe  in  his  '*  Aus  meinen  Leben,"  and  by  means  of  which  the  ment^ 
development  of  that  extraordinary  man  has  hitherto  been  traced. 

The  method  pursued  has  been  precisely  the  same  as  that  adopted  by 
Boswell,  who,  attaching  himself  to  the  rugged  moralist  Dr.  Johnson, 
submitted  to  his  literary  despotism  and  caprice,  simply  in  order  to  take 
faithful  and  copious  notes  of  his  conversation;  and  as  Boswell's  work 
has  been  justly  considered  the  most  complete  portraiture  of  an  indi- 
vidual ever  published,  so  it  may  be  truly  said  that  Eckermann's  Goethe 
takes  an  incontestable  position  in  the  same  rank,  as  one  of  the  best  biogra- 
phies extant.  The  work  has  been  admirably  rendered  into  our  own  lan- 
guage by  Mr.  John  Oxenford,  whose  merits  as  a  translator,  and  high 
poetical  capabilities,  are  well  known  to  the  readers  of  the  New  Monthly. 

Amid  much  pardonable,  nay,  almost  engaging  egotism,  there  is  such  a 
fund  of  fine  feeling,  goodness  of  heart,  poetry  and  artistic  taste,  learning 
and  deep  thought,  embodied  in  these  pages,  that  none  can  arise  from  their 
perusal  without  being  at  once  purified  and  improved.  Passing  over  the 
notices  by  Soret,  which  refer  chiefly  to  Goethe  s  illness,  and  which,  em- 
bodied in  the  supplement  in  the  German  work,  have  been  brought  by  Mr. 
Oxenford  into  their  proper  co-relation  with  time  the  first  introduction  of 
our  young  literary  aspirant,  John  Peter  Eckermann,  to  the  Colossus  of  the 
day,  is  at  once  inaiviaually  and  nationally  characteristic. 

"It  was  not  long  before  Goethe  came  in,'*  the  biographer  relates, 
''  dressed  in  a  blue  frock-coat,  and  with  shoes.  What  a  sublime  form ! 
The  impression  upon  me  was  surprising.  But  he  soon  dispelled  all  un- 
easiness by  the  kindest  words.  We  sat  down  on  the  sofa.  1  felt  in  a  happy 
perplexity  through  his  look  and  his  presence,  and  could  say  nothing." 

The  house  and  room,  the  staircase  —with  its  casts  from  antique  statues, 
the  salve  on  the  threshold,  the  faithful  garrulous  servant,  all  help  to  fill 
up  a  beautiful  picture. 

"  We  sat  a  long  while  together,*'  Eckermann  records  a  little  further  on, 
''  in  a  tranquil,  affectionate  mood.  I  was  close  to  him ;  I  forgot  to  speak 
for  looking  at  him ;  I  could  not  look  enough.  His  face  is  so  powerful  and 
]|rown!  full  of  wrinkles,  and  each  wrinkle  full  of  expression!  And  eveiy- 
^ere  there  is  such  nobleness  and  firmness,  such  repose  and  greatness! 
He  spoke  in  a  slow,  composed  manner,  such  as  you  would  expect  from  an 
aged  monarch.  You  perceive  by  his  air  that  he  reposes  upon  himself,  and 
is  elevated  far  above  both  praise  and  blame.  I  was  extremely  happy  near 
him ;  I  felt  becalmed  like  one  who,  after  many  toils  and  tedious  expec- 
tations, finally  sees  his  dearest  wishes  gratified." 

A  noble  and  genuine  enthusiasm  for  the  poet  and  the  philosopher 
breathes  in  these  passages.     The  tendency  to  hero-worship  is,  indeed, 

*  Conversations  of  Goethe  with  Eckermann  and  Soret.  Translated  from  the 
German.    By  John  Oxenford.    2  vols.    Smith,  Elder,  and  Co. 
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almofit  as  manifest  as  in  the  old  servant  whom  Eckeimann  fell  in  \nth  in 
the  month  of  Noyember,  1823,  and  who  believed  that  his  master  could 
prophesy  earthquakes.  Nor  did  Goethe  fail  to  avail  himself  of  the  youn^ 
man's  predilections,  and  great  admiration  of,  and  attachment  to,  his 
person.  It  was  a  part  of  his  excellent  nature  thus  to  attach  young  men 
of  promise  to  himself;  and  we  find  him  at  one  time  lamenting  one  whom 
Herder  had  seduced  from  his  literary  and  iiiendly  fealty.  How  beautiful 
and  how  captivating  the  expression  used  by  the  poet  himself  on  first 
meeting  Eckermann,  some  of  whose  youthful  essays  he  had  just  risen  from 
perusing.  ''  I  have  just  come  from  yoUy^  said  he;  "  I  have  been  reading  your 
writing  all  the  morning;  it  needs  no  recommendation;  it  recommends  itself." 
The  first  task  which  he  assigned  his  young  friend  was  not  of  the 
easiest.  No  less  than  to  discriminate,  from  out  of  two  thick  volumes  of 
"Frankfort  Literary  Notices,"  of  the  year  1772  and  1773,  Goethe's  little 
literary  critiques,  written  at  that  time  and  not  marked,  and  to  examine 
more  closely  those  youthful  productions  with  a  view  to  a  place  in  a  future 
edition  of  the  poet's  works.  A  next  task  was  to  index  the  first  eleven 
numbers  of  '^  Art  and  Antiquity,"  and  to  set  down  what  subjects  were  not 
to  be  looked  upon  as  concluded.  And  so  he  went  on  finding  employment 
for  his  young  friend,  till  what  was  a  concession  came  to  be  looked  upon  as 
a  right,  and  Goethe  became  highly  indignant  even  at  the  mention  of 
Eckermann's  undertaking  some  critical  notices  for  English  reviews.  It 
will  appear,  in  connexion  with  this  literary  education,  somewhat  strange 
to  our  ideas  that  Eckermann  was  advised  by  the  philosopher  to  attend 
the  theatre  every  evening.  Groethe's  notions  upon  this  subject  appear  to 
us  a  little  sophistical  They  certainly,  however,  apply  to  art;  why  not  to 
the  drama? 

He  came  to  me  with  Frau  von  Goethe.  "  This  is  my  daughter-in-law,"  said  he ; 
"  do  you  know  each  other?" 

We  told  him  that  we  had  just  become  acquainted. 

**He  is  as  much  a  child  about  the  theatre  as  you,  Ottilia!"  said  he;  and  we 
exchanged  congratulations  upon  this  taste,  which  we  had  in  common.  "  My 
daughter,"  continued  he,  **  never  misses  an  evening." 

"  That  is  all  very  well,"  said  I,  *^  as  long  as  they  give  good,  lively  pieces;  but 
when  the  pieces  are  bad  they  try  the  patience." 

"  But,"  said  Goethe,  '*  it  is  a  good  thing  that  you  cannot  leave,  but  are  forced 
to  hear  and  see  even  what  is  be^.  By  this  means,  you  are  penetrated  with  the 
hatred  for  the  bad,  and  come  to  a  clearer  insight  into  the  good.  In  reading,  it  is 
not  so.  You  throw  aside  the  book  if  it  displeases  you;  but  at  the  theatre  you 
must  endure." 

I  gave  my  assent,  and  thought  how  the  old  gentleman  always  said  something 
opportune. 

Although  a  very  old  man,  Goethe  had,  at  this  period  of  his  life,  as 
Eckermann  delicately  informs  us,  fallen  in  love  with  a  g^fited  young 
person  he  had  met  at  Marianbad.  All  experience  tells  us  that  love  is  the 
concomitant  of  genius — most  particularly  so  of  the  poetical  temperament. 
Goethe's  ideas  upon  this  subject  were  peculiarly  characteristic  of  his  inde- 
pendence of  thought.  Mention  was  made  in  his  presence  of  a  person 
falling  in  love  with  a  young  beauty  belonging  to  the  Weimar  Society, 
although  her  understanding  could  not  exactly  be  called  brilliant. 

**  Pshaw !"  said  Goethe,  laughing,  ^  as  if  love  had  anything  to  do  with  the 
understanding.  The  things  that  we  love  in  a  young  lady  are  something  very 
difierent  from  the  understanding.  We  love  in  her  beauty,  youthf\ilness,  playM- 
ness,  trustingness,  her  character,  her  faults,  her  caprices,  and  God  knows  what — 
ie  ne  a^ais  ^oi— besides ;  but  we  do  not  love  her  understanding.    We  respect  her 
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undentandiiig  when  it  is  briBiant,  and  bf  it  the  worth  of  s  girilcan  be  biflwilwly 
enhanced  in  oar  ejea.  Understanding  may  also  serre  to  fix  our  affectiona  whem 
we  already  love;  but  the  understanding  is  not  that  which  is  capable  of  fixing  oor 
heurts  and  awakening  a  passion." 

Goethe  was  a  passionate  adnurer  of  Shakspeafe  and  Byron.  He  con- 
sidered them  as  the  two  greatest  poets  of  any  age  and  of  any  oountxv. 
Of  Shakspeaxe  he  said,  ^'  A  dramadc  talent  of  any  importance  conld 
not  forbear  to  notice  Shakspeare's  works — nay,  could  not  forbear  to 
study  them.  Havinff  studied  them,  he  must  be  aware  that  Shakspeare 
has  already  exhausted  the  whole  of  human  nature  in  all  its  tendencies,  in 
all  its  heights  and  depths ;  and  that,  in  fact,  there  remuns  for  lum,  tlie 
after-comer,  nothing  more  to  do.** 

Of  Byron,  he  said  a  character  of  such  eminence  had  neyer  existed 
before,  and,  probably,  would  never  come  again.  Comparing  the  English 
bard  with  Tasso,  Goethe  could  not  conceal  the  superiority  of  the  English- 
man in  spirit,  grasp  of  the  world,  and  productiye  power.  *'  One  cannot," 
he  said,  *^  compare  these  poets  with  each  other  mthout  annihilating  one 
by  the  other.  Byron  is  the  burning  thorn-bush  which  reduces  the  holy 
cedar  of  Lebanon  to  ashes.  The  great  epic  poem  of  the  Italian  has 
nuuntuned  its  fia.me  for  centuries ;  but  yet,  with  a  single  line  of  '  Don 
Juan,'  one  could  poison  the  whole  of  *•  Jerusalem  Delivered.' " 

Goethe,  like  Wordsworth  and  many  others,  held  genius  in  so  great 
esteem  as  to  look  upon  it  as  a  divine  inspiration : 

The  octtversatioa  turned  (this  was  shortly  bef<»e  the  great  man's  death)  upon 
the  great  men  who  had  lived  before  ChriBt,  among  the  Chinese,  the  Indians,  the 
Persians,  and  the  Greeks  ;  and  it  was  remarked  that  the  Divine  power  had  been 
as  operative  ki'them  as  in  aome  of  the  great  Jews  of  the  Old  Testament.  We 
then  came  to  question  how  far  God  influenced  the  great  natures  of  the  pvesent 
world  in  which  we  live  ? 

'*  To  hear  people  speak,"  said  Goethe, "  one  would  almost  believe  that  they  were 
of  opinion  that  God  had  withdrawn  into  silence  since  those  old  times,  and  that 
man  was  now  plaoed  quite  upon  his  own  feet,  and  had  to  see  how  he  could  get  on 
without  God,  and  His  daily  invisible  breath.  In  reUgious  and  moral  matt»a  a 
Divine  influence  is  indeed  still  allowed;  but  in  matters  of  science  and  art  it  ia 
believed  that  they  are  merely  earthy,  and  nothing  but  the  product  of  human 
powers. 

**  Let  any  one  only  try,  with  human  win  and  human  power,  to  produce  some- 
thing which  may  he  compared  with  the  creations  that  bear  the  names  of  Mozart, 
Baphael,  or  Shakspeare.  I  know  very  wdl  that  these  three  noble  beings  aie  not 
the  only  ones,  and  that  in  every  province  of  art  innumerable  excellent  gemuses 
have  operated,  who  have  produced  things  as  perfectly  good  as  those  just  men- 
tioned. But  if  they  were  as  great  as  those,  they  rose  above  ordinary  human 
nature,  and  in  the  same  proportion  were  as  divindy  endowed  as  they. 

'^  And  after  all  what  does  it  all  come  to?  God  did  not  venture  to  rest  after  the 
well-known  six  days  of  creation,  but,  on  the  contrary,  is  constantly  aedve  as  on 
the  first.  It  would  have  been  for  Hiin  a  poor  occapation  to  compose  this  heavy 
world  out  of  simple  elements,  and  to  keep  it  rolling  in  the  sunbeams  from  year  to 
year,  if  he  had  not  had  the  plan  of  founding  a  nursery  for  a  world  of  spirits  upon 
this  material  basis.  So  He  is  now  constantly  active  in  higher  natures  to  attract 
lower  ones." 

Well  may  E^ermann  say  that  he  cherished  tlie  great  and  good  w<Hds 
of  the  poet  and  the  philosopher  in  his  heart ! 

Goethe,  however  happy  as  a  poet  and  a  plylosopher,  -was  not  so  as  a 
man  o€  scieBce,  although  the  discoverer  of  the  metamorphosis  of  plants. 
**  There  is  nothing,**  he  said,  ^'  througfh  which  I  have  learned  to  know  man- 
kind better  than  through  my  philosophical  (scientific?)  exertions.  It 
has  cost  me  a  great  deal,  and  has  been  attended  with  great  axmoyaocs^ 
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but  I  nevortMeis  Bejoiee  that  I  have  gained  the  eiperience.**  The  ma- 
thematicians  of  France  and  Enghmd  ha?ing  attadced  Goethe's  theory  of 
colours  as  opposed  to  the  Newtonian^  the  philosopher  exhibits  no  small 
amount  of  die  waywardness  and  senstireness  of  the  poet  in  rebuking 
ifaem: 

**  I  recoiye  mathematies,''  he  said,  "^  as  the  most  sablime  and  useftd  scieDce,  so 
long  as  they  are  applied  in  their  proper  place;  but  I  cannot  commend  the  misuse 
of  them  in  matten  wfaidi  do  act  belong  to  their  sphere^  and  in  which,  nofole 
•deDce  aa  th^  are^  they  seeot  to  he  mere  nonsense.  As  i^  fbrsootht  things  oalj 
exist  when  they  can,  be  mathematically  demonstrated.  It  would  be  fooUsh  fx  a 
man  not  to  beUeve  in  his  mistress's  love  because  she  could  not  prove  it  to  him  ma- 
thematically. She  can  mathematicaDy  proye  her  dowry,  but  not  her  love.  The 
matiieniaticians  did  not  find  out  the  metamorphosiB  of  plants.  I  hsTS  achiered 
this  discovery  without  UMithematlcs,  and  the  mathemailacianB  were  Ibroed  to  put 
up  with  it.  jTo  understand  the  phenomeoa  of  colour,  nothing  is  required  but 
unbiassed  observation  aad  a  sound  head;  but  these  are  scarcer  than  fidks 
magine." 

On  matters  of  science  and  phOosophy  generally,  Goethe,  howerer, 
uniformly  exhibits  in  his  conyersations  the  same  generous,  comprefaensife, 
admiring,  and  unenvlous  spirit  that  he  does  in  matters  literary,  polidcal, 
and  reh^oos.  Upon  the  subject  of  opening  the  Isthmus  of  Panama,  he 
said,  <^  Innumerable  benefits  would  lesuU  to  toe  whole  human  nee,  civilised 
and  uncivilised.  But  I  should  wonder  if  the  United  States  were  to  let 
an  opportunity  escape  of  getting  sock  a  woik  into  their  own  hands.  It 
may  be  foreseen,^'  he  added»  prophetically,  ^  that  this  young  state,  with 
its  decided  predilecticm  to  the  West,  will,  in  thirty  or  forty  years,  have 
occupied  and  peopled  the  large  tract  of  land  beyond  the  Rocky  Moun- 
tains." 

''Would  that  I  might  live  to  seeiti  bntldiallnot.  I  should  like  to  see  another 
thing-— a  junction  of  the  Danube  aad  the  Bliine.    But  this  underta^ng  is  so 

g'gantic  that  I  have  doubts  of  its  completioD,  particuhui;^  when  I  consider  our 
erman  resources.  And  thirdly  and  lastly,  I  should  wish  to  see  TCngli^yy^  in 
possession  of  a  canal  through  the  Isthmus  of  Suez.  Would  I  could  live  to  see 
these  three  great  works!  it  would  be  well  worth  the  trouble  to  last  some  flf^ 
years  more  ix  the  very  purpose." 

Nothing  can  be  more  fiberal  or  pUlanthropic  than  such  wishes.  How 
seldom  do  we  find  anything  so  world-embracing,  so  utterly  devoid  of 
nationality,  come  from  a  Frenchman !  But  we  might  fill  a  volume  with 
extracts  breathing  everywhere  the  same  love  of^  human  nature,  the  same 
compehensive  philosopny,  the  same  liberafity  of  opinion  in  all  matters. 
To  do  so,  it  would  be  also  necessary  to  give  Cioethe's  own  view  of  himself 
so  ably  expressed  in  several  of  Ins  intimate  conversations,  his  retrospec- 
tive review  of  his  fife,  his  ideas  of  the  restraints  imposed  by  society,  his 
studies,  pursuits,  modes  of  thought,  feeHng,  and  expression,  down  to  his 
death,  in  which  he  is  still  the  great  man  and  llie  noble  philosopher. 
Boswell  did  not  spend  more  than  nine  months  in  the  society  of  his  illus- 
tiious  friend  Johnson;  the  period  embraced  in  Eckermann  and  Soreffs 
invaluable  reminiscences  extends  from  September,  1822,  to  1832,  the 
year  of  the  philosopher's  death,  a  period  of  nearly  ten  years ;  and  we 
hope  we  have  said  and  quoted  enough  to  show  that  the  opinion  with 
which  we  started,  as  to  the  merits  of  their  joint  produdion,  is  more  than 
borne  out  by  the  contents. 


(    260    ) 
A  SKETCH  IN  THE  STREETS  OF  MANCHESTER. 

BT  JOSXFH  ANTHONY,  JUN. 

He  was  scarce  past  his  childhood,  and  yet,  at  a  glance,  I  perceived  that 
he  had  commenced  life's  warfare  for  himself ;  that  necessity  had,  mrith  % 
stem  unbending  brow,  pointed  out  to  him  the  way  he  was  to  take,  and 
taught  him,  young  as  he  was,  that  his  fate  must  be  to  battle  for  himself  on 
the  path  of  life.  His  very  humble  and  tattered  dress,  the  sorrowful  ex- 
pression which  had  settled  on  his  pallid  yet  interesting  features,  told  their 
own  story,  and  I  involuntarily  sighed  whilst  observing  him.  *'  Want 
alone,"  I  mentally  exclaimed,  "  has  hitherto  been  his  companion;  lig'ht 
hearts,  gambolling  playmates  of  his  own  years,  exuberance  of  the  young 
spirit,  which  gives  buoyancy  to  the  foot,  throws  sunshine  on  the  heart, 
and  'neath  whose  spell  all  things  seem  beautiful — ^he,  poor  boy !  has  never 
known.  He  knows  nought  of  the  green  fields  and  flowers,  of  murmuring 
brooks  and  leafy  trees,  amidst  whose  branches  sweet  music  dwells  ;  in 
some  pent-up  crowded  alley  is  his  home,  and  his  young  mind  hath  been 
awoke  in  confines  close,  amidst  scenes  of  toil  and  misery." 

The  gentle  and  dejected  expression  of  his  countenance  first  attracted 
my  attention,  and,  unobserved  by  him,  I  watched  his  movements  as  he 
slowly  advanced  down  the  crowded  street  towards  the  spot  where  I  stood. 
Occasionally  he  paused,  and  after  looking  up  and  down  the  busy  thoroug'h- 
fare,  apparently  awaiting  or  looking  for  some  expected  object  to  come  in 
sight,  ne  resumed  his  saunter,  keeping  close  to  the  wall,  so  as  to  avoid 
intercepting  the  way  of  the  numbers  who  were  hurrying  past  him.  The 
more  I  saw  of  the  boy,  the  more  was  my  interest  in  him  increased,  and 
my  desire  to  know  what  object  had  brought  him  thither.  So  young', 
could  his  design  be  criminal  ?  had  he  been  initiated  into  the  craft  of 
pocket*picking?  did  he  thus  linger  amidst  the  bustle  of  the  crowded 
pathway  to  mark  where  he  could  successfully  seize  the  spoil  ?  I  looked 
at  him  more  earnestly  as  he  approached  me  still  nearer,  and  I  felt  that 
in  the  bare  suspicion  I  had  done  him  an  injustice. 

Whilst  I  was  thus  speculating  on  his  character,  he  paused  within  a 
few  paces  of  me,  and  gazed  earnestly  down  the  street,  where  something 
appeared  to  be  exciting  his  attention.  Following  the  direction  of  his 
earnest  look,  I  perceived  at  a  little  distance  a  gentleman  on  horseback 
slowly  advancing,  whilst  looking  inquiringly  at  the  houses  he  was  pass- 
ing, as  though  in  search  of  one  of  them  in  particular.  He  had  arrived 
within  a  few  yards  of  the  place  where  I  stood,  when  he  halted,  and  dis- 
mounted :  in  an  instant  tne  boy  I  have  spoken  of  was  at  his  side,  and, 
touching  the  ragged  apology  for  a  cap  which  he  wore,  evidently  ten- 
dered his  services  to  hold  the  horse.  Tne  horseman  cast  a  hasty  glance 
at  the  little  fellow,  and  was  apparently  about  to  resign  the  reins  into 
Hs  hands,  when  the  door  of  the  house  before  which  ne  was  standing 
opened,  and  a  servant  advanced  to  address  him.  I  indistinctly  caught 
the  words  '*  from  home  "  and  "  to-morrow,"  when  the  functionary  retired 
to  the  house ;  the  horseman  remounted,  and  cantered  down  the  street, 
leaving  the  boy  disappointedly  and  wistfully  gazing  after  him. 

Yes,  I  saw  the  gleam  which  had  irradiated  the  little  fellow's  face 
vanish ;  and  fiemcied  I  heard  a  sigh,  which  his  young  breast  heaved  forth 
as  he  turned  away  dejectedly  ^m  the  spot.  Thus  unsuccessful,  I  saw 
him  next,  from  some  of  the  passers-by,  ask  charity;  but  so  timidly,  that 
I  saw  he  feared  the  repulse  of  harsh  words,  which,  as  I  watched  him,  in 
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some  instances  met  his  solicitations ;  whilst  others  passed  him  without 
the  slightest  notice.  Apparently  very  tired,  he  now  seated  himself  on  a 
door-step,  still  looking  eagerly  about  him,  as  though  anxious  for  another 
opportunity  to  present  itself,  when  he  might,  with  success,  offer  his  ser- 
vices. Whilst  ne  was  thus  employed,  an  open  carriage  came  rattling  up 
the  street,  and,  pidling  up,  a  lady  alighted  at  the  house  immediately 
opposite  to  where  the  young  street-wanderer  sat.  I  watched  the  play  of 
his  features  as  his  gaze  rested  upon  two  little  fellows  of  apparently  his 
own  age  who  were  in  the  carria^,  and  who,  in  spite  of  an  elderly- 
looking  nurse's  efifbrts  to  restrain  uem,  were  gambolling  with  each  other 
rather  boisterously.  In  the  true  spirit  of  boyish  glee  and  mischief,  they 
were  endeavouring  with  parasols  to  push  off  the  hat  of  the  footman;  who, 
seemingly,  as  much  amused  as  themselves,  whilst  standing  by  the  carriage 
awaiting  the  lady*s  return,  was  giving  them  opportunities  to  accomplish 
their  object.  Yes,  right  joyous  were  they;  and  with  their  costly  dresses, 
rosy  cheeks,  and  bright  eyes,  presented  a  striking  contrast  to  the  little  fel- 
low, who,  in  rags  and  wretchedness,  from  the  door-step,  was  earnestly  ob- 
serving them.  I  would  have  ffiven  much  to  have  known  his  thoughts  in 
those  moments; — ^to  have  read,  like  the  pages  of  a  book,  the  feelings  of 
his  hearty  whilst  watching  them  in  their  gambols.  There  was  no  envy 
in  the  expression  of  his  countenance;  but,  by  the  fixedness  of  his  gaaee,  I 
judged  that  the  sight  of  the  carriage  and  its  young  occupants  at  that 
juncture  had  given  birth  to  a  train  of  thoughts  and  ideas  as  new  as  they 
were,  perhaps,  saddening.  Did  he  think  that  fate  had  dealt  hardly 
with  him  ?  Did  he  in  his  cogitations  become  bewildered  in  a  labyrinth 
of  thought,  in  endeavouring  to  accoimt  for  the  why  of  their  being  so 
differently  situated  ? — or,  did  fancy  in  his  young  brain  raise  some  strange 
speculation  on  the  world  and  the  aesigns  of  Him  who  made  it? 

After  a  short  time  had  elapsed,  the  door  of  the  house  opened,  and  the 
lady  came  forth ;  she  entered  the  carriage,  the  footman  mounted  behind, 
away  they  rattled  down  the  street,  and  were  soon  out  of  sight.  I  turned 
to  look  at  the  boy ;  he  seemed  to  have  fallen  into  a  reverie,  sitting 
motionless,  whilst  his  gaze  rested  on  the  part  of  the  street  where  the 
carriage  had  disappeared. 

"When  1  again  observed  him,  he  had  left  his  seat,  and  was  rapidly 
crossing  the  street,  to  meet  a  female  who,  attired  somewhat  above  the 
common  garb,  was  advancing  on  the  opposite  side,  and  bearing  in  her 
arms  a  rather  bulky  parcel,  which  she  appeared  inconveniently  to  carry. 
As  I  had  seen  him  salute  the  horseman,  the  street- wanderer,  in  addressing 
her,  touched  his  cap,  and  evidently  tendered  his  services  to  carry  the 
parcel.  The  woman  paused  for  a  moment  to  look  at  the  applicant, 
when,  either  deeming  him  too  diminutive  for  the  burden,  or  actuated  yb 
a  spirit  of  economy,  with  some  brief  but  decisive  remark  she  turned 
firom  him,  and  resumed  her  walk.  At  the  same  moment  a  boor  of  a 
porter,  rather  than  diverge  from  his  path,  knocked  roughly  against  the 
boy,  who  was  standing  on  the  pavement,  and  sent  him  staggering  against 
the  wall,  continuing  his  heavy  tread  onward,  without  as  much  as  turning 
his  head  to  see  whether  or  not  the  little  fellow  had  fallen. 

Thus  twice  had  I  seen  the  cup  held  to  his  lips  and  dashed  away; 
twice  had  I  seen  him  strong  in  hope,  and  twice  in  disappointment  deep. 
Where  now,  boy,  is  thy  energy  ? — where  thy  spirit,  thy  resolution  ?  Me- 
ihinks  thou  needst  them  now.  Alas !  thou  art  but  a  child ;  and  at  thy 
age  the  green  fields,  where  birds  are  blithely  singing,  or  the  jocund 
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pkygroimd  iiilk  jotmg  kindred  8pint%  where  sport  hath  ka  daring  maoA 
tta^  penereraDoe  too,  irere  more  fitting  pSaoe  to  faring  £arik  mjA.  exalted 
qoalities  than  the  crowded  street^ — lAiete  want,  pedbaps,  spun  thee  to 
attempt;  where  fbrtone  frowns  upon  thee,  and  seems  hope  to  whisper 
only  to  deceive  1  Coniagethou  hast  no  more.  Ejnergy,  it  has  left  tkee; 
else  wonldflt  dioa  not  ao  dejectedlj  hang  diy  head,  and  creep  along  tlie 
street  as  tlkweh  thou  wert  npon  forbidden  grouad,  or  trespasBinp  in. 
sharing  tibe  light  of  the  Ming  day  and  the  hreadi  of  hearen  widi  &O0e 
who  are  heedlessly  hunying  past  thee.  ^ 

After  his  last  unsucoeflsful  application,  I  next  saw  the  dispirited  little 
liellow  torn  down  a  small,  little-&e<piented  street,  and,  with  the  intentioB 
of  meeting  and  speaking  to  him,  1  made  a  short  dHour^  soon  gaining  tiie 
opposite  end  of  the  street  which  I  had  seen  him  enter.  The  buildings 
eoiuisted  entirely  of  warehouses^  which  were  all  dosed  for  the  night ; 
and  knowing  that  he  oould  scaredy  have  entered  one  of  them,  I  was  not 
«  little  SHrprised  to  find  the  street  appaxentlr  desorted.  Adnmcii^  s 
few  paces,  however,  the  mystery  was  soon  sdred.  Nesding  in  the  comer  of 
a  wardiouse  doorway,  with  his  head  restingon  his  little  hand,  my  eyes  fell 
iipoe  the  wanderer  I  was  in  search  of.  Absorbed  in  his  grie^  I  approached 
him  unseen,  unheard.     Ah!  need  I  say  that  he  was  weeping  bitteify? 

Reader,  the  boy  had  a  home ;  I  saw  it ;  a  cellar,  whose  iMire  walb  and 
briek-uneorered  floor  bespcfa  it  the  abode  of  poverty  and  maseiy.  He 
was  not  an  orphan ;  fior  on  a  heap  of  rags,  wmch  serred  her  for  a  bed, 
I  saw  an  emaciated  figure  whidi  he  called  his  modier ;  a  brother  and  a 
aister,  too,  were  there^  younger  than  my  guide,  and  in  their  tattered 
dirty  garments  searedy  distinguishaUe  from  the  bed  of  rags  on  which 
they  were  fandiUed  beside  the  dying  woman.  He  was  not  an  orphan ; 
the  young  street-wanderer  had  a  father.  Him,  too,  I  saw ;  a  rude,  blear- 
eyed  drunkard,  whose  coontenanee  it  was  feazfiil  to  look  upon ;  for  there 
mi^t  be  seen  that  the  worst  passions  of  our  common  nature  had  witli 
him  obtained  a  perilous  aacoidaccy — a  brute,  whose  intellect,  perhaps 
never  bright,  had  become  more  brutal  under  l^e  influence  of  tne  fire- 
apirit^  to  which  he  bore  conspidous  marks  of  bdng  a  grovelling  soul  and 
body  slave.  To  me  he  appeared  like  the  demon  Rum  midet  the  wredc 
around.  On  him,  now  that  the  wife  ooold  work  no  more,  were  they 
dependent.  Need  I  say  that  there  were  days  when  they  scarce  tasted 
food,  when  the  young  wanderer  had  been  unsuccessful  in  the  streets?  and 
when  hungry,  tired,  and  dejected,  he  gave  current  to  his  grie^  as  when 
I  found  him  in  the  midst  of  his  heart-breaking  sorrow? 

Yes,  my  first  surmise  was  paiiifuUy  ooirect.  He  had,  indeed,  oom- 
menced  life's  warfiue  for  himself;  young  aa  he  was,  it  was  his  fate  to 
battle  his  way  on  ihe  path  of  life,  and  not  a  soul  to  advise  and  guard  him 
against  the  (kmon  Crime,  whose  fevourite  haunts  are  the  footsteps  of  the 
ignorant  and  needy. 

Reader,  how  many  of  the  victims  of  crime  who  fill  our  prisons,  were  iiheir 
histories  known,  would  prove  to  have  commenced  life  fike  this  hoy !  Not 
alwm,  dien,  let  us  unpii^ing  behold  the  criminal,  who,  in  his  early 
mannood  or  ihe  prime  of  hfe,  is  bamshed  firom  his  country,  or  sufiers  tro 
dread  penalty  of  death,  without  reflectmg  how  much  those  who  brought 
him  into  the  world  were  concerned  with  so  mdanehdy  an  issue, — ^without 
reflecting  diat,  like  the  Httie  fellow  of  whom  these  pages  tdl,  he  may  have 
had  a  fether  little  better  than  the  brute  of  the  fidd,  and  m  lus  cfaikiish 
yean  have  been  turned  oat  to  get  his  bread — ^a  wanderer  in  the  streets. 


(    2«3    ) 


THE  PAVILION"  BALL  AT  BRIGHTON-. 

BY  OSE  WHO  WAS  THEBB. 

Ill  the  year  of  our  Lord  1751,  the  small  fishing^town  of  Brighthehn- 
gtcme— in  shape  aa  izregular  qnadraQgie— was  comprised  within  the 
limits  of  the  mree  streets  whose  names  siill  show  to  what  point  of  the 
compass  each  was  opposed^  with  the  ^-beach  forming  the  hase.  It  was 
disfigured  on  the  east  by  a  hioad  and  deep  gulley,  called  ^^  the  Steyne 
Ditch/'  protected  on  the  west  and  sooth  by  the  battery,  and  graced  on 
the  north  by  the  Church  of  St.  Nicholas^  wnich  then  sufficed  for  the  spi- 
ritual necessities  of  some  two  or  three  thousand  inhabitants.  It  commu- 
nicated with  the  metropolis  by  means  of  a  carrier's  waggan*  and  the  ear- 
liest intelligence  from  thence  reached  it  usually  on  the  evenmg  of  the 
second  day.  It  had  a  post-office,  but  those  who  wrote  aod  receired 
letten  were  few ;  a  market-place,  ynth  the  sky  for  its  roof;  and  here  and 
there  was  a  small  public-house,  for  the  entertainment  of  travellera,  fsEurmers^ 
fishermen,  and  smugglers,  which  latter  class  very  frequently  included  the 
other  three. 

This  poor  little  town  had  onoe  been  a  place  of  some  estimation;  not  in 
the  time  of  the  Romans,  who,  as  the  historians  say,  '*  probably  frequented 
it,"  though  why  or  wherefore  is  not  stated ;  not  in  the  days  of  the  Saxon 
bisbc^  Brighthelm,  who,  acocnrding  to  the  same  Yeridical  accounts,  made 
it  his  residence;  not  even  in  the  hour  when  William  de  Warenne,  that 
great  fief  appropriator,  cast  his  net  over  this  part  of  Sussex;  but  at  a 
Gompaiatively  recent  period — the  early  part  of  the  seventeenth  century.  It 
was  then  one  of  the  most  flourishing  towns  along  the  coast;  but  the 
restrictions  which  were  laid  upon  the  fisheries,  the  loss  of  ships  by  war 
and  tempest,  the  inroads  of  toe  sea,  no  longer  its  friend,  and,  to  give  it 
the  coup  de  graces  the  terrible  inundation  df  1699  (which,  however,  the 
oldest  inhabitant  cannot,  fortunately,  now  remember),  sweepii^  away  no 
less  than  one  hundred  and  thirty  nouses,  all  conspired  to  bring  Bright- 
hehnstone  to  decay,  and  for  the  first  half  of  the  eighteenth  century  it  lay 
on  the  beach,  a  mere  waterlogged  hulk,  deserted  by  its  crew,  and  aban- 
doned to  its  fate. 

There  it  might  have  remained  till  it  went  to  pieces,  had  not  a  certain 
physician  of  some  celebrity — hight  Dr.  Patrick  Russell — discovered,  mow 
something  more  than  a  hundred  years  since,  that  the  purity  of  its  air,  and 
the  renovating  freshness  of  its  wave%  were  exactly  what  his  patients  wanted 
to  dispel  the  spleen  by  which  they  were  devoured,  and  to  remedy  which 
neither  Bath  nor  Beau  Nash  irex^  competent.  The  invalids  came,  at  first, 
by  twos  and  threes^  and  at  long  intervals;  then,  at  the  rate,  perhaps,  of  a 
score  a  season;  until,  at  last,  they  mustered  in  sufficient  number,  and  were 
suffidently  restored  to  health  to  talk  of  a  little  amusement;  nay,  more,  to 
create  some.  The  national  custtm  of  celebrating  whatever  is  remarkable 
by  a  dinner,  has  its  exception  at  a  watering-place.  Tbere^  an  event  of 
any  importance  is  invariably  commemorated  by  a  Ball.  It  was  so  in  the 
days  of  our  forefathers,  and,  happily,  it  is  so  atilL 

On  the  occasion  referred  to^  which  (if  the  account  given  by  Swallow, 
in  his  '^  History  of  Sussex,"  be  correct)  happened  in  the  year  1751,  and, 
by  the  oddest  coincidence,  on  the  21st  of  January,  two-and- twenty  couple 
assembled  m  the  huge  room  of  the  Ship  Inn  (a  bedroom  now,  probably, 
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if  still  in  enstence,  which  is  doubtful),  and  then  and  there — ^to  use  the 
language  of  the  poets  of  that  time — '^  devoted  the  evening  to  the  worship 
of  the  Muse  Terpsichore."  The  high  sheriff  of  the  county,  Robert 
Bull,  Esquire,  of  Chichester,  led  off  the  ball  with  Miss  Treadwell,  of 
Lewes — '*an  heiress  of  5000/.,"  as  the  Gentleman's  Magazine^  which 
recorded  their  marriage  afterwards,  said — ^and,  for  the  satisfaction  of  the 
curious  in  such  matters,  we  may  add,  that  the  shrieval  dignitary  and  his 
fair  partner  performed  this  ceremony  to  the  tune  of  **  The  Sow  in  the 
Sack,"  the  newest  and  most  fEishionable  "contre-danse"  of  the  day. 

So  spirited  a  beginning  augured  well  for  the  prosperity  of  the  town, 
and  it  crept  on,  little  by  little,  till,  amongst  other  personages  of  note;, 
Brighthelmstoue  attracted  the  attention,  or  was  recommended  as  likely  to 
be  serviceable  to  the  complaints,  of  Henry  Frederick,  Duke  of  Cumber- 
land, the  brother  of  George  III.,  who  married  Mrs.  Horton,  and  was  less 
distinguished  for  wit  than  good-nature.  The  duke  and  duchess  lived  in 
a  house  on  die  cliff  to  the  eastward  of  the  Steyne  Ditch ;  it  was  called  '^  the 
Grove  House" — luctu  a  non  lucendo;  and  here,  in  the  year  1782,  Prince 
Florizel,  ''the  sweetest,  rascalliest  young  prince,"  from  whose  arms  his 
loving  Perdita  had  just  been  torn,  came  down  on  a  visit  to  his  uncle,  to 
seek  consolation  from  his  bonhommie,  and  divert  himself  with  his  hedse. 
Pleased  with  the  locality,  which  offered  him  the  seclusion  he  sought^ 
the  prince  resolved  to  construct  a  Marine  Pavilion  at  Brighthelmstoue, 
where  he  might  hide  himself  from  the  world,  and  breathe  his  sorrows  to 
the  troubled  ocean.  But  before  the  foundations  of  this  *'  gem  of  the  sea" 
were  laid,  the  prince  fell  into  gay  company,  who  soon  caused  him  to 
forget  his  Perdita ;  but,  by  way  of  compensation,  they  enlarged  the  ideas 
of  extravagance  which  that  fair  unfortunate  had  pretty  well  encouraged 
already.  The  chief  companions  of  the  Prince  of  Wales,  at  this  period, 
were  the  Duke  de  Chartres — ^better  known  a  few  years  later  as  Orleans 
and  Eg^it^ ;  and  the  Duke  de  Lauzun,  who  shortly  afterwards  succeeded 
to  the  "graceless  name  of  Biron,"  and  even  then  enjoyed  the  re- 
putation of  being  the  most  dissipated  and  extravagant  man  in  France. 

But  in  1784,  when  the  Marine  Pavilion  was  begun  by  Holland,  its 
dimensions  were  scarcely  more  than  one-half  the  size  which  the  building 
subsequentlv  attained;  neither  did  it  bear  any  external  resemblance  to  the 
present  edifice.  The  sea-front  of  Mr.  Holland  s  erection,  for  it  had  a 
quasi  sea-front  at  that  time,  extending  about  two  hundred  feet,  consisted 
at  first  of  a  circular  building,  with  a  lofty  dome  raised  on  pillars,  and  a 
range  of  apartments  on  each  side.  But  that  it  was  fitted  up  '*  regardless 
of  expense,"  may  well  be  conceived  when  we  know  that  it  furnished  its 
quota  to  the  prince's  debts  which,  in  1 795,  amounted  to  the  trifling  sum, 
accurately  and  nicely  computed,  of  six  hundred  and  thirty-nine  thousand, 
eight  hundred  and  ninety  pounds,  four  shillings,  and  fourpence  ! 

Between  1784  and  1795 — the  very  hey-day  of  his  wild  career — ^the 
prince  gave  himself  ample  scope  for  outlay  of  every  description,  and  the 
balls,  at  which  Lady  Beauchamp,  the  Miss  Ingrams,  and  the  Miss  Talbots 
appeared  ''in  Spanish  dresses,  of  white  crape  spangled  with  g^ld  and 
ornamented  with  precious  stones,"  and  where  *'  Lady  Digby's  crape  petti- 
coat was  adorned  with  stripes  of  shells  and  broad  gold  fringe" — the 
dinners  Egalite  and  Lauzun  disdained  not  to  praise,  and  the  suppers  Louis 
Weltje  purveyed,  which  were  enlivened  by  the  wit  of  Fox  and  Sheridan, 
and  when  Burke,  Lord  Moira,  Fitzpatrick,  George  Hanger,  Bate  Dudley, 
and  '*  honest"  Jack  Payne  were  guests,  went  for  something  in  the  account ; 
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but  they  would  hardly  haye  sirelled  it  to  the  enormous  figure  it  reached, 
had  not  the  expensive  notions  of  the  royal  owner  of  the  mansion  "^^ 
full  swing  also.* 

To  alter^  extend,  decorate,  and  re-decorate  the  building,  which  was 
gradually  changed  under  Nash's  care  till  it  assumed  its  present  aspect, 
was  the  constant  occupation  of  the  prince;  and  to  render  the  interior  as 
maCTificent  as  the  utmost  cost  and  the  most  fanciful  taste  could  accom- 
plish, was  a  pleasure  which  he  never  wholly  relinquished.  However  much 
the  lovers  ot  classical  art  might  object  to  the  absence  of  simplicity,  there 
were  none  to  deny  the  gorgeous  beauty  and  rare  splendour  of  the  Pavilion, 
and  all  admitted  that  it  was,  of  its  kind,  the  finest  thing  that  had  ever 
yet  been  seen.  As  a  finished  palace,  it  flourished  during  three  reigns, 
and  then  its  history — as  a  royal  residence— ended. 

But  whUe  the  Pavilion  was  making  progpress,  the  town  of  Brighthelm- 
Btone  or  Brighton,  as  it  was  soon  genendly  called,  began  to  make  progress 
also.  The  royal  patronage  bestowed  upon  it,  and  the  consequent  influx 
of  Beuihionable  visitors,  set  every  engine  at  work  to  effect  improvements. 
The  population  increased  with  marvellous  rapidity ;  buildings  arose  as  if 
by  magic;  the  communication  with  London  became  celebrated  throughout 
the  kingdom  for  its  frequency  and  rapidity,  long  before  the  establishment 
of  railroads;  magnificent  hotels  supplied  the  place  of  doubtful  inns ;  and 
fresh  proo&  were  every  day  afforded  of  the  increasing  prosperity  and  im- 
portance of  Brighton.  For  a  moment  there  was  a  check  in  its  onward 
course :  Greorge  IV.,  from  some  unexplained  cause,  looked  coldly  on  the 
town  he  had  created,  and  its  inhabitants  began  to  fear  that,  his  patronage 
withdrawn,  another  wreck  was  impending.  But  the  first  panic  over,  they 
reflected  that  much  of  what  had  been  given  was  inalienable;  a  few  of  the 
highest  titled  and  most  privileged  persons  in  the  kingdom  might  abserit 
themselves,  but  as  society  in  England  does  not  depend  upon  the  will  of  a 
few,  and  as  the  multitude  had  discovered  that  there  were  pleasures  and 
advantages  to  be  had  at  Brighton  which  were  not  to  be  found  elsewhere, 
they  took  heart  and  went  on  implying,  and  when  their  first  great  patron 
died,  they  met  his  successor  on  terms  of  greater  equality  than  the  most 
sanguine  could  have  expected.  That  Brighton  should  continue  to  be  the 
residence  of  the  court  was  no  doubt  desirable — for  the  expencUture  of  a 
court  must  needs  be  advantageous  to  a  rising  place — but  that  a  town 
should  iear  to  go  alone  which  contained  no  less  than  40,000  inhabitants, 
and  owed  that  increase  of  population  to  a  principle  independent  of  royal 
support,  was  wholly  out  of  the  question;  and  the  soundness  of  the  opinion 
which  was  held  in  1831  has  been  triumphantly  shown  twenty  years  later 
by  an  augmentation  of  twenty  thousand  residents. 

At  last  the  day  came  when  nothing  of  royalty  remained  in  Brighton 
hut  the  edifice  which  had  first  ooca^oned  its  celebrity,  and  this,  like 
Hassan's  Serai,  fell  rapidly  into  neglect. 

*  It  may  not  be  unamusing  to  read  the  account  of  the  Prince's  own  dress  on  one 
of  these  occasions : — **  The  Prince  of  Wales  appeured  in  a  most  besntif  ul  cut  velvet 
gala  suit  of  a  dark  odour,  with  green  stripes,  and  superbly  embroidered  down  the 
fhmt  and  seams  with  a  broad  embroidery  of  silver  flowers,  intermixed  with  foil 
stones.  Waistcoat,  white  and  silver  tissue,  embroidered  like  the  coat:  the  garter 
ikstened  with  a  shoulder-knot  of  brilliants,  star,  George,  &&"— JSvrcpeafi  Maga* 
me,  ▲J>.  1790. 

The  dreas  of  Lord  Paget  (the  present  Marquis  of  Anglesey)  is  thus  described 
\ff  the  same  authority: — "  A  striped  and  spotted  velvet;  the  embroidery  of  gold 
and  silver,  silk  and  stones,  over  point  lace." 
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The  steed  it  Ta^di'd  from  the  itdl; 

No  aerf  is  seen  in  Hassan's  haU. 

•  •  «  •  « 

And  manAi  gilded  chamber's  there 
Which  Sofitiide  might  well  ftitoar. 

Within  that  done decay 

Hath  slowly  work'd  its  cankering  way. 

In  shorty  the  PaTilioo,  without  occupants,  was  done  up ;  and  tfaete  it  stoedy 
everybody  wondering  what  was  to  become  of  it ;  aiid  in  this  desolate  eon- 
dition  it  Temained  for  about  twelve  years,  when  it  occurred  to  her  Ma- 
jesty's present  advisers — renowned  £ar  the  rapidity  of  their  movements  in 
all  that  concerns  the  embellishment  of  dties,  and  for  the  exquisite  taste 
which  attends  their  sudden  ins|»rationB — ^that  if  nobody  ever  meant  to 
live  in  the  Pavilion,  the  best  thing  to  be  done  was  to  get  rid  of  it  aito- 
geAer.  Armed  with  the  necessary  powers,  government  put  up  the 
building  for  sale,  oflfering  tlie  refusal  of  it  at  a  fixed  price  to  die  people  of 
Brighton.  Manifestly  advantageous,  however,  as  the  offer  was  to  those 
who  could  look  even  a  little  way  before  them,  a  party  of  Wroogheads 
arose,  who  opposed  the  purchase  which  the  Strongheads  were  desirous  of 
making.  Fortunately  for  Brighton,  the  former  were  in  so  decided  a 
minority  that  their  oppositioii  soon  became  insignificaot,  and  the  cause, 
which  had  for  its  cUef  supporters  all  those  who  had  lent  their  aid  for 
years  to  the  improvement  of  the  town,  eventually  triumphed.  Fosemost 
amongst  these — ^the  £Eu^t  is  patent  to  all,  so  we  need  have  no  reserve  in 
speaking  <^  it — ^was  the  active,  intelligent,  and  worthy  town-derk  of 
Brighton,  Mr.  Lewis  Slight,  on  whom  devolved  all  the  real  business  of  the 
transaction,  and  through  whose  direct  agency  the  purchase  was  completed. 
The  view  which  he  axid  others  took  was  pn^ably  this : 
•  "  We  don't  want  to  buy  the  Pavilion  for  ourselves,  but  for  our  viators; 
when  tradesmen  wish  to  display  their  wares  to  advantage,  they  omameot 
their  shops  with  plate-glass  windows.  Well,  we  must  make  the  Pavilion  our 
shop-front,  and  then  people  will  come  to  look  at  what's  in  the  place." 

What  sort  of  a  shop-front  the  inhabitants  of  Brighton  might  have 
bought  if  the  purchase  had  been  much*  longer  delayed,  was  becoming  a 
question;  for,  when  possession  at  last  was  taken  of  the  Pavilion,  it  was 
found  that  that  singulariy  inesponsible  body,  the  "  Woods  and  Forests," 
had  set  so  liberal  an  interpretation  on  the  word  "  fixtures,"  that,  in  carry- 
ing off  the  pier-glasses,  grates,  and  marble  chimney-pieces,  their  agents 
had  nearly  carried  off  the  building  itself.  To  get  at  the  copper  bell- 
vrare,  which  was  afterwards  sold  at  the  nearest  marine  store  for  three- 
pence a  pound,  these  devastatcws  tore  off  the  skbting-boards  in  every 
apartment  in  the  palace;  to  take  down  the  glasses  they  broke  away  large 
masses  of  brickwork  suffident  to  built  another  small  Pavilion;  to  remove 
the  hearths,  they  tore  up  the  flooring  with  pickaxes,  crowbars,  jemmiei^ 
and  every  housebreaking  instrument  on  which  they  could  lay  their  hands; 
they  shivered  the  household  gods — ^the  Chinese  idols — wherever  they  were 
to  be  met  with,  either  sculptured  on  pedestak  or  painted  on  the  walls ; 
the  rare  and  curious  paper,  with  all  Us  emblems  of  the  Celestial  Elmpare, 
vras  torn  into  shreds ;  in  short,  if  a  polk  of  Kogkcs  horn  the  Don,  a 
band  of  Red  RepabEcans  from  Paris,  or  a  host  of  Califbmian  gold- 
seekers  bad  been  turned  loose  into  the  Pavilion,  vrith  instruclioiu,  as  the 

Americans  say,  to  do  their worst,  they  could  not  have  committed  a 

tithe  of  the  ravages  effected  by  the  delegates  of  the  ^  Woods  and  Forests," 
in  simply  removing  the  fixtures  ! 

This  was  the  internal  condition  of  the  Pavilion  when  Mr.  Slight  took 


I%t  Paviliim  BaU  at  Brifftam.  26V 

poflSMsion  of  ity  and,  b)r  Iiu  timely  anpeuinoe,  pvercnted  still  fbrtkeir 
dilapidation ;  for  we  are  assured  of  the  fact  that,  had  he  waited  another 
hour,  Ihe  whole  of  the  maiUe  tiiat  fined  ^ifppleodid  hath,  which  it  cost 
George  the  Fourth  something  like  tea  thousand  pounds  to  fit  up,  would 
have  been  carried  off  and  seen  no  more  in  BrigMon.  That  auvble  was 
happily  rescued,  and  firom  it  some  of  those  beautiful  duontej-pieees  were 
made  which  now  decorate  the  peop]e^s  Pavilion. 

This  sentence  brings  us  to  the  point  at  whidi  we  set  out>  a  hundred 
veare  aga  The  fint  stone^  as  it  w«iey  of  Brighton's  pRHfierity  was  laid 
m  1751,  at  die  contre'dcuue  in  an  obscure  room  in  what  was  thai  % 
small  tavern  on  the  beach.  The  key-stone  of  a  pvosperity  which,  we 
trust,  may  endure  for  many  hundreds  of  yeai%  was  placed  on  the  night  of 
the  2l6t  of  January,  1851. 

From  the  moment  the  Pavilion  became  public  property,  its  immediate 
destination  formed  an  anzious  question.  Whatever  might  ultimately  be 
decided  on  with  regard  to  the  appropriation  of  its  countless  chambers,  it 
was  clear  that  the  more  important  suites  of  apartments  offered  all  that 
was  desirable  fi>r  rendering  the  public  amusements  of  Brighton  superior 
to  those  of  any  other  town  in  the  kingdom;  and  it  was  resolved  to 
inaugurate  the  Pavilion  by  a  ball. 

To  renovate  what  Hme  had  decayed,  and  restore  what  the  Woods  and 
Forests  had  destroyed;  to  cause  the  Phoenix  to  arise  ficom  her  ashes,  and 
renew  the  brilliant  plumage  she  had  worn  in  the  days  of  her  early  glory; 
in  a  word,  to  make  the  Pavilion  as  much  £ke  what  it  was  ^  when  George 
the  Fourth  was  King,**  was  the  self-imposed  task  of  Mr.  Slight  and  the 
Brighton  Commissioners.  How  ^gently  th^  laboured  in  this,  their 
new  Tocation;  how  skOfuIIy  they  availed  themselves  of  eveiy  appliance  of 
art  and  manufiicture;  how  zealously  they  were  supported  by  those  who  not 
only  lent  their  warm&t  patronage  to  toe  undertaking,  but  asdsted  with 
many  a  valuable  hint  and  many  a  tasteful  suggestion,  was  abundantly 
shown  on  the  night  when  fifteen  hundred  persons  of  rank,  fisishion,  beauty 
and  talent,  assembled  to  asdst  in  the  ovation  which  was  to  form  an  era  in 
the  annals  of  Brighton. 

Public  curiosity  had  long  been  on  tiptoe  to  learn  when  this  long- 
expected  erent  was  to  come  off.  At  length  the  ladies  patronesses  assem- 
bled. They  numbered  no  less  than  thirty-three  of  the  most  distinguished 
personages  in  the  county,  and  all  of  them  mc»e  (x  less  dosely  identified 
with  the  interests  of  the  tovm.  The  chur  was  taken  by  Lady  Jane  Peel; 
the  ban  was  fixed  for  Tuesday,  the  21st  of  January,  and  all  tlie  necessary 
regulations  for  carrying  out  the  project  were  made.  The  Duke  of  Devon- 
shire, who  never  reframs  from  any  act  that  can  add  to  the  happiness  of 
those  who  approach  him,  consented  at  once  to  become  President  of  the 
Committee  of  Management ;  the  members  of  the  borough  gave  in  their 
names  as  vice-presidents ;  and  a  number  of  noblemen  and  gentlemen  en- 
rolled themselves  as  stewards.  The  agitation  which  pervaded  Brighton  for 
the  fortnight  that  followed  was  of  a  most  unusual  kind,  for  the  amusements 
of  the  place  are  generally  of  a  metropolitan  character.  On  this  occamon, 
however,  nothing  was  heard  of  but "  the  ball  ;^  it  became  the  shibboleth 
in  every  one*s  mouth,  and  the  subject  of  CTery  one*s  thoughts.  It  is  a 
moot  point  if  even  the  cofUre'danse  of  ''  The  Sow  in  the  Sack,"  at  the 
Ship  Inn,  created  as  much  sensation.  Vouchers  were  in  requisition 
everywhere^ — the  business  of  the  post-office  increased  marvellously, — 
and  at  least  fifty  pages  in  buttons,  tne  property  of  the  ladies  patronesses 
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and  others,  were  superannuated  from  fatigue.     At  every  meeting  of  tbe 

Ladies'  Committee, 

The  cm  was  stOl,  <'  They  oome!** 

and  it  very  soon  became  apparent  that  the  great  difficulty  at  the  ball 
would  be  how  to  accommodate  the  number  of  applicants  for  admission. 

At  last  the  21st  of  January  arrived.  The  day  was  a  brilliant  fore- 
runner of  the  event,  and  when  we  who  pen  these  hasty  lines  took  our  seats 
in  the  express  train,  which  whisked  us  from  one  end  of  the  line  to  the  other 
in  an  hour  and  five  minutes,  we  found  that  all  our  fellow-travellers  in  the 
cairiage  were  bent  on  the  same  errand  as  ourselves;  nor  these  alone,  for 
when  the  train  discharged  its  freight  no  one  could  doubt  that  the  majority 
were  going  to  the  ball.  The  skies  changed;  but,  with  only  one  exception 
that  came  to  o^  knowledge,  there  was  no  change  in  the  determination 
to  be  gay,  if  even  *'  for  that  night  only." 

To-night,  at  least  to-night,  he  gay, 
Whatever  to-morrow  brings, 

was  the  motto  of  the  fifteen  hundred  who,  standing  or  sitting  before  their 
dressing-glasses — as  the  difference  of  sex  decided — ^heard,  with  the  most 
perfect  indifference,  the  pelting  of  as  fierce  a  storm  of  rain  as  the  well- 
washed  bricks  of  Brighton  are  in  the  habit  of  experiencing — a  storm 
which  lasted  far  into  the  night,  but  whose  fury  was  as  utterly  forgotten  by 
those  within  the  Pavilion  walls  as  if  the  serenest  summer  reigned  outside. 

And,  certainly,  there  was  every  excuse  for  forgetting  all  but  the  scene 
before  the  eye,  which  was  one  of  matchless  splendour.  The  slaves  of  the 
lamp  had  done  their  work  of  enchantment  with  a  spirit's  power.  From 
crystal  tripods,  and  chandeliers  of  spiral  and  pagoda-like  form,  a  river  of 
light  streamed  through  the  vast  saloons,  whose  painted  roofs  and  walls, 
glittering  with  silver  and  mother-of-pearl — or  what  seemed  such— dazzled 
the  beholder's  gaze,  and  carried  him  back  to  dreams  of  faSry-land.  In 
various  parts  of  the  building, — in  the  quiet  hall  of  entrance,  in  the 
grand  banqueting-room,  in  that  vaulted  apartment  which  is  called 
the  music-room,  par  excellence— s^nxas  of  harmony  were  heard,  whose 
rare  merit  was  not  so  much  the  intrinsic  worth  of  the  performance, 
as  the  skill  with  which  the  different  sounds  were  modulated  to  keep 
them  from  clashing  with  each  other,  so  that  an  atmosphere  of  music 
pervaded  the  whole.  To  look  around,  it  was  impossible  for  any 
one  who  had  witnessed  a  f&te  there  twenty  years  before  to  imagine  that 
the  Pavilion  had  undergone  any  change ;  or,  if  a  change  at  all,  that,  as 
in  the  Eastern  story,  a  long  slumber  had  been  broken,  and  the  sleepers 
awakened  to  a  scene  of  greater  magnificence  than  they  last  closed  their 
eyes  upon.  And  who,  now,  were,  the  awakened  sleepers?  The  fairest 
diaughters  of  a  land  where  beauty  ^n  common  dower — the  noblest  ladies 
of  a  soil  where  nobility  is  the  type  of  virtue  and  diniity.  Amongst  the 
numbers  who  thronged  to  the  Pavilion  that  night,  how  many  were  there 
who  had  gained  a  distinguished  name  in  art,  in  arms,  in  literature, — ^in 
the  forum,  in  the  senate,  m  the  field!  The  assemblage  was  a  joyous  and 
a  brilliant  one,  and  worthy  of  the  occasion  that  broufi^ht  it  forth. 

That  it  may  be  but  the  forerunner  of  many  resembling  it  we  sincerely 
hope;  not  only  for  the  sake  of  all  who  seek  a  refined  and  graceful  plea- 
sure, but  as  a  reward  for  the  exertions  of  those  who  have  laboured  to 
make  Brighton  what  it  now  is«-^e  most  attractive  and  the  pleasantest 
place  in  England! 
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WHAT  BROUGHT  EVEBTBODY  TO  LONDON  IN  1881. 

Chapter  I. 
THB  onnmM  cp  yngJAifwr,  and  vow  x.  bb  BSAtmuJSBS  vodh» 


On  the  morning  of  ihe  drd  of  Februaiy  lasi^  about  the  hour  when  the 
ezpvMi-traui  froia  Folkestone  dischaigeB  its  IiTing  load  tt  die  Souih- 
Eastern  Bjulway  station,  London  was  dressed  in  her  shabbiest  winter 
gannent.  fimecting  no  eompanj  so  earlj  in  the  season,  and  havings  as 
nsual,  a  good  deal  of  bosiness  to  get  through  during  the  day,  she  had  at- 


tired henelf  in  a  dingy,  yellow  fog,  strong  and  serviceable,  and  just  fit 
£ar  the  dirty  work  of  JSToyembei^  but  not  at  all  adapted  to  the  month 
which  has  tor  its  patron  the  .fandcgroom,  Saint  Valentine  ;  nor,  by  any 
means,  oalcnlateH  to  oooTey  an  agreeable  impression  to  the  mind  of  a 
stranger*  Notwithstanding  her  habitual  thiin,  the  old  City  would,  with- 
out doubt,  haye  put  on  something  a  Ktde  smarter,  had  sne  anticipated 
that  on  that  day  the  first  of  the  many  foreigners  whom  she  has  invited 
to  pass  the  summer  with  her  would  have  made  their  appearanee.  It  was 
a  miscellaneous  lot,  and,  a  few  years  ago,  the  sudden  arrival  of  such  a 
bearded  throng  would  have  excited  some  apprehension  lor  the  safe^  of 
the  metropolis ;  but,  thanks  to  the  extendea  intercourse  of  the  last  mree 
yean,  the  only  question  now  asked  is — '^  Have  the  foreigners  hrou^it 
plenty  of  money,  and  will  they  stay  long  enough  to  spend  it  ?'"  The 
answer  to  this  inquiry  will,  we  apprehend,  be — in  French  phrase — ^'A 
thousand  times,  xxs !" 

We  shall  have  a  good  deal  to  aay  to  several  of  the  trarellers  who  ar- 
rived on  this  occasion,  but  for  the  present  we  must  confine  ourselves  to 
one  gentleman  and  his  suite^ — the  latter  not  very  numerous,  but  suffi- 
ciently important  as  it  consisted  of  his  vcdet-de^cnambre  and  an  equally 
well-trained  poodle.  To  accommodate  these,  without  the  inconvenienee 
of  separation  in  one  instance  and  its  pangs  in  the  other,  the  gentleman 
had  secured  a  cotq>e  firom  Folkestone;  and,  being  a  Frenchman^  instead 
of  boring  himself  with  a  newspaper,  bc^g^ed  the  tedium  of  the  journey 
—for  railway  travelling  is  ineangessibly  tedious^  in  spite  of  its  celerity 
— ^hy  performing  on  a  cor-d!s«cA(Q»<e,  alter  the  most  approved  method  of 
bis  countrymen.     This  ''method  " — as  all  must  admit  who  have  heard 
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them  at  it— ooDsists  inyariably  of  a  few  bars  of  '^  Au  clair  de  la  lime,'* 
or  '^  Ah  Yous  dind-je,"  sputtered  out  violently  for  about  ten  minutes,  and 
then  all  is  quiet  till  die  nt  comes  on  again. 

Monsieur  Francois  de  Beauvilliers,  the  gentleman  in  question,  was  a 
distinguished  sportsman — also  after  the  manner  of  his  countrymen — and 
could  wind  the  "  halaU  "  as  scientifically  as  he  unharboured  a  stag;  but^ 
except  for  his  own  satisfaction,  and  the  pleasure  of  contending  with  the 
steam-whistle,  it  was  not  of  much  consequence  what  he  played,  as  the 
noise  of  the  train  permitted  only  of  very  few  fragprnents  of  his  melody  firom 
being  heard,  except  by  his  valet  Victor,  and  his  poodle  '^  Putty,"  a  choice 
English  name  which  he  had  given  to  the  animal.  These  two  were  accus- 
tomed to  the  music,  or  probably  enjoyed  it,  for  there  is  no  saying  what 
variety  or  amount  of  noise  a  native  of  France — ^man  or  doe^ — may  not 
bring  himself  to  endure.  Putty,  indeed,  reaUy  seemed  ^  if  he  liked  the 
cor'de-chassey  for,  on  most  occasions,  he  was  in  the  habit  of  accompanying 
his  master  in  a  fine  sostenuto  howl,  which  probably  endeared  him  only  the 
more,  as  affording  evidence  of  his  sympathetic  feelings. 

But  it  was  not  from  mere  gaiete  de  cceur  that  M.  Fran9ois  de  Beau- 
villiers expended  his  precious  breath,  for,  like  Prince  Hal,  he  could  have 
been  *'  sad,  and  sad  indeed  too;'*  on  the  contrary,  it  arose  from  a  desire 
to  dissipate  his  melancholy — that  is  to  say,  as  much  melancholy  as  gene- 
rally belongs  to  a  Frenchman's  disposition. 

M.  Fran9ois  de  Beauvilliers,  a  descendant  of  the  ducal  house  of  Saint 
Aiffnan,  one  of  the  most  illustrious  in  Touraine,  was,  by  a  rare  chance,  as 
rich  as  if  he  had  belonged  to  the  classe  roturiere,  always  supposing  that 
such  a  class  is  allowed  to  be  in  existence  in  republicanised  France.  He 
was  too  young  and  too  indifferent  to  politics  to  have  imbibed  any  personal 
prejudices  against  the  head  of  the  existing  government,  and  very  few,  for 
personal  reasons,  were  more  welcome  than  himself  at  the  Elys^.  It  was 
at  one  of  the  balls  given  in  December — whicfaT  the  members  of  the 
Assembly  who  went  to  them  appear  so  unwillii^  to  pay  for — ^that  M.  de 
Beauvilliers  had  a  vision  of  one  of  the  fairest  English  girls  his  eyes  had 
ever  beheld.  He  did  not  dance  with  her,  he  did  not  even  speak  to  her, 
but,  from  the  hour  when  he  saw  her  first  up  to  the  period  of  his  introduc- 
tion to  the  reader,  she  had  never  been  absent  from  his  thoughts;  a  figure 
of  speech  which  must  be  understood  to  exclude  the  momingfs  devoted  to 
the  manege,  the  days  to  the  Boulevards  and  the  Bois,  the  evening^  to 
the  **  Italiens"  and  '*  Vari^tes,"  and  the  nights  to  sleep.  This  would  seem 
to  occupy  most  of  his  time,  but  there  were  intervals — the  carte  at  the 
Trois  Freres  notwithstanding — when  the  hxr  unknown  was  ever  present 
to  his  sight ;  and  then  we  have  sud  nothing  of  what  happened  during  his 
slumbers.  Who  shall  pretend  to  say  that  he  did  not  dream  of  her  all  the 
night  long?  Something  of  the  kind  must  certainly  have  chanced,  for, 
after  loolong  for  her  in  vain  at  all  the  receptions  in  Paris,  he  suddenly  re- 
solved to  leave  that  capital  iust  as  the  carnival  balls  and  other  gaieties  of 
the  season  were  at  their  height,  and  continue  his  search  in  London,  con- 
vinced that  one  or  other  of  the  two  places  must  hold  his  inamorata. 

This  circumstance,  we  trust,  will  account  for  his  presence  in  the  railway 
coupe^  and  for  his  occupation  while  there. 

The  approach  to  the  queen  of  cities  was  not  of  a  nature  to  dissipate 
any  feelino^  of  melancholy  on  the  part  of  Beauvilliers,  unless,  indeec^  he 
had  been  bom  and  bred  a  Bermondsey  tanner;  but  as  this  was  not  the 
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case,  he  shragged  up  his  shoulden  at  the  comhined  odours  of  feg  and 
curried  hides,  desired  his  valet  to  pull  up  the  windows,  and  poured  his 
sorrows  into  the  bosom  of  his  poodle,  whom  he  apostrophised  as  his 
mistress,  calling  her — or  it — an  "  ange  de  candeur  et  d'innocence,"  which 
—as  far  as  Putty  was  concerned — could  only  have  been  applied  on  the 
strength  of  a  very  recent  washing,  poodles  not  being  famed  for  candour 
or  innocence,  save  when  they  are  held  up,  shivering,  for  sale. 

But  although  M.  Fran9ois  de  Beauvilliers  played  on  the  French  horn, 
and  made  a  confidant  of  his  poodle,  these  occupations  by  no  means 
indicated  the  measure  of  his  intellectual  resources.  He  was  very  well 
read,  had  good  taste,  a  fair  knowledge  of  art,  and  possessed  a  variety  of 
accomplishments,  even  to  the  extent  of.  speaking  English ;  and  very 
respectable  English  it  was»  being  remarkable  only  for  rather  too  much 
precision,  as  if  he  were  translating,  not  thinking,  and  for  occasional  errors 
m  accent  and  emphasis.  Du  reste  he  was  a  beau  gargon,  and,  better 
still,  a  brave  gargon,  somewhat  too  prone,  perhaps,  to  sudden  impulses, 
but  never  willingly  giving  offence,  nor  committing  an  act  unworthy  of 
his  station. 

Monsieur  Victor,  his  valet-de-chambre,  a  little,  wiry,  dark-haired  man, 
with  a  bright  eye  and  a  snuff-coloured  complexion,  was  not  one  of  those 
people  who  make  themselves  martyrs  to  too  much  moral  restraint,  but  he 
kept  his  useful  qualities  in  the  foreground,  and  reserved  his  peccadilloee 
for  other  eyes  than  those  of  his  master.  As  a  servant,  he  was  invaluable ; 
and  not  being  required  to  act  in  any  other  capacity,  he  gave  unlimited 
satisfaction. 

It  is  not  necessary  that  we  should  describe  the  moral  qualities  of  the 
poodle ;  no  one  who  has  ever  been  the  possessor  of  that  description  of 
dog  requires  to  be  told  what  they  are. 

Behold  the  tnun,  then,  faurly  at  rest  in  the  station,  and  fancy  the  rush 
of  the  travellers  clamouring  for  baggage  and  eager  for  conveyances. 
If  we  had  time  to  pause  at  such  a  moment,  it  would  be  worth  wmle  just 
to  stop  and  look  at  that  fiery  little  Frenchman  and  the  imperturbable 
railway  porter  on  whom  he  has  fastened ;  to  listen  to  the  bewildering 
jargon  of  the  foreigner,  making  mad  efforts  to  express  himself  in  English, 
and  then  giving  up  the  attempt  in  a  volley  of  native  execrations ;  to  note 
the  stolid  look  of  the  sturdy  official,  who,  in  a  very  loud  voice,  asks  the 
Frenchman  for  his  baggage  ticket  in  a  language  ne  can^t  understand. 
But  the  throng  and  bustle  are  too  great  to  admit  of  selection  from  the 
hunying  groups,  now  crossing,  now  running  against  each  other,  now 
frantic  at  supposed  losses,  now  radiant  at  an  unexpected  recovery.     It  is 
better  to  suppose  the  miracle  of  satisfying  everybody  accomplished, — ^the 
omnibuses  to  the  <'  Haymarkety"  and  <'  Leioester-squarr,"  filled  with  their 
chattering  freight,  and  the  long  file  of  cabs,  laden  like  emmets,  emerging 
from  the  station,  and  taking  a  westward  direction.     Victor,  with  intui- 
tive  sagacity,  and  in  despite  of  his  Froven9al  accent,  has  secured  everything, 
and  kept  an  eye  on  everybody,  affording  a  nod  or  a  word  to  such  of  his 
countrymen  whom  he  recogp[iises  as  hb  fellow-travellers  by  rail  or  steamer, 
learning  their  destination  and  imparting  his  own.     Monsieur  de  Beau- 
villiers, enveloped  in  his  cloak  and  capuchon^  takes  his  seat  in  the 
smartest  cab  that  Victor  can  find  ;  the  poodle  is  handed  in  with  all  the 
solemnity  due  to  his  importance;  the  heavy  trunks  and  indescribable 
carpet-bags,  with  drawers  in  them,  are  piled  on  the  roof  of  the  vehicle^ 
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Victor  mocmti  beode  the  driyer,  -who  keeps  down  Ins  ppopemity  to  giin 
as  weil  M  he  IS  able,  tbe  word  is  giyeo,  **  to  MiTsrtr  and  wmmy  ^bej  go 
ftt  a  pace,  which  Victor  can  only  oonipaie  to  that  of  die  tain  lie  haa  jvik 
quitted. 

It  most  be  confessed  that  the  foate  the  driver  takes  is  not  greatly  eal- 
eoUited  to  impress  a  foreigner  with  the  splendour  of  London,  even  if  the 
fog  allowed  him  to  see  where  he  was  going,  neither  does  the  rapidity 
with  which  comers  are  tmmed  and  short  cuts  made  augur  a  yeiy  safe  con- 
dnsion  to  the  jonmey ;  but  the  mysterious  labyrinths  of  Bankside  are 
threaded  without  collinon,  nobody  is  knocked  down  or  run  over,  Waterloo- 
bridge  is  crossed  before  the  traTellers  are  aware  of  its  insulting  name,  the 
Strand  is  left  behiod,  Regent-street  is  deared  at  a  hand  gallop,  Hanover- 
square  is  traversed  with  undiminished  speed,  and  a  suddien  shaip  pull-up 
in  Brook-street  announces  that  Mivart's  hotel  is  reached.  Out  come  thie 
waiters,  who  bow  with  an  air  of  profound  respect  to  the  handsome  distin- 
guished young  man  who  issues  from  the  cab,  the  proprietor  himself 
appears  to  welcome  the  first  arrival  of  the  season,  and  in  a  few  moments 
M.  Francis  de  Beauvilliers  is  installed  in  one  of  those  admirable  suites  of 
apartments  which  comlmie  every  luxury  of  the  Continent  with  all  the 
eomfort  of  England. 

But  in  a  London  hotel,  notwithstanding  all  its  appliances,  it  is  still 
possible  to  fed  a  slight  degree  of  ennui,  if  yon  have  nobody  but  a  poodle 
to  talk  to,  and  nothing  better  to  look  at  from  the  windows  than  the  doll 
Mgularity  of  the  London  houses,  ''brown  cages,"  as  M.  de  Custine  calls 
them ;  so,  as  soon  as  De  Beauvilliers  had  made  his  toilet,  he  desired  to 
be  driven  to  the  French  embasfly,  the  charge  d'affaires  being  one  of  his 
most  particular  friends. 

"  Comment !  Francois,  c*est  toi !"  exdaimed  the  diplomatist,  astonished 
at  De  BeauviUiers's  unexpected  arrival;  ''has  anything  happened  in 
Faris  ?  Is  iAie  ministry  out  again?  Is  another  ambassador  appointed? 
Are  you  the  man,  par  exemple  f* 

^  Ah,  mon  cher !'"  returned  De  Beauvilliers,  ''  I  know  nothing  about 
affairs.  I  have  come  to  London  on  a  mission  that  is  strictly  private  to 
every  one  but  yourself.  I  am  in  love,"  he  continued,  dashing  himself 
into  &fauieuU ;  ^in  love,  and  with  an  angel !" 

''  Cela  va  sans  dire,"  replied  the  chargS  d'affaires ;  ''  that  is  to  say,  if 
yon  are  in  love.     But,  tell  me,  who  at  last  has  touched  your  heart?' 

^  That  is  exactly  the  very  thing  I  am  unable  to  explain  to  you.  It 
is  some  one  who  is  wholly  unknown  to  me ;  but  such  grace,  such  beauty! 
No,  there  is  nothing  on  earth  to  compare  with  that  lovely  English 
girir 

De  Beauvilliers  then  proceeded  to  acquaint  his  fiiend,  as  coherently 
as  he  could,  with  the  cause  of  his  sodden  journey ;  but,  except  sympathy, 
there  was  nothing  to  be  gained  by  the  revelation ;  for,  had  the  chargi 
d'affaires  been  ten  times  the  diplomatist  he  was,  his  penetration  wotdd 
have  been  at  a  loss  to  discover  the  identity  of  the  beautiful  unknown, 
from  the  vag^  account  which  he  received  of  **-  an  angelic  being  with  blue 
eyes  and  fair  hair."  There  are  too  many  young  ladies  in  England  who 
answer  to  this  description  to  make  it  an  easy  matter  to  fix  upon  the 
rieht  one.  There  was  little  doubt,  however,  that,  seen  where  De  Bean- 
vuliers  had  first  met  her,  she  moved  in  good  society,  and  the  chargS 
daffakres  promised  to  do  all  in  his  power  to  aid  m  discovering  her. 
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jgwBorarnciifliDy  pitiffmoo  n  tiM  mtervBL  Witn  his  mnid  lUMbufuGEDod  of 
bu  secret^  a&d  hanng  perfionoed,  as  he  amd^  **la  davoir  qa'il  B^6tait 
imDoe^y"  Be  BeaofiUiera  wiUingfy  gave  liia  alteniioa  to  otiier  themes^ 
aoa  Ae  next  moment  all  traces  of  Sie  agonj  of  a  de^Munng  lorer  kad 
ivDished  hoxa  his  oonttenanoe.  The  ooemnreoees  of  the  hour  were  dis* 
oassed,  and  then  came  die  question  of  amaawment,  for  no  Fcenehman, 
let  his  rank  or  occupation  be  what  it  may,  can  remain  long  without 
maldng  tins  inquiry.  But  heare  the  chiurge  d^egffbires  was  at  ftult 
again. 

^  It  is  troe,^  he  said,  with  a  shrug  which  showed  that  his  ohserraiions 
were  not  likely  to  he  coq^lhnentaxy  to  the  objeot  of  diem ;  ^^it  is  true  that 
London  is  not  without  its  agremerUs,  hot  to  find  ihem  yon  must  aniv« 
in  the  proper  season.  ConceiTe  a  nation,  mofs  cAsr  Franc<MS|  who  nerer 
attempt  to  aamse  tfaemsebes  escoept  for  four  months  in  tne  year !  The 
rest  or  their  time  tiiey  travel  on  everybody's  railway,  or  up  everybody's 
river,  until  the  days  get  too  short  for  them  to  see  where  they  are  going 
to,  and  then  they  come  home  and  hang  themselves  on  their  own  lamp* 
posts,  or  drown  themselves  in  their  own  Serpentine ;  it  is  the  only  way 
they  have  of  keeping  up  tiieir  qarits,  and  keeping  down  their  population ! 
Bnt,  Apropos  of  the  Serpentine,  the  EtogUsh  mean  to  improve  tms  year ; 
already  thiair  Grand  Exhibition  is  in  progress.  The  building  is  a  fine 
one,  invented  by  Monsieur  Faxtoo,  amr  the  manner  of  all  &e  English 
inrventions,  from  a  French  model — ^Le  JardLn  d'Hiver,  aux  Champs 
EHysto.  Cette  Exposition  est  une  heuieuse  id^  du  Prince  Albert  pour 
changer  le  caract^re  national.  From  all  quarters  of  the  world  people 
are  flocking  in.'' 

^  I  have  had  proof  of  it  already,  num  cAer,"  sud  De  Beaiivilliers,  "k 
ooovoi  de  F<Jke8tone  ce  matin  ^tait  toute^toute  plane  de  monde; 
Fran9ais,  Beiges,  AUeraands, — ^je  ne  sals  qui!  Enfin,  une  vraie  cofaue! 
Nsgocians!  marAands !  manu£u$tutier8 !  Cherches-'fiortunes  de  tous 
genres^!  On  the  railway  from  Paris;,  in  the  terrible  steam4)0ftt  coming 
aesoss,  emery  one  was  speaking  of  the  Hydes-Park  Exposition.  It  will, 
no  doubt,  be  very  gay !     When  is  it  to  open?" 

^  Ah,  that  is  the  question  for  nous  autres.  It  is  now  the  beginning  of 
Febniaiy,  and  the  exhibition  will  not  be  ready  till  the  1st  of  &jl  Cet 
exoeUent  Mitchell  n'a  plus  de  theatre  Frao^ais  k  Londres  cette  ann^e,  et 
M.  Lumley  gagne  trop  d'argent  k  Parief,  pour  qu'il  songe  k  revenir  ioi 
awnt  le  mots  prochain.  Que  fiure^  en  attendant !  Ah,  I  remember, 
ikfoe  is  sometiiing  for  one  day  at  least.  To-morrow  is  tiie  opening  oiF 
the  English  Parliament,  the  Queen  herself — have  yon  ever  seen  her? 
EUe  est  tr^s  gentille,  n'est  ce  pas ! — the  Queen  will  be  there,  and  every* 
body  worth  knowing.  You  siiall  have  one  of  the  InOets  (T entree  of  the 
earps  dqfiomaiique  for  the  House  of  Lords.  It  is  a  pretty  show,  and  as 
there  is  no  longer  any  royalty  in  France,  we  must  remind  ourselves  of  it 
here  as  well  as  we  can." 

'^  Do  with  me  as  you  please,"  exclaimed  De  Beauvilliers,  with  an  air  of 
resignation,  the  image  of  the  unknown  floating  lor  a  moment  before  Us 
memory;  and  it  was  acoordingly  settled  that  tiie  following  day  he  should 
"  assist*'  at  the  opening. 

Ev^nybody  knows  in  England  that,  however  we  may  vepcoaeh  our 
elimate  with  inconstancy,  we  have  no  cause  for  eomplaint  when  Qnean 
^^ctoria  goes  abroad  on  an  oecasioa  of  ceremony.    Tne  4tii  of  Febmary 


274  All  the  World  and  his  Wife  :  or, 

was,  certainly,  a  very  different  day  firom  that  which  preceded  it,  but  the 
difiPerence  was  all  in  favour  of  the  holiday-seeker.  Instead  of  a  gloomy 
fog  resolving  itself  into  accdd,  miserable  rain,  the  morning  grew  bright^ 
as  it  advanced,  the  heavens  were  cloudless,  <^  the  air  breathed  t^dmy 
summer,"  and  the  sun  shone  out  with  all  the  splendour  of  June.  The 
out-door  pageant  was  magnificent,  but  it  seemed  only  as  the  adjunct  to 
the  soverdgn*s  reception  by  her  people,  whose  loyalty  and  affection  con- 
stituted the  really  imposing  features  of  the  scene,  and  might  well  excite 
the  admiration  of  the  thousands  of  proscribed  from  other  lands  who  min- 
gled with  the  multitude.  Within  the  House  of  Lords,  though  differing 
in  form,  the  expression  of  sentiment  was  the  same,  heightened,  it  might 
be,  by  the  grave  senatorial  character  of  the  assemblage,  and  the  impor- 
tance attached  to  the  occasion.  De  Beauvilliers  was  charmed  with  all 
he  saw  ;  the  gorgeous  decorations  of  the  building,  the  rich  tones  of  the 
painted  windows,  the  splendour  of  the  costumes,  and  the  beauty  that 
gave  life  and  lustre  to  the  whole,  enchanted  him  beyond  measure.  It 
seemed  like  a  brilliant  kaleidoscope,  where  every  variety  of  form  and 
colour  was  traced,  and  from  which  the  beholder  vainly  tried  to  separate 
one  distinct  image.  But  what  can  conceal  itself  from  the  keenness  of  a 
lover's  vision  ?  As  De  Beauvilliers  eagerly  scanned  the  bright  parterre, 
where  the  loveliest  in  England  were  met,  with  the  thought  uppermost, 
we  will  admit,  that  she  whom  he  sought  might  be  amongst  them,  his 
eye  fell  upon  a  face  which  once  seen  was  never  to  be  forgotten.  The 
*'  ange  de  candeur  et  d'innocence"  (not  the  poodle,  but  the  lady)  was 
before  him,  in  all  her  ethereal  beauty ! 

He  gazed  upon  her  for  a  moment  in  breathless  delight,  and  then 
hastily  turned  to  ask  his  next  neighbour  if  he  could  tell  him  who  she 
was.  The  person  he  addressed  belonged  to  one  of  the  German  embassies, 
and  could  give  him  no  information. 

'^  Che  ne  bourrais  has  fous  tire,  monsieu,''  he  replied,  in  slow  and 
highly  Germanised  accents,  to  tiie  animated  inquiry  of  De  Beauvilliers  ; 
'^  chai  la  fue  passe  et  che  ne  fois  has  tr^s  tistinctement ;  che  crois  que 
c'est  le  Due  de  Wellington!" 

*^  Le  diable  emporte "  began  the  excited  young  Frenchman,  but 

who  was  to  be  carried  off  he  did  not  further  declare,  for  at  that  instant 
the  Queen  entered  the  house,  and  a  general  ^*  hush"  was  heard,  every- 
body crowding  forward  to  get  a  glimpse  of  her  Majesty.  The  only  head 
that  was  not  turned  in  the  direction  of  royalty  was  that  of  De  Beau- 
villiers ;  his  eyes  remained  fixed  upon  the  unknown,  who,  all  unoonscioua 
of  the  sensation  her  presence  had  excited,  was  simply  enjoying  tiie  bril- 
liant spectacle. 

The  royal  speech  was  delivered ;  but  even  the  silver  tones  of  Queen 
Victoria  were  unheeded  by  De  Beauvilliers,  whose  every  faculty  was 
engrossed  by  the  £ur  object  in  the  opposite  gallery ;  and  whether  great 
Britain  was  at  peace  or  war  with  her  neighbours,  at  the  height  of 
prosperity  or  in  the  lowest  depths  of  distress,  in  a  turmoil  about  foreign 
aggression  or  serene  in  agricultural  content,  were  facts  to  which  he 
remained  entirely  indifferent,  his  only  thought  being  how  he  could 
approach  the  angel  of  candour  and  innocence. 

The  stir  which  took  place  as  soon  as  her  Majesty  had  ceased  speaking 
recalled  him  to  his  senses,  and  he  then  eagerly  made  his  way  towards  his 
friend  the  charge  d  affaires^  who  during  the  ceremony  hsui  been  more 
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prominently  placed  than  himself.  It  was  not  a  time  for  learning  what 
he  wanted  so  much  to  know,  for  that  functionary  was  hurrying  away  to 
dictate  the  telegraphic  despatch  which  should  inform  his  cabinet  of  the 
result  of  the  day*s  proceedings.  He  stopped,  howeyer,  till  De  Beau- 
viUiers  had  pointed  out  the  Beautiful  English  girl ;  but  though  he  saw 
her  plainly  enough,  he  was  not  able  to  give  him  more  satisfaction  than 
the  hazy  Grerman  diplomatist ;  he  could  not  remember  to  have  ever  seen 
her  before;  and  amidst  the  sea  of  feathers  and  flowers  he  had  a 
difficulty  in  recognising  his  ordinary  acquaintance.  Still,  what  was 
in  his  power  he  did ;  and  this  was  to  call  an  officer  of  the  house,  to 
whom  he  was  well  known,  and  ask  him  to  take  his  friend  round  to 
the  entrance  to  the  ladies'  gallery.  In  a  few  minutes  De  Beauyilliers 
had  taken  up  a  position  from  whence  he  could  command  every 
sortie.  He  watched  anxiously,  and,  aSter  what  appeared  an  age  of 
expectation,  was  gratified  at  last  by  the  appearance  of  the  ''ange  de 
candour,"  on  whose  arm  a  tall,  dignified,  elderly  lady  was  leaning.  They 
passed  close  by  where  he  stood,  the  skirt  of  the  angel's  garment  of  snow- 
white  gauze  actually  touched  him,  and,  for  an  instant,  her  glance  met  his 
own.  In  his  eyes  there  was  an  expression  of  such  earnest  admiration 
that  her  own  were  as  suddenly  cast  down  as  they  had  been  accidentally 
raised,  and  she  quickened  her  pace  to  leaye  the  gallery.  Not  to  observe 
the  bienaeances  of  society  was  out  of  the  question  with  De  Beauvilliers, 
but  there  was  no  law  of  pohteness  to  prevent  him  from  quitting  a  place 
that  was  no  longer  interesting  to  him,  and  he  followed  the  unknown.  A 
crowd  is  never  accommodating,  for  this  reason,  that  everybody  wants  the 
same  thing  at  the  same  time ;  and  it  was  not  till  he  came  within  sight 
of  the  porch  in  Abinffdon-street,  that  he  obtained  another  glimpse  of  her. 
Begardless,  then,  of  the  cross  looks  of  a  stout  lady  in  lappets  and  feathers, 
who  had  hitherto  impeded  his  progress,  De  Beauvilliers  pressed  forward, 
and  once  more  stood  beside  the  angel.  Her  carriage  was  at  the  entrance, 
and  she  was  in  the  act  of  stepping  into  it  when  something  caused  her  to 
turn  her  head,  and  again  her  eyes  met  those  of  De  Beauvilliers.  What 
was  at  first  surprise,  became  now  confusion ;  her  colour  rose,  and  in  her 
agitation  a  richly  embroidered  handkerchief  which  she  carried  fell  from  her 
hand.  She  was  not  aware  of  her  loss,  but  it  had  been  observed  by  De 
Beauvilliers,  who  eagerly  stooped  to  pick  it  up  and  return  it  to  the  owner. 
He  caught  the  handkerchief  from  the  ground  and  turned  to  present  it, 
but  in  that  instant,  brief  as  it  was,  the  carriage-door  was  dosed,  and  the 
horses  dashed  forward,  leaving  De  Beauvilliers  plante-la^  with  the 
mouchoir  brode  in  his  grasp.  As  rapidly  as  he  could  get  clear  of  the 
press  he  darted  into  the  street ;  but  amaiaj  the  carriage  was  at  a  distance, 
and  before  he  could  remember  the  English  words  to  make  it  stop,  the 
angel  was  whisked  out  of  sight. 

He  did  then  what  even  an  English  lover  would  have  done  under  the 
circumstances;  he  bestowed  upon  the  handkerchief  a  passionate  kiss, 
thrust  it  into  his  bosom,  and  rushed  with  aU  his  might  in  the  direction 
which  the  carriage  had  taken. 

Whether  he  overtook  it  or  not  is  a  secret  which  we  reserve  for  the 
present.  . 
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Chaftkk  II. 

some  account  of  the  coquelicot  fabfilt,  and  one  ob  two 

feb80n8  beside. 

^  Who  has  e'er  been  at  Paris  most  needs  know  die  Gr^ve,'*  was  Matt 
Prior's  poetical  testimony  to  the  popcdarity  of  that  eelebrated  spot  in  the 
eariy  part  of  the  last  centoiy.  The  Grrdve  has,  fortaoately,  been  for  some 
time  oat  of  fashion,  and  the  people  of  Paris  prefer  the  rorte  St.  Martin 
as  a  place  of  public  entertainment;  we  do  not»  of  coarse,  mean  the  tri- 
umphal arch  which  commemorates  the  victories  of  Louis  XIV.,  but  the 
theatre  dose  by,  where  Fredeiic  Lemaitre  has  achieved  as  many  triumph^ 
and,  to  the  full,  as  melodramatic,  as  those  of  the  Grrand  Monarque. 

The  Porte  St.  Martin  being  granted,  it  follows  that  the  long,  narrow 
street  with  the  wide  mouth,  directly  opposite,  which  gives  its  name  to 
the  arch,  must  be  tolerably  well  known  also.  We  would  willin^y  ima* 
gine  even  more  than  this,  to  save  ourselves  the  trouble  of  description,  but 
it  is  not  everybody,  in  all  likelihood,  who  is  equaHy  £uniliar  with  a  street 
called  the  Rue  aux  Ours,  which  turns  <^  on  the  right  hand  about  half- 
way down  the  Rue  St.  Martin.  And  yet,  in  days  of  yore,  this  street 
had  a  great  reputation  ;  not  for  the  bears  which,  from  its  present  name, 
may  be  supposed  to  have  dwelt  there,  but  for  the  roast  geese  which  were 
cooked  in  it,  'fours'*  bang  a  corruption  of  '^oues,'*  the  old  word  for 
geese.  The  future  &me  of  the  Rue  aux  Ours,  if  it  be  destined  to  have 
any  in  connexion  with  this  story,  will  depend  less  upon  the  animals  which, 
right  or  wrong,  have  thus  bequeathed  their  names  to  it,  than  upon  certain 
individuals  who  lived  at  the  two  comer  houses,  and  whom  we  wish  to 
introduce  to  the  reader. 

Each  of  these  houses  was  tenanted  by  a  Monsieur  Coquelicot.  They 
were  brothers,  but,  except  in  name,  they  bore  each  other  no  resemblance. 
Their  calling,  too,  was  mstinct.  M.  CoqueHcot,  ain6,  was  an  epicier — M» 
Adolphe  Coquelicot,  a  fabrieant  de  noweaiUes.  Over  the  doorway  of 
the  former  was  the  image,  carved  in  wood  and  richly  painted,  of  the 
'*  Grand  St.  Martin,"  the  benevolent  patron  of  begg^ars  and  travellers,  and 
the  saint  after  whom  the  elder  M.  Coquelicot  was  named,  his  birthday 
having  occurred  on  the  1 1th  of  November,  which,  as  all  the  world  knows, 
is  the  fete  of  the  above-mentioned  good-natured  bishop.  The  portal  of 
M.  Adolphe  Coquelicot  was  di£Ferently  decorated.  It  was  surmounted  by 
a  richly-gilt  basket,  overflowing  with  its  contents,  which  might  have  been 
mistaken  for  a  cradle,  if  the  words,  '^  A  la  corbeille  de  mariage,"  had  not 
undeceived  the  spectator.  He  was  forther  set  right — if  he  had  gone 
vnrong — ^by  this  additional  inscription :  '^  Adolphe  Coquelicot.  F.  de  lin* 
geries,  nouveaut^s,  et  trousseaux  de  dames,  &c."  Thus  nothing  could 
well  be  more  dissimilar  than  the  occupations  of  the  brothers.  M.  Martin 
Coquelicot  ministered  chiefly  to  the  wants  of  the  inner  man  ;  M.  Adolphe, 
to  those  of  the  female  exterior;  one  dealt  in  pistaches^  the  other  in  peS' 
dehes ;  the .  pursuit  of  the  elder  was  common  and  vulgar ;  that  of  the 
younger,  refined  and  elegant.  And  there  was  as  much  difference  in  their 
characters  as  in  their  callings,  but  this  distinction  requires  to  be  shown 
a  littie  more  in  detaiL 

M.  Martin  Coquelicot,  the  grocer,  really  merited  the  epithet  which. 
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wiih  more  troth  than  poKteneu^  has  heen  bestowed  on  his  class  by  the 
Ptaisiaiis,  who,  when  they  indented  the  phrase  *^  h^te  comme  tm  epieier^ 
must  have  had  some  one  in  their  er^e  very  like  our  friend.  He  was  ft 
bachelor;  but  neither  his  betke  nor  his  fifty  years  were  the  real  obstacles 
to  a  change  in  his  coudition,  for  he  was  reputed  to  be  ^  tin  homme 
cossui^  and  when  a  man  is  rich,  it  is  not  the  largest  measure  of  stupidity, 
nor  twice  fifty  years,  that  can  deter  the  fair  sex  firom  attempting  a  cap- 
ture: rather  tne  reverse.  The  difficulty  lay  with  himself.  Without 
being  a  eroqueur  de  demoisettes^  Martin  Coquelicot  was  by  no  means 
indirorent  to  female  beauty ;  and  yet,  owing  to  his  natural  timidity,  he 
had  never  been  able  to  muster  courage  enough  to  put  the  important 
question,  or^  as  we  in  England  say — perhaps  without  aUegoiy — ^to  bring 
himsdf  up  to  the  scratch.  The  thing  might  have  been  done  for  him  par 
procuration,  if  his  nearest  relatives  had  not  had  an  interest  in  keeping 
nim  unmarried ;  and,  therefore,  Martin  Coquelicot  remained  a  bachelor, 
with  the  reputation,  amongst  the  gossips  of  die  quartier,  of  being  s,  grand 
benet  into  the  bargain.  There  was  nothing  very  captivating  in  his  per* 
sonal  appearance,  and  yet  nothing  repulsive,  unless  objection  were  made 
to  his  very  led  face  and  enormous  figure^  he  bemg  one  of  those  French- 
men who  have  done  their  best  to  disabuse  the  public  mind  on  this  side  of 
the  water  with  regard  to  the  supposed  meagreness  of  his  countrymen.  It 
does  not  often  happen  that  eoroulence  and  moroseness  combine  in  the 
same  person  (though  we  have  known  a  few  hX  tigers),  and  in  Martin 
Coquelicot  those  qualities  were  certainly  disjoined.  He  was  extremely 
good-natured,  and  those  who  called  him  ''  6ete,"  reckoned  quite  as  much 
on  his  temper  as  his  intellect  in  doing  so.  But  though  he  was  not 
looked  upon  as  an  oracle  by  his  ndghbours^  Martin  Coquelicot  had 
a  tolerable  opinion  of  his  own  importance ;  and  in  this  respect  he  differed 
from  no  Frenchman  whom  we  have  ever  met  with.  The  great  Napoleon 
knew  this  when  he  encouraged  his  soldiers  to  beBeve  that  a  marshal's 
h&ion  was  concealed  in  each  man's  knapsack ;  and  the  second  Napoleon 
•—whom  we  don't  call  *^  great"  yet,  but  may,  periiaps,  by-and-by,  if  he 
sucoeeds — gives  every  French  citizen  reason  to  hope  that  a  minister's 
portfolio  will,  sooner  or  later,  be  at  his  command — ^an  expectation  whidi 
reoent  events  have  rendered  by  no  means  improbable.  Martin  Coquelicot 
thought  it  was  on  account  of  his  geniu^i,  and  not  because  he  was  a  grocer, 
and  lived  in  a  comer  house,  that  the  petUe  paste  had  been  established  in 
his  shop ;  and  if  he  had  an  eye  to  any  particular  department  of  the  go- 
vernment, we  must  conclude  that  he  aimed  at  that  of  Postmaster-General, 
as  being  most  consonant  with  the  functions  of  a  letter-receiver.  It  was 
as  well,  however,  that  he  had  an  active  assistant,  or  the  correspondence  of 
Paris  might  ooca^onally  have  travelled  a  little  wide  of  the  mark.  As  it 
happened,  all  went  weU,  and  the  worthy  grocer  gave  himself  the  credit  of 
the  result.  Such  other  traits  of  his  character  as  are  noticeable  will  pro- 
bably develop  themselves  as  we  proceed. 

M.  Adolphe  Coquelicot,  the  marchand  de  nouveautes,  was  five  years 
younger  than  his  brother  Martin,  and,  with  regard  to  his  domestic 
arrangements,  had  gone  on  a  tack  so  completely  opposite,  that  he  was 
not  only  a  widower,  but  the  father  of  a  very  pretty  girl  about  twenty, 
named  Clotilde.  Like  the  rest  of  his  nation,  he  had  no  misgivings  as  to 
his  own  abilities,  and  was  a  very  fair  specimen  of  tiie  busy,  active  Parisian 
tradesman,  sharp-witted  in  all  matters  of  business,  and  somewhat  ruse  in 
his  general  dealings.     He  was  always  on  die  qui^vive  for  making  money. 
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kept  a  sharp  look-out  af^  his  own  affairs — ^in  which  he  included  his 
brother's — and  had  fiilly  made  up  his  mind  that  his  daughter  should 
marry  no  one  who  was  not  as  well  to  do  as  himself. 

Mademoiselle  Clotilde  was  at  the  head  of  her  father^s  establishment, 
and  governed  his  menage.  She  was  a  lively,  agreeable  girl,  with  a  skin 
like  velvety  hair  and  eyes  as  black  as  jet,  a  young  moustache  giving 
piquancy  to  a  well-formed  mouth  and  contrasting  with  teeth  of  dazzling 
whiteness,  a  high  colour  like  the  tint  of  a  carnation,  une  taUle  bien  prise^ 
very  pretty  hands  and  feet,  and  rather  under  the  ordinary  height ;  in 
short,  she  was  a  round,  plump,  pleasant  little  thing,  and  belonged  to  that 
order  of  damsels  who  are  commonly  said  to  be  ''  faites  k  croquer."  It  was 
for  such  a  complexion  as  hers  only  that  those  goigeous  dyes  were  in- 
vented which  make  even  gold  and  cochineal  look  pale  beside  them  ;  and 
when  Mademoiselle  Clotilde  turned  out  attired  for  the  eleven  o*clock  mass 
— or  for  conquest-— one  could  perfectly  understand  the  hardihood  of  the 
Lyons  manufacturers  in  producing  such  glowing  silks  and  satins.  It  is 
needless  to  say  that  so  striking  a  young  lady  had  plenty  of  admirers,  but 
none  could  boast,  as  yet,  of  bemg  distinguished  from  the  herd. 

As  the  brothers  Coquelicot  were  on  the  best  terms,  the  family  reunions 
were  frequent.  They  generally  took  place  at  the  house  of  JlKL  Adolphe, 
where,  the  respective  labours  of  the  day  being  ended.  Mademoiselle  Clo- 
tilde donnait  du  the.  At  these  soirees^  M.  Adolphe  shone  very  brilliantly, 
in  the  opinion  of  his  elder  brother,  having  the  faculty  of  remembering 
what  he  had  read  in  the  day's  paper,  which  M.  Martin — we  think  fortu- 
nately— did  not. 

In  a  quarter  so  commercial  as  the  sixth  arrondissement  of  Paris,  the 
news  of  the  intended  '*  Exposition  de  Londres"  became,  at  a  very  early 
period,  an  interesting  subject  for  discussion,  and  a  lively  theme  for  specu- 
lation. It  was  very  soon  determined  by  M.  Adolphe  that  he  would  eon' 
Jectionner  certains  objets  in  his  establishment  which  should  show  the 
admiring  world  what  the  "Corbeille  de  Manage**  in  the  Rue  St  Martin 
was  capable  of  producing ;  and  having  constructed  his  plans  with  all  the 
gravity  and  reflection  which  the  case  required,  the  delicate  fingers  of 
Mademoiselle  Clotilde  and  her  assistants  were  speedily  employed  to  cany 
them  into  execution.  Some  very  remarkable  specimens  of  female  inge- 
nuity were  the  result,  and  amongst  them  a  mouchoir  brode,  of  so  fine  a 
texture,  and  such  exquisite  workmanship,  that,  to  use  the  words  of  M. 
Adolphe,  *'  Le  Grand  Seigneur  des  Turcs  n'aurait  que  le  voir  pour  se  de- 
cider k  en  faire  Femplette,  afin  de  pouvoir  le  jeter  aux  pieds  de  sa  plus  belle 
Odalisque  !**  M.  Adolphe  Coquelicot  entertaining  the  traditional  belief 
that  it  was  after  that  fashion  the  Sultan  made  love.  But  neither  the 
Grand  Turk,  nor  M.  Salandrouze  de  Lamomaix,  the  French  Commissioner 
in  London  for  the  Exhibition,  were  destined  to  be  the  first  possessor  of 
this  rare  piece  of  woHc ;  for,  scarcely  was  it  finished,  and  exposed  to  view 
in  the  Rue  St.  Martin,  as  a  triumphant  example  of  high  art — It  la  Fran- 
9aise — than  an  English  gentleman,  prowling  about  Paris  in  search  of  a 
cadeau  for  the  jour  de  Fan,  came  by  chance  into  the  establishment  of 
M.  Adolphe,  and  saw  the  fairy  web. 

''  Combang  cela  ?*'  he  asked,  with  that  agreeable  brusquerie  which,  in 
the  belief  of  the  Parisians,  always  indicates  a  portfolio  stuffed  with  bank 
notes. 

"  Ceci,  monsieur,'*  replied  Mademoiselle  Clotilde,  gracefully  balancing 
and  caressing  the  handkerchief.     '<  Ah!  ceci  n'est  pas  k  vendre." 


What  brought  Everybody  to  London  in  1851.  279 

*'  Commong !"  exclaimed  the  Englishman. 

'*  C'est  hien  vrai,  monsieur ;  mon  p^re  le  destine  pour  la  grande  Ex- 
position k  Londres." 

'*  Comhang!"  repeated  the  Englishman,  taking  out  a  splendid  porte^ 
monnaie  as  he  spoke. 

The  young  lady  repeated  her  statement,  observing  at  the  same  time 
that  the  travail  alone  was  worth  a  thousand  francs. 

"  Mill  fiong !"  said  our  friend,  who,  now  there  was  a  difficulty,  had 
fully  made  up  his  mind  to  have  it.  '^  Si  vous  vooUy  vander  cela,  je  vous 
donnery  doo  mill  frong  ;**  and  he  held  up  two  fingers  to  give  expression 
to  his  words. 

Mademoiselle  Clotilde  wavered.  *'  Two  thousand  francs  V*  she  thought. 
«  What  a  nrofit !" 

'*  Attenaez,  monsieur,"  she  said,  after  a  moment's  reflection  ;  ^Ml  faut 
que  je  parle  It  mon  p^re,  il  est  seulement  dans  son  bureau  ici,  au  coin  de 
la  boutique." 

And  so  saying,  she  tripped  across  the  shop  to  communicate  the  offer  to 
Monsieur  Aaolphe.  That  gentleman,  though  intently  occupied  with  his 
accounts,  had  already  noticed  the  transaction. 

"  Impossible,  mon  en&nt !"  said  he,  coming  forward,  and  saluting  his 
would-be  customer.  "  Ma  fille,  monsieur,  vient  de  me  dire  que  vous  avez 
propos6  d'acheter  ce  mouchoir.  Savez-vous,  monsieur,  que  9a  vous  coii- 
terait  enormement  cher,  quand  m^me  la  chose  fut  k  vendre !" 

'*  Wee,*'  replied  the  Englishman,  who  only  understood  about  a  quai*ter 
of  what  M.  Adolphe  said. 

**  Ce  mouchoir,  monsieur,"  continued  the  fabricant,  kindling  as  he 
went  on, — <'  ce  mouchoir  doit  remporter  le  premier  prix  k  Londres !  Si 
j'en  fends  le  sacrifice  k  quelque  pratique  que  ce  soit,  mon  honneur, 
I'honneur  de  mon  pays,  Fhonneur  de  la  France,  monsieur,  s'immolerait 
en  m6me  temps  I" 

The  Englishman  smiled.  He  took  out  a  note  for  five  hundred  francs 
and  placed  it  on  the  other  two,  which  were  for  a  thousand  each.  He  then 
shut  up  his  porte-monnaie  and  put  it  by.  M.  Adolphe  watched  his 
movements,  and  drew  from  them  his  own  conclusion. 

''  Monsieur  aura  la  bonte  de  s'asseoir,"  he  observed;  *^  en  attendant  que 
je  lui  prepare  une  petite  facture.  Faites  emballer  le  mouchoir,  Clotilda 
— mus  tr^s  soigneusement.  A  quel  hOtel,  monsieur,  Youlez-vous  qu'on 
vous  I'envoie  ?" 

'<  Nong,"  replied  the  Englishman ;  ^  dong  mong  poash !" 

And  thrusting  the  little  paquet  into  his  pocket  he  marched  out  of  the 
shop. 

^*  VoUk  les  frais  de  notre  expedition  a  Londres,"  said  M.  Adolphe, 
fingering  the  notes ;  ''  il  faut  que  FExposition  se  passe  du  mouchoir,  k 
moins  que  nous  ayons  le  temps  d'en  fiure  fiftire  un  autre." 

This  last  observation  will  serve  to  acquaint  the  reader  that  it  was  the 
purpose  of  the  Coquelicot  fiunily  to  swell  the  crowd  of  foreigners  in  Lon* 
don  during  the  Exmbition  of  185L 

''  And  what  is  the  news  to<^y,  Adolphe  ?*'  asked  Martin,  rousine 
himself  from  a  dream  of  figs  into  which  he  had  fiiUen  while  stining  hia 
tea. 

<'  There  is  another  change  of  ministry,"  replied  his  brother,  pdiiice 
being  always  uppermost  in  a  Frenchman's  mind. 
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<^Very  good/'  said  Martin;  ^'who  la  at  the  head  of  the  post- 
office  r 

''  It  is  still  M.  Conte,"  returned  Adolpbe,  "  but  he  most  give  waj  ibe 
vary  next  time,  and  then  we  shall  see.** 

"  Yes !"  apostrophised  Martin;  ''then  we  shall  see."* 

And  this  time  his  reverie  took  the  fonn  of  an  enonnoas  envel(^  ad- 
dressed to  himself,  mider  the  title  of  "  Administratenr-Gen^ral  des 
Postes." 

Mademoiselle  Clotiide  now  took  np  the  word. 

*<  And  is  there  nothing  dae,  papa,  but  these  chai^pes  of  mukistiy?" 

<<  Oh,  yes,  Clotiide;  there  is  always  the  ExposUUm  de  Lomdres,  The 
Mtmiietir  of  to-day  contains  the  last  instructions  for  French  ezhibitors. 
Everything  must  be  packed  up,  and  sent  to  the  central  jury  in  three 
days;  and  isx  a  few  more  all  will  be  sent  to  London.  To-morrow  we 
must  see  about  this,  and  in  a  week's  time  I  shall  set  out  mys^" 

"  And  when  are  we  to  go,  papa?" 

''  That  we  shall  decide  upon,  Clotiide,  when  I  have  been  a  short  time 
over  there.  The  Exposition  itself  is  not  yet  I  have  no  doubt  that 
we  shall  meet  with  a  distinguished  zeoeption,  particularly  we  who  gain 
the  prizes.  Ah !  if  I  had  not  sold  that  handksffchie^  I  soould  probably 
have  been  decorated  with  two  medals  instead  of  only  cme." 

'^  I  expect  a  medal,  too,  mon  /rere,^*  interposed  Martin,  who  had 
silently  made  himself  master  of  the  subject  of  the  conyeisation. 

'^  Vous,  man  onele !"  exclaimed  Clotiide,  laughing.  ""Elk  qud  titre, 
je  vous  en  prie  ?" 

"  Eooutez,"  replied  Martin,  gravdiy,  and  with  tiie  air  of  a  nun  who 
had  profoundly  examined  the  question.  ''  Mon  Industrie  est  une  indus- 
trie  £ute.  L^  pruneaux,  le  sucre,  le  the,  le  cafe,  etcetera,  ce  sent  pour 
la  phipart  des  cadeanx  que  nous  fsdt  la  nature.  Bon!  Mais  il  y  en  a  des 
objets  qui  ne  se  perfectionnent  pas  sans  le  secours  que  leur  pr^  le 
talent  de  I'homme.  Dans  eette  cat%<me  il  fimt  mettre — en  premier 
tang — les  cofnidiODS !  Voili  mon  titre  k  Testimation  puUiquel  J*ai 
des  corniidions  ]kAMB  qm  me  sont — pour  ainsi  dire— mortis  de  Tesprit 
L'Exposition  en  aura  de  mes  oomichons !" 

M.  Adolphe  Coquelicot  was  much  too  wise  to  interfere  with  any  of  his 
dder  brother^s  fiuitasies ;  for  opposition  to  a  stupid  man  only  begets  ob- 
stinacy. Besides,  he  felt  proud  of  the  effort  which  Martin'  had  made 
to  represent  the  honour  of  his  house,  though  it  was  only  in  the  shape  of 
camichons. 

About  a  wedc  after  this  brief  c(mTersation  took  place^  Monsieur 
Adolphe  Coquelicot  was  en  route  for  London.  As  Frenchmen  always 
travel,  by  choice,  at  night — even  when  tiie  journey  is  merely  for  amuse- 
ment— at  a  quarter  to  eight  o'clock,  on  the  evening  of  the  2nd  of  Fd[>- 
ruaiy,  M.  Adolphe  £bimd  himself  violentiy  embracing  his  daughter  and 
fatother  in  the  waiting-room  of  the  Northern  B«lway  station.  His 
eestasies  would  have  incited  some  surprise  on  this  side  of  the  water, 
where  people  are  not  given  to  weeping  in  public,  but,  as  everybody  was 
doing  exactly  the  same  thing  to  the  rebtions  who  accompanied  them,  these 
£imily  emotions  want  for  nothing ;  which  was  as  wdl,  considering  tiiat 
they  cost  nothing.  A  Frenchman's  feelings  are  exactly  like  a  train 
ef  gunpowder;  the  anallest  spark  ignites  it,  and  the  next  moment 
every  trace  of  the  explosion  is  swept  away.     Thus  the  tears  of  M. 
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Adolphe — real  ttars — disi^peared — wliither  it  would  be  impoflaUe  to 
Bay— -the  ingtant  be  took  bis  seat  in  the  tcain.     For  the  sake  of  economy 
-—that  master-principle  in  modem  France— he  travelled  in  a  seomdl- 
dass  carriage.     Though  the  conwd  was  a  long  one,  there  were  only  two 
other  persons  in  the  compartment  where  he  was  placed.     One  of  these 
was  a  lady,  apparently  tall  and  alight,  but  neither  her  face  nor  figure 
could  yery  plamly  be  seen,  for  she  wore  her  veil  down,  and  was  enveloped 
in  a  multitude  of  cloaks  and  wrappers.     Her  voice  was  the  only  positive 
token  by  which  she  might  have  been  recc^poised,  and  that  was  so  singular 
in  its  tone,  as  if  pitched  two  or  three  notes  higher  than  the  voices  of  other 
people,  that  to  hear  it  once  was  enough,  whether  as  an  aid  to  memory 
or  as  a  source  of  gratification.     It  was  evident  that  she  was  not  henelf  at 
the  latter  opinion,  for  her  talk  was  incessant,  and,  malgri  bd^  M.  Adolnhe 
was  obliged  to  listen  to  her,  though  it  was  not  to  bom  thiU,  in  the  nrst 
instance,  she  addressed  her  conversation.     She  had  discovered  at  a  glanoe 
— as  any  one  else  might  have  done — ^that  the  light  bhie-  eves,  high 
complexion,  straw-colored  beard  and  moustaches,  and  tiie  ^'  lime-loffire^ 
dialect  which  expressed  the  politeness  of  the  oilier  traveller  when  she 
entered  the  carriage,  did  not  denote  a  genuine  Frenchman ;  he  might  be 
an  Alsatian,  but  in  her  own  mind  she  was  convinced  that  he  came  from 
beyond  tiie  Rhine — and  she  was  right     For  a  lady  who  feels  herself 
under  the  necessity  of  relating  her  history  to  the  first  comer,  a  German 
is  a  perfect  godsend ;  and  before  the  convoi  had  arrived  at  St.  Denis, 
this  lady  was  deep  in  the  narrative  of  her  inefiy^le  wrongs,  her  contempt 
for  and  detestation  of  the  world,  her  yearning  fiir  a  sympathetic  mind, 
the  singular  position  which  she  ooci^ied,  and  the  strange  destiny  which 
she  felt  was  m  atoxe  for  her.     All  these  matters  were  discussed  with  the 
most  perfect  confidence  and  apparent  frankness,  and  yet  it  would  have 
puuled  any  one  to  ex{dain  to  a  third  perscm  who  had  not  heard  her,  what 
these  wrongs  were,  why  she  hated  the  world,  who  she  was  in  search  of,  what 
she  was  at  present,  and  what  she  was  likely  to  turn  out  hereaf^r.     One 
thing  was  tdierably  clear;  she  possessed  tne  genius  of  mystification  in 
an  eminent  degree,  and  she  comd  scarcely  have  met  with  a  better  person 
to  try  it  on  with  than  Karl  Blumentop^  horn  Brunswick,  her  new  tra- 
velling acquaintance.     The  German  listened  with  great  attention  to  all 
the  details  of  her  touching  story,  in  which  not  only  the  perfidy  of  indi- 
viduals was  involved,  but  the  injustice  heaped  on  her  by  nations.     Every 
now  and  then  he  said,  ''  So  !^  as  a  German  must  say,  whether  he  under- 
stands the  subject  before  him,  or  is  endeavouring  meraiy  to  comprehend  it, 
— for  the  word  ^  So''  is  as  useful  as  ffuUa  perMa ;  but,  for  the  most  part, 
he  swallowed  her  revelations  in  respectful  silence,  showing  by  his  attitude 
and  the  expe6si<»i  of  his  countenance  that  none  of  them  were  thrown 
away  upon  nim. 

But  it  was  not  enough  to  have  one  auditor.  People  who  publish  their 
memoirs  en  route,  demand  as  large  a  public  as  eireumstaiices  will  allow, 
and  this  description  of  author  has  the  advantage  of  bdng  able  to  exact 
the  attention  wnich  is  only  givrai  at  one's  own  dioice  to  a  printed  book. 
Having  secured  Herr  Blumentopf,  the  l^inspired  lady  now  turned  to  M. 
Adolphe  Coquelioot. 

'^  You  are  a  native  of  Paris,  sb  ?"  she  asked,  fixing  him  for  aa  answec 
<'  Oh  yes,  madam,"  replied  M.  Adolphe^   ^<  I  may  call  myself  so, 
having  lived  there  ever  since  I  was  bom." 
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'^  In  that  case,  sir,  you  must  have  heard  of  me !  My  sufferings,  my 
trials,  my  triumphs— my  renown,  in  short,  must  have  reached  your 
ears !" 

''  It  is  most  likely,  madam ;  hut  until  I  have  the  honour  of  knowing 
to  whom  I  speak " 

<'Ah!  you  shall  know  that  directly.  My  name,  sir,  is  Lahlonde! 
Madame  Desir^e  Lahlonde!  It  is  a  name  that  has  resounded  throughout 
Europe !" 

"  Je  dois  hien  savoir  ce  que  c'est  que  la  hlonde,"  muttered  M. 
Adolphe  to  himself;  ^'  mais  quant  ^  cette  femme. — No,  madam,  to  my 
eternal  regret  that  name  is  not  upon  my  hooks." 

"  Is  it  possible !  Bat,  I  see,  you  are  ens^aged  in  commerce ;  and  to 
those  who  extend  the  trade  of  France,  eyeiything  is  permitted.*' 

'^  How,  madam !  You  are  aware  that  I  am  in  commerce  the  moment 
I  speak!" 

^*  Where  is  the  wonder  ?  Had  you  been  familiar  with  my  reputation, 
like  the  rest  of  the  world,  so  small  a  discovery  would  have  caused  you  no 
surprise.     Stay,  sir ;  for  the  future  you  shall  know  me  better." 

So  saying,  the  lady  dived  beneath  her  wrappers,  and  brought  forth  an 
agenda^  out  of  which  she  took  two  cards,  and  offered  one  to  each  of  the 
gentlemen.     They  bore  the  following  inscription : 

"  somxambule   extra-lt7cide, 

"Madame  Desir^  Lahlonde, 

"  La  Sybille  mod^me  donne  des  consultations  sur  tout  ce  qui  est  da 
domaine  Somnambulique.     Rue  Richelieu,  75  It  I'entresol. 


»» 


"  So  l"  said  Herr  Blumentopf,  opening  his  large. blue  eyes,  and  gazing 
with  increased  astonishment  on  Madame  Lahlonde. 

''Madam,  then,  is  a  somnambulist?"  observed  M.  Adolphe.  ^'Voilk 
le  secret  de  cette  voix  criarde!"  he  added,  to  himsel£  ''Tout  ce  qui 
outrage  la  nature — hm  I  hm !" 

"  I  am  a  somnambulist,  gentlemen,  from  the  force  of  circumstances.  It 
is  from  amongst  the  hearts  that  are  crushed,  the  souls  that  are  seared,  the 
minds  that  aspire  beyond  the  earth,  that  destiny  cliums  her  expositors. 
Those  over  whose  heads  the  breath  of  the  oracle  has  passed  have  hence- 
forward a  separate  existence.  A  grand  but  a  melancholy  privilege  is 
vouchsafed  to  us,  and  we  accomplish  our  mission !" 

"  Wunderbar!  mein  Gott!"  exclaimed  Herr  Blumentopf. 

"  C'est  curieux  I"  said  M.  Adolphe.  "  This  woman,"  he  thought,  "  is 
an  intrigante;  but  what  matter;  very  likely  she  has  a  good  connexion. 
Madam,"  he  continued,  out  loud,  ''  I  must  repay  the  confidence  you  have 
been  pleased  to  place  in  me.  Here,  also,  is  my  card,  which  will  explain 
my  position,  and  the  nature  of  my  affiiirs." 

Madame  Lahlonde  read  it  attentively. 

"  Without  doubt,  monsieur  is  not  travelling  at  ibis  season  merely  for 
pleasure." 

''  No,  madam ;  I  am  on  my  way  to  London  on  business  connected  with 
my  house.  I  am  one  of  the  principal  exhibitors  at  the  grande  Exposition 
which  is  to  take  place  in  May." 

"  That  is  singular,"  returned  Madame  Lahlonde ;  '^  yet  no^  it  is  a  stroke 
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9^  of  destiny !     I,  too,  am  obliged  to  visit  EDgland  on  aocomit  of  the 

:fe:  Exposition/' 

The  lady  told  the  truth,  in  one  respect ;  she  had,  indeed,  been  obliged 

hr-r  to  leave  Paris,  at  the  pressing  instance  of  M.  Carlier,  the  prefet  de  police, 

and  what  better  place,  she  asked  herself,  could  she  select  for  the  ezerdse 

1^^^  of  her  metier  than  London  during  the  Exhibition. 

^r^  On  further  comparing  notes,  it  appeared  that  Herr  Blumentopf,  who 

was  what  Mr.  Nicoll,  of  Regent-street,  describes  in  his  advertisements  as  a 
<<  Tuchhftndler  en  gros**  and  dealt  in  Saxony  broadcloths,  was  bound  for 
the  same  mart  of  all  nations.  He  had  a  brother  already  settled  there,  an 
opulent  "  Schneider-meister,"  in  one  of  those  streets  devoted  to  tailoring 
which  abound  in  the  region  of  Rccadilly ;  and  though  it  could  never  be 
said  of  him  that  he  was  hurrying,  he  was  certainly  taking  time  as  much 
by  the  forelock  as  a  speculative  man  could  well  be  capable  of  attempting. 
Uis  principal  object,  he  said,  in  setting  out  so  early,  was  to  make  himself 
master  of  the  English  language  before  the  Exhibition  began.  With  this 
object  in  view,  he  had  already  procured,  while  at  Leipzig,  one  of  those 
useful  works  which  have  recently  been  invented  in  Crermany  for  maldng 
our  insular  ton^e  fumiliar  to  foreigners,  and  enabling  them  to  plunge  at 
once  into  a  thorough  knowledge  of  our  manners,  customs,  modes  of 
speech  and  habits  of  action.  These  clever  productions  are  called 
*' Aufstellui^-Unterhaltungs-Crrammatik,**  and  that  they  are  likely 
to  answer  we  end  proposed,  those  who  have  studied  the  affinities  of 
nations  will  readily  believe.  Herr  Blumentopf  had  been  a  diligent  stu- 
dent, and,  at  a  later  period,  g^ve  numerous  proofe  of  his  proficiency. 

What  furdier  conversadon  took  place  in  the  train  to  Calais  need  not 
be  recorded.  The  travellers  crossed  at  once  and  proceeded  to  London 
together,  in  the  same  train  that  conveyed  M.  de  fiieauvilliers,  neither  of 
the  gentlemen  bong  sorry  to  avail  themselves  of  the  local  information 
poss^sed  by  Madame  Lablonde,  who  had  paid  more  than  one  visit  to  the 
great  metropolis.  It  was  by  her  advice  uiat  they  drove  to  the  Hotel  de 
Provence^  in  Leicester-square;  as  she  always  went  there  herself,  till  she 
had  time  to  look  about  her,  it  was  convenient,  particularly  as  it  enabled 
her  to  reach  her  destination  free  of  expense,  the  gallantry  of  her  com- 
panions being  too  great  to  admit  of  her  paying  her  proportion  of  the  cab. 
Out  of  gratitude  for  iheir  politeness  she  gave  tiie  cabman  to  understood, 
in  terms  much  briefer  and  more  intelligibie  than  those  contained  in  the 
<'  Ghrammatik,"  that  it  wouldn't  do  to  charge  four  times  the  amount  of  hb 
fftre.  If  the  cabman  called  her  ''  a  French — ^female,"  with  the  addition 
of  any  obnoxious  adjective,  he  did  so  sotto  voce,  for  tiiere  was  something 
in  the  expression  of  Madame  Lablonde's  countenance,  when  seen  by  day- 
light, that,  as  he  afterwards  observed,  "  a'most  took  away  his  breaui." 

Chapter  XXL 

us  MOUGHOIB  BB0d£. 

To  overtake  a  carriage  that  is  moving  off  at  full  speed,  two  things  at 
least  are  necessary.  In  the  first  place,  the  pursuer  ought  to  be  aUe  to 
run  very  fast;  and  in  the  next,  he  should  know  the  short  cuts.  Now 
M.  de  Beauvilliers  laboured  under  the  disadvantage  of  being  perfectly 
unacquainted  with  London;  and  had  he  possessed  the  swiftness  of  Hip- 
pomenes,  and  the  wind  of  the  Oxford  Pet,  they  would  have  been  of  little 
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use  in  the  throng  that  sonoimded  the  Hooses  of  Parliament.  There 
was  another  reason,  also,  why  his  endeayours  were  likely  to  prove  firoit- 
len,  arising  from  the  fiict  that  whenever  a  person  sets  o£f  running  in  a 
crowd,  he  is  invariably  suspected  of  being  a  thief,  and  the  hue  and  ciy 
fellow  him  as  a  matter  of  course. 

De  Beauvilliers  had  scarcely  made  half  a  dozen  energetic  strides, 
before  a  seedy-looking  gentleman,  in  a  battered  hat,  a  tightly  buttoned-up 
eoat>  and  having  no  gloves  on  his  red  hands,  expressed  it  as  his  decided 
opinion  that  *^  that  foreign-looking  cove  as  was  cutting  away  so  hst  had 
prigged  somebody's  wipe  ;''  whereupon  the  cfy  of  ''  Stop  iLief  V  broke 
rnm^  and  just  as  De  Beauvilliers  had  emerged  from  beneath  a  horse's 
belly,  mider  which  he  had  dived  to  cross  the  street,  he  fbimd  himself  in 
the  arms  of  Sergeant  Lynx,  of  the  detective  force.  In  the  mean  time 
ihe  seedy-looking  gentleman  who  had  given  the  alanui  having  withdrawn 
attention  from  himself,  proceeded  at  leisure  to  empty  the  pockets  of  his 
neighbours,  and  then  moved  off  in  an  opposite  direction. 

It  would  not,  however,  have  been  much  to  the  credit  of  Sergeant  Lynx 
if  he  had  not  immediately  perceived  that  M.  de  Beauvilliers  was  not  s 
member  of  the  swell  mob,  but  only  an  impatient  foreigner,  and  as  the 
latter  is  not  a  scarce  article  in  London,  the  sergeant's  experience  told  him 
how  the  stranger  was  to  be  dealt  with.  Resisting  the  desire  of  several 
philanthropists  in  the  crowd  who  amiably  su^ested  that  "  the  'Unga- 
rian"  (that  is  the  favourite  phrase  since  Haynau's  misadventure)  should 
be  introduced  to  the  nearest  pump,  Sergeant  Lynx  took  De  Beanvillien 
aside,  and  asked  him  the  cause  o^  his  anxiety.  Had  the  stranger  him* 
self  been  robbed^  and  could  he  describe  the  property  ?  **  Which,  in  that 
case,"  observed  <lie  sergeant,  confidently,  "  the  gooos  shall  be  restored  in 
twenty-four  hours  at  the  very  outside."  The  exhibition  of  so  much  extra- 
politeness  on  the  part  of  a  policeman  may  seem  an  unnsual  thing  to  those 
who  are  in  the  habit  of  being  taken  in  custody,  but  we  beg  to  assure 
that  enterprising  part  of  the  community^  that  tnere  was  a  reason  for  it; 
Sergeant  Lynx  had  already  taken  a  note  of  De  Beauvillier's  appearance 
when  he  drove  past  with  the  French  ehargS  d^affairesy  about  half  an 
hour  before. 

De  Beauvilliers  considered  for  an  instant^  and  fearing,  if  he  said  any- 
diing  about  the  handkerchief,  that  the  sergeant  might  wish  to  take  pos- 
session of  it  for  the  purpose  of  enabling  him  to  identify  the  owner,  con- 
tented himself  by  saymg  that  he  had  suddenly  recognised  some  very  dear 
friends  whom  he  had  not  seen  for  a  great  length  of  time,  and  that  he  was 
hastening  to  overtake  them  when  he  was  stopped.  Perhaps  the  seigeant, 
whom  he  addressed  as  M.  le  Commissaire,  had  noticed  a  carriage  drawn 
by  a  fine  pair  of  grey  horses,  with  servants  in  white  and  crimson 
liveries  ? 

"  Two  ladies  inside,  sir  ?" 

«  That  is  it." 

'^  One  of  them  holder  than  the  other?" 

"  Oh,  ye»— much." 

**  I  see  *em,  sur." 

«<  Which  way  did  they  go." 

*^  There  is  bat  one  way  as  the  coachman  could  take  at  present,  since 
the  Woods  and  Forests  blocked  up  Parliament-street  with  the  shores — 
along  Birdcage  Walk." 
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The  oombmatioD  of  woods,  forests,  and  biidcages,  peseoted  too  con* 
fbsed  an  image  to  the  mind  of  De  BeauyiUiers  to  allow  of  his  profiting 
by  the  description ;  besides,  the  carriage  was  at  least  a  mile  off  by  this 
tune,  so  he  asked  Sergeant  Lynx  if  he  kaew  to  whom  it  belonged.  That 
functionary's  detective  powers,  though  yeiy  widely  exercised,  did  not 
sustain  their  reputation  m  this  instance,  as  he  had  only  seen  the  carriage 
^*  promisenously ;"  and,  ^*  to  the  best  of  his  recollection" — the  sergeant's 
speech  was  always  in  the  £oxm  of  eyidence— -'^  had  never  set  eyes  on  it 
before."  gL 

*^  But  do  you  think  you  should  recognise  it  if  you  saw  it  again  ?" 

"  I  could  take  my  oath  to  the  coachman's  wig,  sir ;  and — ^yes — I 
diink  I  may  safely  say  I  could  swear  to  the  footmen's  calves,  u  they 
were  placed  in  the  same  position." 

'^  And  the  ladies — shcHild  you  know  them,  too?" 

''  The  old  lady,  sir,  had  unmistakeable  feeturs." 

*^  And  the  younger  one  ?" 

*^  Why,  you  see,  sir,  she  sat  rather  behindish,  and  I  couldn't  get  more 
than  a  glimpse  of  her  face,  so  that  I  shouldn't  like  to  be  positive  in  that 
particular." 

**  Well,  M.  le  Commissaire,"  said  De  Beauvilliers,  who  saw  that 
Sergeant  Lynx  might  be  an  available  aUy,  **  I  must  tell  you  that,  not 
having  seen  those  ladies  for  so  long  a  time,  and  being  only  just  come  to 
England,  I  am  ignorant  of  their  address,  and  should  be  very  happy  if  I 
could  discover  it.  If  you  can  find  that  out  for  me,"  he  adaed,  slipping 
a  couple  of  sovereigns  at  the  same  time  into  the  ready  paw  of  Sergeant 
Lynx,  *^  and  will  bring  me  word  to  Mivart*s  Hotel — observe  this  card— - 
I  shall  be  very  much  your  finend." 

The  most  obvious  course  to  effect  the  discovery  which  De  Beauvilliers 
desired,  would  doubtless  have  been  to  have  mentioned  the  names  of  the 
persons  he  was  in  search  of;  but  Se]^;eant  Lynx  understood  the  case  too 
well  to  hint  at  this  mode  of  proceeding ;  so  that  De  Beauvilliers  was 
spared  an  explanation  which  he  had  it  not  in  his  power  to  give.  The 
police-officer  then  directed  his  patron  the  nearest  way  to  reach  his  hotel, 
and  the  parties  separated. 

Although  the  days  are  gone  when — as  in  Spanish  comedy  and  all  its 
derivatives — a  master  invariably  makes  a  bosom  friend  of  his  valet,  imparts 
to  him  all  his  plans,  and  receives  his  advice  on  the  subjects  dearest  to  his 
interests ;  still,  the  exigencies  of  every-day  life  compel  a  man  to  have 
recourse  to  somebody's  assistance  when  he  meets  with  a  difficulty  which 
he  cannot  overcome  by  himself,  and  in  many  cases  a  valet  is  as  useful  a 
confidant  as  the  friend  whom  you  take  at  random  from  the  nearest  club- 
house. If  the  question  relate  to  an  investment  in  the  funds,  the  disposal 
of  a  large  amount  of  cash,  or  any  other  serious  matter — ^money  being  the 
only  serious  thing  in  this  world,  as  most  people  suppose — one's,  valet  is 
not  exactly  the  person  to  select ;  but  where  so  trifling  a  matter  as  an 
affaire  de  cceur  is  the  subject  of  solidtude,  such  an  individual  answers 
tibe  purpose,  in  all  probabiHty,  as  well  as  anybody. 

We  have  already  adverted  to  the  useful  qualities  of  Monsieur  Victor, 
the  body-servant  of  M.  de  Beauvilliers ;  and  when  we  say  that  the  latter 
thought  he  might  derive  advantage  from  the  counsel  of  his  valet,  he  was 
only  paying  a  just  tribute  to  bos  merits.  As  soon,  therefore,  as  he 
reached  Mivart's,  he  sent  for  him  to  expose  the  state  of  the  caae. 

u2 
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**  Yictor,"  he  said,  when  that  gentleman  had  entered,  and  stood 
spectfiiUy  awaiting  his  commands,  "  do  you  know  what  brought  me  to 
London  ?" 

'<I  have  never  presumed  to  think,  monneur,"  was  the  obsequious 
reply. 

"  Well,  think  now,  then,  and  tell  me  your  opinion." 
'<  If  I  might  hazard  a  conjectmre,"  returned  the  valet,  looking  round, 
and  shrugging  his  shoulders  in  a  way  that  comprehended  many  things, 
'<  it  was  not  simply  to  amuse  himself  tha|^onsieur  made  this  journey." 

*^  So  Car  you  are  right,  Victor;  it  was  a  much  stronger  impulse  than 
mere  amusement ;  I  nad  a  great  object  in  view." 

Victor  bowed  with  an  air  of  conviction  as  profound  as  if  M.  de  Bean- 
villiers  had  announced  to  him,  d  la  Napoleon^  his  intention  of  undertaking 
the  conquest  of  the  British  East  India  possessions,  with  Pnt^  as  his  chef 
d'etai'tnajor. 

'*  That  object,"  continued  his  master, ''  was  the  discovery  of  an  Engliah 
lady  whom  I  saw  lately  in  Paris,  at  the  ball  of  the  President  of  the 
Republic." 

^'  Is  monsieur  acquainted  with  the  lady's  name  ?" 
'^  No  I  1  could  meet  with  no  one  who  knew  her  while  she  remained  in 
the  room,  and  I  never  saw  her  again  till  this  afternoon." 
''  And  where  did  monsieur  meet  with  her  again  ?" 
M.  de  fieauvilliers  then  recounted  the  circumstances  which  we  have 
detailed,  not  omitting  to  mention  that  it  was  necessary  Victor  should 
make  the  acquaintance  of  Sergeant  Lynx,  in  order  to  keep  him  on  ihe 
look-out,  as  he  had  promised. 

''  And  the  handkerchief,  monsieur,"  inquired  Victor;  *^  does  that  bear 
no  mark  by  which  the  owner  can  be  distinguished  ?" 

M.  de  Beauvilliers  went  to  a  cabinet^  and  drew  the  sacred  relic  from  a 
drawer  in  which  he  had  deposited  it.  He  opened  it  carefully,  and  spread 
it  on  the  table  before  him.     It  was  assuredly  a  most  beautiful  £Ed)ric. 

The  groundwork  of  this  precious  object  was  formed  of  the  very  finest 
cambric,  of  a  texture  so  delicate  as  to  make  it  hardly  less  transparent 
than  air.  Very  little,  however,  of  the  original  substance  was  visible,  a 
space  of  about  four  inches  square  being  all  that  was  left  in  the  centre 
uncovered  by  work,  and  it  was  by  this  part,  gathered  together  and  passed 
beneath  a  ring,  that  the  handkerchief  was  carried  in  the  hand.  The 
borders,  which  were,  in  fact,  the  thing  itself,  were  very  deep  and  of  the 
most  exquisite  pattern,  the  material  being  the  richest  Valenciennes  laoe^ 
all  of  one  piece,  without  any  join  at  the  comers.  The  devices  with  which 
they  were  ornamented  were  elaborate,  but  not  complicated,  and  repre« 
sented  birds  and  flowers,  and  leaves  and  tendrils,  all  of  the  most  graceful 
form,  and  intertwined  with  consummate  skill;  no  single  figure  was  repeated, 
and  perfect  harmony  prevailed  throughout  the  design,  while,  in  point  of 
workmanship,  nothing  equal  to  it  had,  perhaps,  ever  been  seen. 

There  was  only  one  thing  wanting,  and  that  was  an  indication— even 
if  it  had  been  of  the  slightest — to  lead  to  the  discovery  of  the  owner's 
name;  but  not  a  single  initial  was  there  to  set  a  lover  guessing;  frt>m 
Adeline  to  Zoe  all  was  a  blank. 

Monsieur  Victor  gazed  on  the  handkerchief  with  all  the  admiration 
that  a  Frenchman  is  capable  of  feelinfl^  for  a  work  of  art,  and  in  their 
own   way  the   French   are  great  enumsiaats.     His  knowledge  of  the 
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science  of  needlework-embroidery  did  not  carry  him  quite  so  far  as  the 
famous  Colonel  Calicot  when  he  detected  the  royalist  propensities  of 
Miss  Biddy  Fudge,  but  it  was  sufficient  to  assure  him  that  the  travail 
he  beheld  had  not  been  performed  out  of  Paris.  As  to  its  being  English, 
you  might  just  as  well  have  told  him  that  it  was  the  work  of  the  Esquimaux 
or  Patagonians,  so  highly  did  he  estimate  the  abilities  of  the  Britons. 
While  occupied  in  examining  the  pattern,  a  thought  struck  him. 

During  the  transit  from  Calais  he  had  not  been  unobservant  of  his 
compagnons  de  voyage.  While  M.  de  Beauvilliers  and  Putty  were 
sharing  their  ''sea  sorrows"  in  the  cabin,  Victor  remained  on  deck, 
eyeing  the  invalids,  and  conversing  with  those  who  did  not  suffer.  He 
had  particularly  noticed  the  trio  whom  we  have  described  in  the  second- 
class  carriage  from  Paris,  Monsieur  Coquelicot  and  Herr  Blumentopf, 
on  account  of  the  dislocated  attitudes  into  which  they  threw  themselves 
in  their  agony,  and  Madame  Lablonde,  for  her  remarluible  indifference  to 
the  vessel's  motion.  To  this  lady  he  had  been  very  attentive ;  not  because 
of  her  beauty — ^for,  it  may  be  remembered,  that  she  kept  her  veil  down 
dming  the  journey,  and  bona  fide  beauties  never  do  that — but  for  some 
other  reason  less  upon  the  smrface.  Monsieur  Victor  was  one  who 
studied  character,  and  there  was  that  about  "the  modem  Sybil'*  which 
made  him  of  opinion  that  she  possessed  faculties  not  of  we  common 
order.  He  ingratiated  himself  accordingly,  by  revealing  just  as  much 
as  he  thought  necessary  of,  not  his  own  but  his  master's  afiairs ;  and 
we  have  seen  that  the  lady  was  not  one  to  withhold  her  confidence^  even 
without  being  asked.  In  this  instance,  however,  the  tone  of  mystifica- 
tion in  which  she  usually  indulged  was  considerably  abated;  most  likely 
because  she  saw  that  M.  Victor  was  one  of  her  own  sort,  with  similar 
ends  in  view,  which  he  sought  to  attain  by  a  different  route.  In  the 
course  of  conversation,  he  learnt  all  that  Herr  Blumentopf  and  M. 
Adolphe  Coquelicot  had  communicated  about  themselves;  it  was  not 
much,  but  it  served  as  a  reminiscence,  and  the  memory  of  M.  Victor  was 
such,  that  every  seed  scattered  over  it  came  up  in  its  appointed  time. 

It  was  at  this  juncture  he  bethought  himself  that  if  there  was  any 
one  in  London  who  could  enlighten  mm  respecting  the  manuCeuiture  of 
the  handkerchief  that  person  was  M.  Adolphe  Coquelicot. 

"  tf  monsieur  permits,"  he  said,  '*  I  thidc  I  can  discover  where  this 
was  made." 

"  By  all  means,  Victor.  Ascertain  that,  and  I  will  reward  you  hand- 
somely." 

"  Oh,  monsieur  is  always  too  generous ;  but  his  kindness  shall  not  be 
thrown  away.  Let  me  see,"  he  said,  taking  out  his  caleptn^  and  turning 
over  the  leaves — ''yes;  '  Hotel  de  Provence,  Leicestei'-squarr,' — that  is 
theplace.     With  monsieur's  permission,  I  will  go  at  once." 

This  permission  was  rea^y  granted,  and  M.  Victor  set  out  on  his 
etrand. 

In  spite  of  its  name,  the  Hotel  de  Provence  does  not  breathe  of  the 
sweet  South.  It  would  be  difficult,  indeed,  for  any  house  built  in  Lei- 
cester-square to  do  so ;  unless  we  exchange  the  poetical  idea  of  sonthem 
eaks  for  certain  hcts  encountered  in  those  latitudes.  But  it  does  what 
It  can:  it  stands  at  the  comer  of  the  square,  and  opens  its  doors  to  two 
different  points  of  the  compass;  and  this  is  as  much  as  any  circum- 
scribed London  edifice  can  attempt     How  people  fare  within  is  a  fact  of 
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wbich  we  have,  as  yet,  no  personal  experience;  but  if  we  may  trust  the 
smiling  KtUe  Frenchwoman,  who  lies  perdue  in  die  depths  of  the  long^y 
narrow  bar,  the  general  accommodation  is  no  less  commendable  than  &e 
cuisine. 

M.  Victor,  who,  like  M.  Thiers  and  other  great  men,  was  a  native  of 
Aix,  and  therefore  a  Provencal,  fomid  himself  quite  at  home  in  this 
region ;  and,  what  was  more  to  the  purpose,  he  found  M.  Adolphe  Coqoe* 
licot  at  home.  He  was  alone,  and  in  the  act  of  writing  to  his  daughter; 
his  friend,  Herr  Blumentop^  having  ventured  abroad  under  \h.e  pilotage 
of  Madame  Lablonde.  No  form  of  introduction  was  necessary  between 
the  feUow-travellers,  and  Monsieur  Victor  was  not  long  before  he  entered 
into  the  subject  that  had  taken  him  there. 

*'  A  handkerchief  very  magnificently  embroidered  I"  said  M.  Coque- 
licot.  **  Yes,  I  am  skilled  in  these  matters,  of  course,  and  if  it  has  been 
made  in  Paris,  I  dare  say  I  can  give  a  tolerable  guess  at  the  maker.  Bat, 
to  do  so,  I  must  see  it." 

"  Of  course,"  replied  M.  Victor;  "  and  it  was  to  request  you  to  accom- 
pany me  to  M.  de  BeauviUiers's  hotel,  that  I  paid  you  tins  visit" 

Reserving  the  conclusion  of  his  correspondence  till  his  return,  the 
fabricant  of  the  Rue  St.  Martin  immediately  assented  to  this  proposition^ 
and  went  back  with  M.  Victor  to  Mivart's.  M.  Coquelicot  was  presented 
to  M.  de  Beauvilliers,  and  once  more  the  handkerchief  was  displayed. 
As  it  was  unfolded,  and  the  embroidery  met  his  view,  he  smiled,  and 
an  air  of  paternal  fondness  spread  itself  over  his  countenance. 

M.  de  Beauvilliers  was  all  impatience,  and  asked  eagerly  if  he  thought 
he  could  tell  the  maker^s  name? 

^I  think  I  can,"  returned  M.  Coquelicot  '*  It  is  not  six  weeks  ago 
dnce  I  sold  that  very  handkerchief.     C'est  de  ma  febrique." 

"  Quelle  chance  !  exclaimed  De  Beauvilliers.  ''  Who  was  the  pur* 
chaser  ? — a  tall,  graceful  young  English  lady,  with  a  profusion  of  hxt 
hair,  and  lovely  blue  eyes,  was  it  not?" 

'<  Mais  non,  monsieur,"  replied  the  fabricant;  **  it  was  somebody  very 
unlike  that.     I  sold  it  to  an  English  milord " 

^  Mal^ction  !"  muttered  De  Beauvilliers,  with  a  furious  gesture. 

"  An  English  milord,"  continued  M.  Coquelicot,  *'  such  as  one  sees 
constantly  in  Paris.  Un  petit  homme  trapu — short,  square,  dampyi||«d- 
faced,  with  money  in  both  pockets,  qui  parlait  tres  peu,  et  ecorcluut  tons 
lea  mots  qu*il  pronon^ait!" 

^^  Quel  sacrifice !"  exclaimed  the  lover,  turning  up  his  eyes. 

*^  Quant  2i  9a,"  said  M.  Coquelicot,  "  le  travail  est,  comme  vous  voyez, 
sij^wrbe,  mais  toutefois  je  ne  rai  pas  sacrifi6."  He  was  thinking  of  l^e 
handkerchief,  not  of  tne  lady.  <' J'ai  vendu  oe  mouchoir-lk  cent  livree 
sterling.  J'ai  renonc6  d  mon  ambition.  Ce  mouchoir  aurait  du  avoir 
et6  envoys  it  la  Grande  Expontion  ici  d  Londres !" 

^  And  where  did  this  handsome,  agreeable  Englishman  live  ?"  asked 
M.  de  Beauvilfiers. 

**  That,  monsieur,  I  am  unable  to  tell  you,  for,  with  the  brutality  diat 
characterises  those  islanders,  he  refused  to  give  any  address,  and  made 
himself  his  own  portefiaix.  He  paid  for  it  on  the  spot,  walked  out  of  my 
shop  with  a  grunt,  not  even  saying,  '  Adieu,  mademoiselle,'  to  my 
daughter,  the  handsomest  girl  in  the  Rue  St  Martin ;  and  I  never  saw 
anything  more  of  him,  or  of  the  handkerchief  either." 
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M.  de  BeauTiUieTS  threw  himself  back  in  his  chair,  with  an  expression 
of  profound  vexation. 

*'If  monsieur  will  allow  me  to  offer  a  suggestion/'  said  Victor, 
appealing  to  his  master — 

"Oh,  readily —speak!" 

'*  You  see,  mon  bon  M.  CoqueUcot,  that  M.  de  Beauvilliers  is  extremely 
amdous  to  find  out,  not  merely  how  this  handkerchief  came  into  the  pos- 
session of  the  lady  who  dropped  it  here  in  London  to-day — ^it  was  most 
likely  given  to  her  hy  a  relation,  her  brother  perhaps" — (here  there  was  a 
decidediy  negative  shrug  from  M.  de  Beauvilliers) — *'  but  what  he  wishes 
more  to  know  is,  who  the  lady  is.  You  mentioned  just  now  that  it  had 
been  your  intention  to  exhibit  this  handkerchief  amongst  the  produc- 
tions for  which  your  establishment  in  the  Rue  St.  Martin  is  famous. 
Now,  permit  me  to  ask  you,  mon  cher  M.  Coquelicot,  what  reason  is 
there  why  it  should  not  stdl  be  exhibited  ?" 

"  Comment  done !  je  ne  Tai  plus !" 

**  No ;  but  monsieur  can  lend  it  to  you  for  that  purpose.  Here  we  are 
in  this  vast  city,  endeavouring  to  find  out  the  owner  of  this  little  oljet  in 
the  midst  of  a  population  of  ten  or  twelve  millions,  or  more— ^u^  sais-je  f 
We  may  spend  all  our  lives  in  the  search ;  monsieur  may  die  of  despair^ 
cet  estimable  barbet  may  become  a  lunatic,  and,  as  for  me,  I  shall  most 
probably  suffocate  myself  with  London  smoke,  there  being  no  charcoal  in 
this  country, — and  all  because  we  cannot  discover  a  lady  with  blue  hair 
and  golden  eyes — je  demande  pardon — I  mean  blue  eyes  and  golden  hair. 
Well,  if  you  consent  to  introduce  the  mouchoir  amongst  your  goods,  as 
all  the  world  will  come  to  see  them^  and  this  beautiixd  young  lady,  who 
belongs,  of  course,  to  distinguished  society,  will  come  with  the  rc»t,  she 
will  recognise  her  property,  she  will  appreciate  your  delicate  attention — ^for 
the  merit  will  be  yours ;  her  patronage  will  be  bestowed  upon  your  house 
for  ever ;  M.  de  Beauvilliers  will  attain  his  object,  and  everybody  will  be 
made  happy ;  the  proper  conclusion  of  so  interesting  an  affair." 

M.  de  Beauvilliers  was  enraptured  with  this  scheme ;  and  M.  Coquelicot 
admitted  that  it  was  feasible,  but  as  the  extensive  patronage  of  the 
unknown  young  lady  was,  at  least,  a  mere  contingency,  he  was  desirous 
of  making  sure  of  a  real  advantage,  and  hinted  sometmng  to  that  effect. 
M.  de  Beauvilliers  was  too  generous  and  too  much  in  love  to  care  about 
conditions,  and  the  fabricant  was  so  satisfied  with  the  prospect,  l^t  he 
announced  his  intention  of  inmiediately  taking  the  necessar}'  steps  for 
procuring  admission  for  the  handkerchief  amongst  the  nouveautes  which 
he  had  got  ready.  As  the  original  specification  had  not  been  altered,  he 
anticipated  no  difficulty  in  this  respect,  and  it  was  settled  that  a  handsome 
glass-case  should  be  prepared,  to  contain  a  splendid  cushion  of  purple 
velvet,  whereon  should  be  displayed  the  moucnoir  brode — The  Gbm  of 
THE  Exhibition  of  186  L 


(     290    ) 


LAVENGRO* 

We  have  been  greatly  amused  and  edified  by  this  book,  strange  and 
rambling  though  it  be.  It  contains  a  vast  deal  of  admirable  description, 
life-like  portraiture,  and  shrewd  remark ;  and  its  style  is  racy  and  mas- 
culine in  the  highest  degree.  There  is  abundant  evidence  about  it  of 
what  Hazlitt  emphatically  called  the  '^  fist."  We  do  not  think  so  highly 
of  the  gipsy  scenes.  They  surely  want  truthfulness ;  for  no  gipsy  could 
ever  talk  as  Mr.  Borrow's  do.  As  regards  some  of  the  marvels  and 
mysteries,  we  trust  the  author  will  not  place  us  high  on  the  list  of 
'*  lickspittle  editors,"  if  we  confess  to  a  slight  Ferdinand-Mendez- Pinto 
feeling  of  incredulity  during  their  perusal. 

Mr.  Borrow's  portrait  graces  the  title.  It  is  a  highly  intellectual 
countenance,  with  something  of  a  look  of  Southey  about  it.  The  fore- 
head is  lofty,  and  the  bead  altogether  of  unusual  length. 

"A  dream,  partly  of  study,  partly  of  adventure;  in  which  will  be 
found  copious  notices  of  books,  and  many  descriptions  of  life  and  man* 
ners,  some  in  a  very  unusual  form" — such  is  the  description  g^ven  of 
"  Lavengro"  by  its  writer.  Lavengro,  it  may  be  necessary  to  premise, 
signifies,  in  the  gipsy  language,  "  word-master ;"  and  a  thin  veil  of  mys- 
tery is  cast  over  his  career  as  here  recorded  by  Mr.  Borrow,  who  asserts 
in  nis  preface  that  the  reader  would  be  very  much  mistaken  if  he  ima« 
gined  that  the  principal  actors  in  this  dream  or  drama — the  scholar,  the 
gipsy,  and  the  priest-— form  one.  Personally,  they  stand  apart,  and  con- 
stitute separate  entities ;  but  the  spirit  of  each,  and  even  the  actions  and 
language  of  each,  may  also  be  found  in  Lavengro's  own  person.  Thus, 
to  smiplify  this  mystery,  there  is  Lavengro  the  scholar  (there  might  be  dis- 
cussion on  that  point)  ;  there  is  his  adopted  brother,  Jasper  Petulengpro, 
the  gipsy ;  there  is  the  right  hand  of  Dr.  Platitude,  the  priest.  Bul^ 
again  there  is  Lavengro,  turned  gipsy,  and  pattering  Rommany;  and  there 
is  Lavengro,  talking  charity,  teaching  wisdom  and  virtue,  practising  for- 
bearance, healing  wounded  consciences,  expounding  the  gospel,  and  un- 
ravelling the  truths  of  religion  ;  doing,  in  fsuct,  all  that  a  priest  should  do, 
and  can  do,  who  is  not  in  search  of  worldly  wealth  and  temporal  power. 
It  remains  with  the  reader,  then,  as  the  autnor  remarks,  in  his  usual  half- 
bantering  style,  to  seek  for  as  much  of  the  scholar  in  theg^psy,  or  of  the 
gipsy  in  the  priest,  as  he  may  care  to  detect.  For  our  own  part,  we  are 
satisfied  with  a  scholar,  a  gipsy,  and  a  priest ;  and  the  two  latter  super- 
added to  the  scholar. 

Lavengro  was  bom  in  the  first  quarter  of  the  present  century,  at 

*<  East  D ,   a  beautiful  little   town  in  a  certain  district  of  East 

Anglia."  As  his  fieither  subsequently  settled  at  Norwich,  we  may  pre- 
sume this  place  to  be  East  Dereham.  This  father,  the  youngest  o( 
seven  brothers,  was  a  posthumous  child  of  a  respectable  (jgentUldtre,  as 
Mr.  Borrow  has  it)  Cornish  fisimily,  whose  ancient  home  was  at  Tredin- 
nock,  which,  being  interpreted,  means  the  '*  House  on  the  Hill.'' 
Although  in  the  army,  and  much  jostled  about  England  and  Ireland  at 
the  time  of  the  threatened  invasion,  it  does  not  appear  that  the  gallant 

*  Lavengro ;  the  Scholar,  the  Gipsy,  the  Priest.    By  George  Borrow,  Author 
of  <'  The  Bible  in  Spain,"  and  "  The  Gipttes  of  Spain."    3  vols.    John  Murray. 


Laveugro*  291 

captain  had  any  opportunity  of  distinguishing  himself  beyond  marrying 
the  mother  of  Lavengro,  the  daughter  of  a  French  Protestant  emigre^ 
and  being  engaged  in  a  pugilistic  combat  of  an  hour's  duration  in  Hyde 
Park  with  Brain,  the  prize-fighter,  afterwards  champion  of  England. 

Lai^engro  had  an  elder  brother,  so  beautiful  as  a  child,  that  people 
would  stand  still  to  gaze  at  him,  as  they  would  also  at  Lavengro, — **  Ay," 
says  the  autobiographer,  ''more  than  at  my  brother;"  though  for  a 
dinerent  reason.  The  brother  was  a  happy,  brilliant  child;  Lavengro 
was  of  a  thoughtful,  melancholy  disposition.  By  nature  slow  of  speech, 
he  was  so  shy,  that  if  addressed  by  strangers,  he  would  burst  into  tears. 
A  lover  of  nooks  and  retired  corners,  he  would  flee  from  society,  and  sit 
for  hours  together  with  his  head  upon  his  breast ;  but  in  the  depths  of 
this  gloom  and  sadness  lay  the  germs  of  much  that  was  strange  and 
mysterious.  A  wandering  Jew,  with  the  discrimination  peculiar  to  his 
race,  detected  this  when  Lavengro  was  still  a  mere  child : 

One  day  a  travelling  Jew  knocked  at  the  door  of  a  farmhouse  in  which  we  had 
taken  apartments;  I  was  near  at  hand,  sitting  in  the  bright  sunshine,  drawing 
strange  lines  on  the  dust  with  my  fingers;  an  ape  and  dog  were  my  companions; 
the  Jew  looked  at  me  and  asked  me  some  questions,  to  which,  though  I  was 
quite  able  to  speak,  I  returned  no  answer.  On  the  door  being  opened,  the  Jew, 
after  a  few  words,  probably  relating  to  pedlery,  demanded  who  the  child  was,  sit- 
ting in  the  sim;  the  maid  replied  that  I  was  her  mistress's  youngest  son,  a  child 
weak  here,  pointing  to  her  forehead.  The  Jew  looked  at  me  again,  and  then  said: 
*'  Ton  my  conscience,  my  dear,  I  believe  that  you  must  be  troubled  there  yourself 
to  tell  me  any  such  thing.  It  is  not  my  habit  to  speak  to  children,  inasmuch  as  I 
hate  them,  because  they  often  follow  me  and  fling  stones  after  me;  but  I  no  sooner 
looked  at  that  child  than  I  was  forced  to  speak  to  it — his  not  answering  me  shows 
his  sense,  for  it  has  never  been  the  custom  of  the  wise  to  fling  away  their  words  in 
indifferent  talk  and  conversation;  the  child  is  a  sweet  child,  and  has  all  the  look 
of  one  of  our  people's  children.  Fool,  indeed!  did  I  not  see  his  eyes  sparkle  just 
now,  when  the  monkey  seized  the  dog  by  the  ear? — ^they  shone  like  my  own  dia- 
monds—does your  good  lady  want  any— real  and  fine?  Were  it  not  for  what  you 
tell  me,  I  should  say  it  was  a  prophet's  child.  Fool,  indeed!  he  can  write  already, 
or  I'll  forfeit  the  box  which  I  carry  on  my  back,  and  for  which  I  should  be  loth  to 
take4;wo  hundred  pounds!"  He  then  leaned  forward  to  inspect  the  lines  which  I 
had  traced.  All  of  a  sudden  he  started  back,  and  grew  white  as  a  sheet;  then, 
taking  off  his  hat,  he  made  seme  strange  gestures  to  me,  cringing,  chattering,  and 
showing  his  teeth,  and  shortly  deputed,  muttering  something  about  "holy 
letters,"  and  talking  to  himself  in  a  strange  tongue. 


Examples  of  labouring  for  knowledge,  under  all  kinds  of  difficultie 
pages  of  a  tragic  yet  glorious  history,  which  is  still  unwritten — ^the  his- 
tory of  the  martyrs  of  the  mind — aro  by  no  means  rare.  But  examples 
of  gifts  of  languages — "word-masters"  from  infancy — of  mystical  in- 
tuitive sympatMes  with  certiun  forms  of  creation,  as  vipers  and  horses, 
and,  still  more  strange,  mystical  and  magnetic  relations  with  certain 
races  of  men,  more  especially  gipsies,  are  essentially  so,  and  in  our  own 
days  obsolete. 

The  first  time  Lavenc^  became  aware  of  his  power  over  the  reptile 
tribe,  was  when  still  a  child;  so  young,  that  the  memory  of  few  others 
extend  back  to  such  early  periods  of  their  infancy.  It  was  at  a  time 
when  his  Bother  was  encamped  with  a  militia  regiment  at  Pett,  in  Sussex : 

It  happened  that  my  brother  and  myself  were  playing  one  evening  in  a  sandy 
lane  in  the  neighbourhood  of  this  Fett  camp;  our  mother  was  at  a  slight  distance. 
All  of  a  sudden,  a  bright  yellow,  and,  to  my  infantine  eye,  beautiAil  and  glorious, 
object  made  its  appearance  at  the  top  of  the  bank  ftom  between  the  thick  quick- 
set, and,  gliding  down,  began  to  move  across  the  lane  to  the  other  side^  like  a  line 
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of  golden  light  Uttering  a  cry  of  pleasure,  I  sprang  forward,  and  seized  it  nearly 
\3(j  the  middle.  A  strange  sensation  of  numbing  cdidness  seemed  to  pervade  my 
whole  arm,  which  surprised  me  the  more,  as  the  object  to  the  eye  appeared  so 
warm  and  sunlike.  I  did  not  drop  it,  however,  but  holding  it  up,  looked  at  it 
intently,  as  its  head  dangled  about  a  foot  from  my  hand.  It  made  no  reststanoe; 
I  felt  not  even  the  slightest  struggle;  but  now  my  brother  began  to  scream  and 
sluriek  like  one  possessed.  '^O  mother,  mother!"  s^d  he,  "^  the  viper! — ^my  bro- 
ther has  a  viper  in  his  hand !"  He  then,  like  one  frantic,  made  an  dSTort  to  snatch 
the  creature  awav  from  me.  The  viper  now  hissed  amain,  and  raised  its  head,  in 
whi(^  were  eyes  like  hot  coals,  menacing,  not  myself,  but  my  brother.  I  dropped 
my  captive,  for  I  saw  my  mother  running  towards  me;  and  the  reptile,  after 
standing  for  a  moment  nearly  erect,  and  still  hissing  furiously,  made  off,  and  dis- 
appear^. The  whole  scene  if  now  before  me,  as  vividly  as  if  it  occurred  yester- 
day— the  gorgeous  viper,  my  poor  dear  frantic  brother,  my  agitated  parent,  and  a 
frightened  hen  clucking  under  the  bushes — and  yet  I  was  not  three  years  old. 

It  is  my  firm  belief  that  certain  individuals  possess  an  inherent  power,  or  &5- 
cination,  over  certain  creatures,  otherwise  I  should  be  unable  to  account  for  many 
feats  which  I  have  witnessed,  and,  indeed,  borne  a  share  in,  connected  with  the 
taming  of  bmtes  and  reptiles.  I  have  known  a  savage  and  vicious  mare,  whose 
stall  it  was  dangerous  to  approach,  even  when  bearing  provender,  welcome,  never- 
theless, with  every  appearance  of  pleasure,  an  uncouth,  wiry-headed  man,  with  a 
frightfully  seamed  face,  and  an  iron  hook  supplying  the  place  of  his  right  hand, 
one  whom  the  animal  had  never  seen  bdbre,  playfully  bite  his  hair,  and  cover  his 
face  with  gentle  and  endearing  kisses:  and  I  have  already  stated  how  a  viper 
would  permit,  without  resentment,  one  child  to  take  it  up  in  his  hand,  whilst  it 
showed  its  dislike  to  tiie  approach  of  another  by  the  fiercest  hissings.  Philosophy 
can  explain  many  strange  things,  but  there  are  some  which  are  a  £ur  pitch  above 
her,  and  this  is  one. 

From  Canterbury,  where  Laveng^  was  nearly  robbed  of  all  his  great 
purposes  of  existence  by  a  rash  indulgence  in  poisonous  wild  berries,  the 
troops  moved  to  Hythe,  where  the  sight  of  an  enormous  skull,  reputed  to 
have  belonged  to  one  of  the  giant  Northmen  of  old,  first  awakened  in  him 
a  love  of  the  ancient  chronicles  of  the  north.  The  happy  days  of  stroll- 
ing about  and  pla3ring  at  soldiers  was  brought  to  a  close  for  a  time,  by 

his  father  being  sent  to  D ^  the  place  of  the  autobiographei^s  birth, 

on  the  recruiting  service.  Lavengro  was  now  aix  years  old,  and  the 
perusal  of  Robinson  Crusoe  produced  a  world  of  sensations  and  ideas  to 
which  he  had  hitherto  been  a  stranger ;  and,  in  fact,  '*  thawed  the  ice 
which  had  hitherto  bound  the  mind  of  the  child  with  its  benumbing 
power." 

At  N<»maB  Cross,  whither  his  father  was  next  sent  to  guard  the 
French  prisoners,  Lavengro  stumbled  upon  a  manufacturer  of  snake  un- 
guents, who  professed  to  have  actually  seen  the  king  of  vipers,  and  who, 
in  return  for  the  boy's  sympathy  for  his  pursuits,  gave  him  a  tame  rep- 
tile, which  he  was,  tor  a  long  time  afterwards,  in  the  habit  of  carrying 
abroad  with  him  in  his  walks.  It  was  at  Norman  Cross  that  Lavengro 
formed  his  first  acquaintanceship  with  gipsies ;  and  as  Mr.  Borrow  has 
recorded  in  his  work  called  '*  The  Zincali "  that  his  acquaintance  with 
the  gipsy  race  dated  from  a  very  early  period  of  his  life,  we  have^  in  this 
first  meeting,  a  circumstance  of  considerable  interest  in  itself,  and  also  a 
further  due  to  the  identity  of  Borrow  and  Lavengro.  The  accoimt 
given  of  this  meeting  teems  with  all  the  peculiarities  of  the  author  of  the 
work  just  noticed,  and  the  equally  strange  record  of  "  An  Attempt  to 
circulate  the  Scriptures  in  the  reninsula."  There  was  a  hostile  recep- 
tion, not  only  allayed  at  once  by  the  quick  intelligence  of  the  youth,  but 
the  angr^  feelings  of  the  tribe  were  converted  into  superstitious  wonder, 
by  the  tunely  exhibition  of  the  snake ;  or,  as  Lavengro  deaignatee  it, 
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^'his  father,  which  lay  concealed  in  his  tepid  hreast,  ready  to  be  caUed 
forth  to  help  him  with  his  forked  tongue."  It  was  among  these,  the 
first  of  his  gipsy  acquaintances,  that  the  lad  was  first  called  Sap-engro, 
or  snake- master — a  designation  after  changed  by  his  brother  Jasper 
Petulengro  —  a  brotherhood  also  mystically  cemented  upon  the  same 
occasion — to  that  of  Lavengro,  or  Wwd-master.  As  to  this  extraordinary 
story,  we  are  inclined  to  exclaim,  with  honest  Murtagh,  "  Faith,  Ghorsha, 
dear!  that  snake  bates  anything  about  Finn-ma-Coul,  or  Brian  Boroo.'* 
llie  first  meeting  of  the  brothers  is  recorded  as  having  taken  place 
through  the  medium  of  Jasper's  fisither.  The  interview  was  interrupted 
by  the  arrival  of  a  noted  malefactor,  of  whom  a  graphio  description  is 
given: 

*^  There,  Jasper!**  shake  hands  with  the  sap-engro." 

*<Can  he  box,  father?"  said  Jasper,  surveying  me  rather  contemptuoiuly.  '<I 
should  think  not,  he  looks  so  puny  and  small.** 

"Hold  your  peace,  fool!"  said  the  man;  *<he  can  do  more  than  that — ^I  tell 
you  he's  fly:  he  carries  a  sap  about,  which  would  sting  a  ninny  like  yon  to 
death." 

"  What,  a  sap-engro!"  said  the  boy  with  a  singular  whine,  and,  stooping  down, 
he  leered  curiously  in  my  &^  kindly,  however,  and  then  patted  me  on  the  head. 
"  A  sap-engro,"  he  ejaculated;  "  lor!" 

<<  Yes,  and  one  of  the  right  sort,"  said  the  man ;  '*  I  am  glad  we  have  met  with 
him,  he  is  going  to  list  with  us,  and  be  our  clergyman  and  God  Almighty,  a*n*t  you, 
my  tawny?" 

^l  don't  know,"  said  I;  <<  I  must  see  what  my  father  wiU  say." 

''Tour  father;  bah!"  ....  but  here  he  stopped,  for  a  sound  was  heard  like 
the  rapid  galloping  of  a  horse,  not  loud  and  distinct  as  on  a  road,  but  dull  and 
heavy,  as  if  upon  a  grass  sward;  nearer  and  nearer  it  came,  and  the  man,  starting 
op,  rushed  out  of  the  tent,  and  looked  around  anxiously.  I  arose  fh>m  the  stool 
upon  which  I  had  been  seated,  and  just  at  that  moment,  amidst  a  crashing  of 
bou^  and  sticks,  a  man  on  horseback  bounded  over  the  hedge  into  the  lane,  at  a 
few  yards'  distance  from  where  we  were:  ftom  the  impetus  of  the  leap  the  horse 
was  nearly  down  on  his  knees;  the  rider,  however,  by  dint  of  vigorous  handling  of 
the  reins,  prevented  him  from  falling,  and  then  rode  up  to  the  tent.  **  Tis  Nat," 
said  the  man ;  «  what  brings  him  here?"  The  new  comer  was  a  stout  burly  iel- 
low,  about  the  middle  age;  he  had  a  savage,  determined  look,  and  his  face  was 
nearly  covered  over  with  caxtmndes;  be  wore  a  broad  slouching  hat,  and  was 
dressed  in  a  grey  coat,  cut  in  a  fbrinon  which  I  afterwards  learnt  to  be  the 
genuine  Newmarket  cut,  the  skirts  bdng  exoeadinidy  short;  his  waistcoat  was  of 
red  plash,  and  he  wore  broad  corduroy  breeches  and  while  top-boots.  The  steed 
which  carried  him  was  of  iron-grey,  spirited  and  powerftil,  tat  oofered  with 
sweat  and  foam.  The  fellow  glanced  fiercely  and  suspiciously  around,  and  aaid 
something  to  the  man  of  the  tent  in  a  harsh  and  rapid  voice.  A  short  and  hurried 
conversation  ensued  in  the  strange  tongue.  I  could  not  take  my  eyes  off  this  new 
comer.  Oh,  that  half-jockey,  half-bndser  countenance,  I  never  forgot  it!  Mcfre 
than  fifteen  years  afterwards  I  found  myself  amidst  a  crowd  before  Newgate;  a 
gallows  was  erected,  and  beneath  it  stood  a  criminal,  a  notorious  malefactor.  I 
xecognised  him  at  once ;  the  horseman  of  the  lane  is  now  beneath  the  fatal  tree, 
but  nothing  altered;  still  tibe  same  man;  jerking  his  head  to  the  right  and  left 
with  the  same  fierce  and  under-glance,  just  as  if  the  afE^  of  this  world  had  the 
same  kind  of  interest  to  the  last;  grey  coat  of  Newmarket  cut,  plush  waistcoat, 
coiduroys,  and  boots,  nothing  altered;  but  the  head,  alas!  is  bare,  and  so  is  the 


A  few  years  more,  and  the  scene  changes  to  Edinhur^  Castle,  which 
Lavengro  seems  to  fancy  has  never  yet  heen  described.  Here  he 
learnt  to  dimb  crags,  and  took  part  in  the  fiffhts  between  the  boys  of 
the  Old  and  New  Towns,  at  that  time  carried  on  in  the  *'  Nor  Loch.^ 
From  Edinburgh  the  quarters  were  moved  to  TipperaiT>  which  became 
the  scene  of  several  wild  and  well-narrated  incidents.    Among  these,  the 
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rencontre  of  Lavengro  and  Big  Bagg  with  the  Irish  outlaw — the  first 
ride,  and  that,  too,  without  a  saddle — and  the  shihholeth  for  taming  a 
horse — ^are  the  most  striking.     Here  is  Bagg's  rencontre : 

'*Bagg  says  it  waA  the  most  sudden  thing  in  the  world.  He  was  moTing  along, 
making  the  best  of  his  way,  thinking  of  nothing  at  all  save  a  public-house  at 
Swauton  Morley,  which  he  intends  to  take  when  he  gets  home,  and  the  regiment 
is  disbanded — though  I  hope  that  will  not  be  for  sometime  yet:  he  had  just 
leaped  a  turf-hole,  and  was  moving  on,  when,  at  the  distance  of  about  six  yards 
before  him,  he  saw  a  fellow  coming  straight  towards  him.  Bagg  says  that  he 
stopped  short,  as  suddenly  as  if  he  had  heard  the  word  *  halt,'  when  marching  at 
double  quick  time.  It  was  quite  a  surprise,  he  says,  and  he  can't  imagine  how 
the  fellow  was  so  dose  upon  him  before  he  was  aware.  He  was  an  immense  tall 
fellow — Bagg  thinks  at  least  two  inches  taller  than  himself— very  well  dressed  in 
a  blue  coat  and  buff  breeches,  for  all  the  world  like  a  squire  when  going  out 
hunting.  Bagg,  however,  saw  at  once  that  he  had  a  roguish  air,  and  he  was  on 
his  guard  in  a  moment.  *  Good  evening  to  ye,  sodger,'  says  the  fellow,  stepping 
close  up  to  Bagg,  and  staring  him  in  the  face.  *  Good  evening  to  you  sir!  I  hope 
you  are  well/ says  Bagg.  *Yon  are  looking  after  some  one?'  says  the  feUow. 
*  Just  so,  sir/  says  Bagg,  and  forthwith  seized  him  by  the  collar;  the  roan  laughed. 
Bagg  says  it  was  such  a  strange  awkward  laugh.  '  Do  you  know  whom  you  have 
got  hold  of,  sodger  V  said  he.  *•  I  believe  I  do,  sir/  said  Bagg, '  and  in  that  belief 
will  hold  you  fast  in  the  name  of  King  George  and  the  quarter  sessions.'  The 
next  moment  he  was  sprawling  with  his  heels  in  the  air.  Bagg  says  there  was 
nothing  remarkable  in  that;  he  was  only  flung  by  a  kind  of  wrestling  trick, 
which  he  could  easily  have  baffled,  had  he  been  aware  of  it.  '  You  will  not  do 
that  again,  sir,'  said  he,  as  he  got  up  and  put  himself  on  his  guard.  The  fellow 
laughed  again  more  strangely  and  awkwardly  than  before;  then,  bending  his 
body,  and  moving  his  head  firom  one  side  to  the  other  as  a  cat  does  before  she 
springs,  and  crying  out, '  Here's  for  ye,  sodger  I'  he  made  a  dart  at  Bagg,  rushing 
in  with  his  head  foremost  '  That  will  do,  sir,'  says  Bagg,  and  drawing  himself 
back,  he  put  in  a  left-handed  blow  with  all  the  force  of  his  body  and  arm,  just 
over  the  fellow's  right  eye — Bagg  is  a  left-handed  hitter,  you  must  know — and  it 
was  a  blow  of  that  kind  which  won  him  his  famous  battle  at  Edinburgh  with  the 
big  Highland  sergeant.  Bagg  says  that  he  was  quite  satisfied  with  the  blow, 
more  especially  when  he  saw  the  fellow  reel,  fling  out  his  arms,  and  fall  to  the 
ground.  '  And  now,  sir,'  said  he, '  Pll  make  bold  to  hand  you  over  to  the  quarter 
sessions,  and,  if  there  is  a  hundred  pounds  for  taking  you,  who  has  more  right  to 
it  than  myself  ?'  So  he  went  forward,  but  ere  he  coidd  lay  hold  of  his  man  the 
other  was  again  on  his  legs,  and  was  prepared  to  renew  the  combat  Thej  grappled 
each  other — Bagg  says  he  had  not  much  fear  of  the  result,  as  he  now  felt  himself 
the  best  man,  the  other  seeming  half  stunned  with  the  blow — ^but  just  then  there 
came  on  a  blast,  a  horrible  roaring  wind  bearing  night  upon  its  wings,  snow,  and 
sleet,  and  hail.  Bagg  says  he  had  the  fellow  by  the  throat  quite  fast,  as  he 
thought,  but  suddenly  he  became  bewildered,  and  knew  not  where  he  was;  and 
the  man  seemed  to  melt  away  from  his  grasp,  and  the  wind  howled  more  and 
more,  and  the  night  poured  down  darker  and  darker;  the  snow  and  the  sleet 
thicker  and  more  blinding.    '  Lord  have  mercy  upon  us  I'  said  Bagg." 

From  Tipperary  the  change  is  just  as  sudden  to  Norwich.  Lavengro 
had  at  this  time  learnt  Rommany  from  the  gipsies,  Scotch  in  Scotland, 
Irish — genuine  old  Irish — in  Ireland;  at  Norwich  he  set  to  work  to 
master  French  and  Italian ;  when  apprenticed  to  a  solicitor,  he  studied 
Welsh ;  the  accidental  discoyery  of  a  hook  in  a  mariner's  cottage  set 
him  to  work  at  Danish ;  and  to  almost  similar  accidental  circumstances 
he  was  indebted  for  a  smattering  of  Hebrew,  Armenian,  and  Arabic 
His  education,  he  modestly  tells  us,  is  in  the  present  day  perfect !  No 
doubt  Mr.  Borrow  might  appeal  with  some  pride,  as  a  philologist,  to  his 
Tocabulary  of  the  Zincali  laiiguage. 

Lavengro  being  at  a  horse-£ur  in  Norwich,  was  made  aware  of  his 
brother  «iasper's  presence  in  a  mystical  manner.     He  had  a  consciousness 
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that  he  was  the  object  of  some  person's  obsenration— that  two  eyes  were 
fitftened  upon  him,  and  followed  him,  bat  he  could  not  see  them,  till 
Jasper  declared  himself  bj  cracking  a  whip  with  the  report  of  a  pocket- 
pistol. 

Jasper  had  become  a  Rommany  Krai,  or  Chal,  as  it  is  differently  writ- 
ten by  Borrow  (Krai  being  still  used  to  express  king,  but  king  in  a  dis- 
respectful sense  among  the  Turks,  a  fact  that  Mr.  Borrow  has  oyerlooked), 
and  the  gipsy  king  and  Lavengro  had  many  long  and  pleasant  conversa- 
tions. These  instructive  interviews  appear  to  have  been  put  a  stop  to  for 
a  time  by  the  study  of  the  law,  adopted  as  a  profession,  and  mixed  up 
with  that  of  the  Welsh  language;  but  after  a  time,  the  duties  of  the  pro- 
fession and  philological  studies  became  alike  distasteful,  and  Lavengro 
repaired  with  his  gipsy  brother  to  a  pugilistic  combat,  a  trial  of  pluck  and 
strong^  which,  before  the  practices  of  the  ring  became  corrupt,  Lavengro 
highly  eulogises  as  a  bold,  manly,  national  practice. 

The  father  does  not  appear  to  have  looked  with  the  same  partial  eye 
upon  this  progress  of  the  boy  in  the  study  of  law  mixed  up  with  that  of 
languages — shooting  and  fisning,  with  visits  to  g^psy  tents  and  prize- 
fights. He  once  candidly  rated  our  hero  for  never  speaking  of  what  he 
was  about,  his  hopes,  or  his  proiects,  but,  instead  of  that,  covering  himself 
with  mystery — a  practice  which  he  will  probably  follow  to  the  kst,  for, 
with  strange,  we  cannot  but  presume  assumed,  inconsistency  in  one  so 
generally  tiioughtful  and  pious,  when  his  fstther  said  to  him  on  his  death- 
bed, 

"  Is  there  anythiog,  boy,  that  you  would  wish  to  ask  me  ?  Now  is  the  time.^ 

He  answered.  *'  Yes,  father ;  there  is  one  about  whom  I  would  fSiin  question 
you." 

•'Who  is  it?  ShaU  I  teU  you  about  EUiot  ?" 

'<  No,  fiither ;  not  about  Elliot ;  but  pray  don't  be  angry ;  I  should  like  to  know 
something  about  Big  Ben." 

The  Bother  departed,  however,  to  the  world  of  spirits,  and  that  of  livinff 
struggles  lay  before  Lavengro,  who  repaired  to  the  "  Great  City,"  with 
an  introduction  to  a  publisher,  and,  for  stock  in  trade^  a  volume  of  ancient 
songs  of  Denmark;  another  of  the  songs  of  Ab  Gwilym,  the  Welsh  bard; 
and  a  romance  in  the  German  style ;  but  the  publisher,  who  is  described 
as  one  of  the  most  capricious  and  despotic  of  his  race,  preferred  to 
set  our  young  aspirant  to  work  upon  a  compilation  of  Newgate  trials, 
and  a  translation  into  German  of  a  phUosopmcal  work,  written  by  the 
publisher  himself. 

The  connexion  lasted  for  some  time,  but  not  sufficiently  so  to  affect 
materially  the  erratic  propensities  of  the  rising  constellation  in  literature. 
The  "  rage  for  interference,"  as  Lavengro  styles  it,  with  those  under  his 
control,  disgusted  the  young  author  with  his  tasks ;  he  ti'ansferred  his 
allegiance  to  "  Glorious  John,"  and  having  got  paid  for  the  "  Trials," 
and  soundly  rated  for  the  German  mis-translation,  the  connexion  ceased. 

During  this  first  sojourn  in  London,  Laveifgro  formed  a  number  of 
acqu^ntances  of  doubtful  character.  One  of  his  favourite  resorts 
was  an  apple-stall,  on  London-bridge.  The  proprietor,  an  old  woman, 
boasted  of  the  possession  of  a  copy  of  De  Foe,  witii  which  several  sub- 
sequent adventures  are  associated.  He  also  firequented  gambHng-houses 
and  dog-fights,  and  gives  us  a  good  sketch  of  F^ank  Ardry  and  hb  lady 
friend. 
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The  connexion  with  the  old  apple-woman  is  relieyed  by  a'  yerj 
effective  scene,  written  in  the  style  of  Sterne,  of  an  accidental  rencontre 
with  her  son,  a  returned  convict  As  Lavengro  becoming  an  itinerant 
tinker  caps  all  previous  habits  of  a  doubtful,  or,  in  some  eyes,  disrepu- 
table character,  we  may  as  well  take  the  opportunity  of  remarking  here, 
apropos  of  his  strange  acquuntances  picked  up  in  London,  that  senti* 
ment,  philology,  philosophy,  and  religion,  are  so  strangely  blended  with 
social  aegradation  in  this  remarkable  autobiography,  tbat  the  impression 
given  at  least  to  ourselves  is,  that  the  author,  from  some  perverse  idio- 
syncracy,  purposely  vilifies  himself  and  his  characters,  to  vindicate  hu- 
manity and  the  higher  purposes  of  creation.  It  was  a  noble,  if  a  way- 
ward, course  to  follow ;  but  the  results  are  portrayed  with  the  greatest 
vigour.  There  is  something  of  the  spirit  of  Mephistophiles's  animus  in 
the  observation  of  the  adopted  brother  of  a  gipsy  and  future  tinker, 
that  "  it  will  never  do  for  an  author  to  be  considered  low."  Homer 
himself  has  never  yet  entirely  recovered  from  the  injury  he  received  by 
Lord  Chesterfield's  remark,  that "  the  speeches  of  his  heroes  were  frequently 
exceedingly  low."  Among  the  acquaintances  thus  accidentally  picked  up, 
was  also  an  Armenian,  whose  characteristic  pride  was  to  realise  two 
hundred  thousand  pounds,  which  golden  feat  accomplished,  he  took 
Lavengro's  advice,  and  started  to  resuscitate  the  empire  of  the  Haiks ! 
It  is  matter  of  surprise  that  we  should  never  chance  to  have  heard  of 
this  Armenian  Rothschild's  doin«i. 

Want — that  stem  teacher  of  many  a  wholesome  truth — not  only 
carried  Lavengro  back  to  the  company  of  Jasper,  but  also  to  a  first 
lesson  in  "  thimble-rig !"  Nobly,  however,  does  the  philosophic  philolo- 
^st '  vindicate  his  morality  as  superior  to  the  temptation !  He  may 
condescend  to  become  a  tinker,  but  he  will  not  be  bonneter  to  a  thimble- 
rigger  ;  so  he  in  the  mean  time  resolves  upon  one  more  literary  effort, 
no  less  than  to  write  the  ''  Life  and  Adventures  of  Joseph  Sell/'  the 
great  traveller,  for  which  he  obtains  twenty  pounds  from  a  publisher, 
who  advertises  in  his  window,  *^  in  fair  round  hand,  '  A  novel  or  tale  is 
much  wanted.' " 

With  this  sum  in  his  pocket  (one  having  been  kindly  offered,  but  mag- 
nanimously refused,  by  the  old  apple-woman),  Lavengro  sets  out  upon  his 
travels.  And  strangely  enough  he  proceeds  :  selecting  a  road  apparently 
merely  because  it  was  **  broad  and  excellent,"  and  veiy  indifferent  as  to 
whither  it  led,  nor  roused  to  a  consciousness  of  his  whereabouts,  till  he 
came  to  a  circle,  not  of  trees,  but  of  immense  upright  stones.  ^^  I  knew 
now  where  I  was,"  says  the  dreamy  wanderer,  *^  and,  laying  down  my 
stick  and  bundle,  and  taking  off  my  hat,  I  advanced  slowly,  and  cast 
myself — ^it  was  folly,  perhaps,  but  I  could  not  help  what  I  did — cast 
myself,  with  my  face  on  the  dewy  earth,  in  the  middle  of  the  portal  of 
giants,  beneath  the  transverse  stones.  The  spirit  of  Stonehenge  was 
strong  upon  me !"  Lavengro  had,  in  fact,  travelled  from  London  to 
Stonehenge  without  the  knowledge  of  an  intermediate  stage.  This  is 
part,  we  suppose,  of  *'  the  dream  of  study  and  adventure." 

After  interviews  with  a  shepherd  and  a  sailor — the  returned  convict 
son  of  her  of  the  apple-stall — and  a  jolly,  huge,  fiit  landlord,  acquaintance 
is  made  with  a  certain  literary  baronet,  whose  portrait  presents  some  fea- 
tures with  which  the  public  are  already  more  or  less  intimate,  which  they 
probably  are  not  with  a  more  mysterious  practice  here  detailed  at  length, 
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of  perpetually  touching  objects  to  keep  off  the  evil  chance,  and  which  in 
this  instance  attained  its  climax,  by  making  the  baronet  clamber  to  the 
topmost  branch  of  a  stately  elm,  by  which  he  saved  the  life  of  a  beloved 
parent. 

It  was  shortly  after  leaving  this  aristocratic  mannon,  to  resume  his 
more  humble  peripatetic  wanderings,  that  Lavengro  stumbled  upon  a  dis* 
oonsolate  group,  consiatiDe  of  a  travelling  tinker,  who,  with  his  wife  and 
&mily,  had  been  driven  by  Black  Jack,  the  Flaming  Tinman,  and  his 
equally  pugnacious  spouse,  Grey  Moll,  out  of  their  rural  beat.  Striking 
a  bargam  with  the  tinker,  for  the  sum  of  five  pounds  ten  shillings 
Lavengro  purchased  his  whole  stock  in  trade,  cart  and  pony,  and  having 
laid  in  sundry  provisions,  and  robed  himself  in  a  waggoner's  frock,  he 
enters  upon  the  gipsy  part  of  his  career.  Housekeeping  beneath  an 
ash-tree,  amidst  a  maze  of  bushes  of  various  kinds,  but  principally  hazel 
and  holly,  is  pleasant  at  first,  well  in  keeping  with  the  newly-assumed 
character;  but  a  brief  period  of  gipsying  m  solitude  is  soon  interrupted 
by  a  gipsy  song,  chanted  by  a  girl  about  thirteen,  with  comely  features, 
a  dear  olive  complexion,  and  jet-black  hair  hanging  back  over  her 
shoulders.  Bather  scantily  attired,  with  arms  and  feet  bare,  she  wears 
round  her  neck,  however,  a  handsome  string  of  corals,  vrith  ornaments 
of  gold,  while  in  her  hand  she  holds  a  bulrush.  A  fairy  creature  thus 
introduced,  and  who  calls  Lavengro  ^^  brother,"  could  scarcely  be  sus- 
pected of  evil,  still  less  of  crime;  but,  alas !  the  pretty  gipsy  girl, 
prompted  by  an  old  enemy  of  Laven^o's,  Heme,  the  repulsive  mother- 
in-law  of  Jasper,  poisons  our  hero  in  the  coolest  manner  possible,  tossing 
the  cakes,  one  for  nerself  and  another  for  her  victim,  sing^g  all  the  while, 
and  only  for  a  moment  betraying  the  devil  within  her  when  Lavengro 
inadvertently  offers  a  bit  of  his  cake  to  the  maiden's  pet  dog. 

Lavengro,  however,  was  not  destined  to  die  &U8.  An '  itinerant 
preacher  and  a  saint-Hke  wife  come  to  his  aid,  and  the  odious  Heme  feels 
herself  that  she  has  no  power  over  the  fete  of  the  g^ted  one.  She  even 
tells  his  fortune,  in  relation  to  her  own. 

The  Pechod  Yysprydd  Glan,  the  sin  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  which  had 
weighed  so  heavily  against  the  Welsh  minister,  Peter  Williams,  is  as  in- 
distinctly and  unsatisfectorily  developed  as  is  the  weight  which  hung  upon 
Lavengro's  mind  as  a  boy  and  in  after-life ;  in  both  cases  very  different 
from  the  Evil  Spirit  (or  the  priest)  who  appeared  in  person  to  the  fenatic 
Peter;  and  both  are  among  the  most  obscure  psychological  phenomena  re- 
corded in  this  sing^ar  history. 

Lavengro  accompamed  his  new  friends  as  fer  as  to  the  borders  of 
Wales ;  but  as  translator  of  the  odes  of  the  great  Ah  Gwilym,  the  pride 
and  the  glory  of  the  country,  he  would  not  enter  it  in  his  present  guise  ; 
he  would  only  go  in,  he  says,  ^'  when  he  had  a  new  suit  of  superfine 
black,  with  hat  and  beaver,  motmted  on  a  powerful  steed,  black  and  glossy, 
like  that  which  bore  Crreduv  to  the  fight  of  Catrasth."  Petulengro's 
horse  b  drinking  of  the  waters  of  the  Bugone  of  England  and  Wales,  and 
Laveng^  turns  back  with  his  pal,  much  to  the  horror  of  the  godly  Peter 
Williams  and  his  wife  Winifred. 

Lavengro  now  learns  that  Mrs.  Heme  has  so  fer  accomplished  a  part 
of  her  dukkerin,  as  to  have  hanged  herself,  and  Jasper  politely  intimates 
to  him  that  he  cannot  go  up  and  down  the  country  with  a  pal  who  was 
the  cause  of  his  mother-in-law's  death,  without  previous  satisfaction;  so, 
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selectine  a  quiet,  shady  spot,  Layengro  and  Petluengro  inflicted  as  much 
mischief  as  they  could  upon  one  another  for  half  an  hour,  and  this  heine 
accomplished,  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  gipsy  at  least,  peace  was  conclude^ 
with  an  offer  of  Jasper's  wife's  sister,  Ursula  by  name,  as  a  wife  to  the  new 
Rommany  chal.  Layengro,  howeyer,  had  resolution  enough  to  enable 
him  to  decline  the  tempting  offer,  and  he  withdrew  from  ue  sodety  of 
his  adopted  brother,  to  take  up  his  station  for  some  time  at  a  remote  and 
lonely  dingle,  known  to  the  fraternity  as  the  Chong  Gay.  It  was  a  deep 
hollow,  in  the  midst  of  a  wide  field ;  the  shelving  sides  were  overgrown 
with  trees  and  bushes,  a  belt  of  sallows  surrounded  it  on  the  top,  a  steep 
winding  path  led  down  into  the  depths,  practicable,  however,  for  a  light 
cart  like  his ;  at  the  bottom  was  an  open  space,  and  there  he  pitched 
his  tent,  and  put  up  his  forge — "  I  will  here  ply  the  trade  of  Kaulo- 
mescro;"  said  Layengro,  to  himself.  Laveng^  had  then  in  his  mind's 
eye  a  Rembrandt-like  picture  of  a  rural  forge  and  half-illumed  Sastra- 
mescro*s  face,  which  he  depicts  with  an  artistic  pen;  and  within  the  mind 
itself,  the  memory  of  the  well-known  story  of  Volnndr  or  Velint,  who 
lived  in  woods  and  thickets,  and  made  such  keen  swords,  that,  if  placed 
in  a  running  stream,  they  would  fairly  divide  an  object,  howeyer  slight^ 
if  borne  against  them  by  the  water. 

Layengro  was  not,  however,  destined  to  have  the  Chong  Gay  long  to 
himself.  Perhaps  it  was  as  well  it  was  so ;  for  he  had  not  been  there 
many  days  before  he  had  a  violent  fit  of  his  old  enemy,  *'  the  horrors." 
But  who  should  come  to  set  up  his  forge  also  in  the  dinsle  but  the 
^<  Flaming  Tinman,"  accompanied  by  his  wife,  Grey  Moll,  and  a  gigantic 
beauty,  fit  partner  for  a  Volundr,  yclept  Belle,  and  whom  Lavengro, 
struck  with  her  regal  face  and  figure,  likened  to  Ingeborg,  Queen  of 
]^orway,  who  had  twelye  brothers,  ''and  could  lick  them  all."  This 
formidable  fair  one,  after  administering  a  sound  blow  upon  Layengro's 
face,  in  return  for  his  mingled  wonder  and  admiration,  seconded  him  in 
a  stand-up  fight  against  the  Tinman. 

After  his  victory.  Belle  remained  to  share  the  lonely  dingle  with 
Lavengro!  Perilous  society  this;  but  Layengro  succeeded  in  warding 
off  the  dangers  of  loneliness,  proximity,  and  familiarity,  by  lessons  of 
the  Armenian ;  and  a  new  feature  was  imparted  to  the  Chong  Gay  by  the 
introduction  of  a  priest — the  Pbiest  with  whom  Layengro  fell  in  company 
at  a  neighbouring  alehouse,  kept  by  a  pugilistic,  gambling  bankrupt,  and 
would-be  Papist  Landlord,  and  whom  he  hsA  invited  to  the  dingle.  The 
shadow  of  this  priest  had  attended  Lavengro  in  all  his  trayeb.  He  it  was 
who  had  brought  discomfort  into  the  home  and  neighbourhood  of  the  lite- 
rary baronet ;  who  had  attempted  the  fiiith  of  the  Armenian ;  who  had  been 
mistaken,  by  the  simple-minded  Peter  Williams,  for  the  evil  one ;  but 
he  had  not  yet  come  personally  in  contact  with  Laveng^.  The  priett 
is  evidently  the  spirit  of  Popor}%  as  it  now  exists  in  England,  evoked  in 
order  either  to  confront  it  or  to  exorcise  it. 
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CLARISSE  DE  MAULEVRIER. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OP   "  SEVBN  TEAKS  IN  THE  WEDDED  LIFE  OF  A  ROMAN 

CATHOLIC." 

I. 

The  duds  were  leaving  the  chapel  afi;er  Salut,  filing  out  two  by 
two  in  a  stream,  hehind  them  came  the  novices^  and  then  the  boarders, 
the  lady  ahbess,  holding  her  beads  in  her  hand,  as  they  fell  in  a  double 
string  from  her  wabt,  bringing  up  the  rear.  Close  hy,  and  conversing 
with  the  superioress,  walked  a  young  and  pale  woman — the  remains  of 
heauty,  however,  were  discernible  through  her  nun's  habiliments. 

The  long,  line  dispersed  in  various  directions.  The  boarders,  under  the 
care  of  some  of  the  sisters,  were  conducted  to  the  scholastic  apartments, 
the  novices  sought  their  cells,  a  few  of  the  nuns  returned  to  the  chapel 
to  pray,  and  several  made  their  way  to  the  convent  garden,  there  to 
wander  until  the  shades  of  evening  should  be  deeper,  and  the  grey  walls 
of  the  old  nunnery,  which  surrounded  them  on  every  side,  shutting  them 
out  for  ever  from  the  world  into  which  they  had  been  sent  to  perform  a 
very  different  part,  were  shining  in  the  light  of  the  rising  moon.  The 
superioress  and  the  nun  before  mentioned  alone  remained. 

''  It  may  be  that  she  is  not  well,  my  daughter,"  was  the  concluding 
observation  of  the  former,  as  they  were  about  to  separate,  ''  otherwise 
absence  on  this  night  were  scarcely  accountable." 

"  Excitement,  madam,  had  always  a  great  effect  upon  her,  as  you 
know." 

*'True,  my  daughter.  When  I  held  a  less  exalted  position  in  our 
society,  and  sne  occasionally  fell  under  my  tuition,  I  have  wished  her  tem- 
perament could  be  subdued,  into  a  calmer  one.'* 

'^  And  I  think,  madam,  it  has  been." 

''  Years  have  done  much ;  she  was  then  but  a  child.  Go  you  to  her, 
my  daughter,  and  bear  her  my  inquiries  and  best  wishes." 

The  younger  nun  curtseyed  slightly,  and  moved  away  with  a  stately 
step.  Why  do  you  look  after  her,  reader?  do  you  think  you  have  seen 
her  before  i  that  it  is  a  form  which  you  ought  to  recognise  ?  Ay,  you 
are  right.  Ghastly  and  wo-begone  as  her  face  has  become  with  watch- 
ings  and  prayer,  and,  disfiguring  as  are  her  religious  vestments,  it  is  still 
Marie  de  St.  Leger.  But  a  little  while,  scarcely  more  than  a  twelve- 
month, has  elapsed  since  that  dreadful  catastrophe  in  the  cathedral  church 
of  Grenoble,  yet  she  has  been  for  some  months  a  nun.  Her  own  earnest 
entreaties,  and  the  interest  used  by  Father  Leance,  shortened  in  her  case 
the  ordinary  term  of  probation.  And  the  morrow's  sun  was  to  witness 
the  profession  of  another — one  more  fitted  for  the  world  than  she  was, 
more  young,  more  beautiful,  even  her  sister,  Clarisse  de  Maulevrier. 

They  had  retired  to  the  convent  immediately  upon  the  breaking  up  of 
their  home,  which  Madame  de  St.  L^ger  had  caused  to  be  done  at  once* 
She  had  entered  then  upon  her  noviciate,  and  Clarisse — what  with  the 
combined  efforts  and  persuasions  of  the  nuns,  the  dreadfully  melancholy 
conversations  of  her  sister,  as  to  the  wretchedness  and  wickedness  to  be 
found  in  the  world,  and  the  wily  preachings  of  Father  Leance —had  soon 
followed  her  example.  Remember,  that  in  that  secluded  convent  there 
was  no  human  being  who  whispered  to  her  of  a  different  course;  all 
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things  around,  whether  animate  or  inanimate,  contributed  to  urge  her 
onwards. 

Passing  along  cloisters,  dark  passages,  staircases,  and  other  tumin^n 
and  winiUngs,  which  few  can  picture  to  themselves,  unless  they  are  fanu*> 
liar  with  a  foreign  nunnery,  Madame  de  St.  Leger,  or,  to  call  her  by  the 
name  assumed  at  her  profession,  Sister  Madeleine,  gained  the  upper  part 
of  the  building,  finally  approaching  a  corridor  of  great  length,  and  per- 
fectly dark  From  a  niche  in  the  wall  she  took  a  lighted  lantern,  one  of 
several,  and  advanced  with  it  in  her  hand.  Innumerable  doors  were 
ranged  on  either  side,  opening  to  the  cells  of  the  nuns ;  standing  aganut 
one  or  two  of  them  were  the  noiseless  shoes,  or,  it  may  be  better  to  call 
them,  sandals  of  a  priest,  giving  token  that  their  reverend  owner  was  in- 
side, and  at  such  moments — sacred,  as  the  nuns  call  them,  whatever  they 
may  think — ^no  third  party  ventures  to  approach  the  celL  Towards  toe 
end  of  the  passage,  dovm  which  her  steps  had  glided  without  noise,  Ma- 
dame de  St.  Leger  raised  the  lantern,  throwing  its  light  full  upon  llie 
number  of  the  door  she  stopped  at,  and  then  sbe  saw  she  was  too  far,  and 
had  to  trace  her  steps  back  to  one  she  had  passed.  Glancing  down  to 
make  sure  ihe  inmate  of  the  cell  was  not  with  her  confessor,  she  knodced 
gently.  No  one  can  enter  these  cells  &om  without.  The  doors  are 
opened  by  means  oi  keys  only — as,  indeed,  is  greatly  the  custom  in  private 
houses  all  over  France.  Tliere  were  two  keys  to  each  cell;  the  occunant 
possessing  one,  which  they  sometimes  carry  to  their  girdle,  and  the  lady 
abbess  the  other.  The  latter,  however,  is  never  taken  from  its  receptacle, 
or  used,  save  some  extraordinary  occasion  calls  for  it. 

Clarisse  de  Maulevrier  opened  it — not  changed,  not  a  bit  changed, 
since  the  day  you  last  saw  her  at  the  house  of  her  ill-fated  brother-in- 
law.  The  little  latticed  window,  high  up  and  deep  in  the  wall,  was  open, 
and  it  woidd  seem  that  she  had  been  mounted  on  the  small  bare  table 
underneath  it,  and  had  stood  there  looking  round  at  the  expanse  of  sky, 
with  her  forehead  pressed  against  the  iron  bars.  Madame  de  St.  Leger 
went  in  and  closed  the  door,  leaving  the  lantern  outside. 

"  Clarisse,  why  were  you  not  at  Salut  ?" 

"  Sister  Charlotte  haa  come  in,  and  we  were  trying  on  my  dress.  She 
was  bending  in  the  wreath  for  me,  for  it  was  too  large,  when  the  beUs  rang 
out     I  made  what  haste  I  could  to  get  the  things  off,  but  not  in  time." 

Lying  lightly  across  the  bed  was  an  elegant  white  dress  of  em- 
broidered mushn,  and  a  wreath  of  white  roses,  towards  which  Clarisse 
glanced  as  she  spoke. 

**  Sister  Charlotte  is  reprehensively  giddy — more  so  than  any  of  the 
lay  sisters,"  frowned  Madame  de  St.  L^ger.  "  You  will  do  well,  Cla- 
risse, to  have  no  future  intimacy  with  her.  And  I  could  have  wished 
that  your  absence  from  the  holy  services  of  our  church  had  been  caused 
by  a  less  unworthy  motive." 

*'  It  does  look  so  well !"  exclaimed  Clarisse,  in  a  more  elated  tone 
of  voice  than  the  religious  inmates  of  a  convent  usually  permit  themselves 
to  display.  "  Sbter  Charlotte  borrowed  a  little  piece  of  glass  from  some 
of  the  boarders  ;  and  she  let  down  my  hair  as  I  shall  wear  it  to-morrow, 
and  the  effect  of  the  wreath " 

"  You  are  forgetting  yourself,"  interrupted  her  sister,  in  a  tone  which 
served  to  recal  the  scattered  thoughts  of  Clarisse  to  her  position.  '^  What 
have  gewgaws  and  vanity  to  do  with  the  thoughts  of  one  henceforth 
devoted,  bodily  and  spiritually,  to  God  7* 


Ciarisie  4e  liavkorier.  SOI 

'  ^<  True,  trae,"  msmuued  Gaisse;  '^  I  fear  I  have  beea  dwelliiig  troon 
ihe  worldly  portion  of  to-morrow's  ceremony  more  than  befits  me.  But 
I '  trust  thai  when  I  hare  onoe  taken  the  vows,  even  you,  Marie,  will  not 
find  au^t  to  oomf^ain  of." 

*'  Not '  Marie,' "  said  Madame  de  St  L^ger,  in  a  milder  tone.  ^'  I 
have  had  seveial  times  to  remind  you  of  this.  It  is  a  sin  to  retain  aught 
of  our  worldly  associations." 

''  Indeed  I  have  endeavoured  to  fiuget  all  sucfay  and  will  do  so." 

^Prayer  and  £uting,'^  murmured  Madame  de  St.  L^ger,  ''will 
enable  us  to  overoome  aU  things.  Bemain  on  your  knees  this  nighty  my 
sister.     May  the  Holy  Virgin  aid  you!" 

'^  Good  m^t,  Sister  Madeleine."  And  Cltfisse,  as  the  door  of  the 
eell  elosed,  leil  upon  her  knees. 

n. 

The  sun  was  shining  gloriously  on  the  beautiful  Dq^artmeut  of  the 
Is^re — the  morning  sun,  which  wanted  more  than  an  hour  to  its  mid-day 
heat;  the  bells  of  the  convent  were  ringing  out»  priests  were  to  be 
seen  in  their  showy  vestments,  and  crowds  of  the  invited  were  pouring 
into  the  convent  chwel  that  they  might  witness  Clarissa  de  Maulevriei^f 
renouncement  of  eartn. 

The  gorgeous  robes  of  many  priests  glittered  before  the  ahar ;  the 
choristers  had  taken  their  accustomed  places;  the  incense-bearers  were  in 
readiness,  when  the  hymn  to  the  Virein,  "  O  Gloriosa,"  rose  sweetly  upon 
the  ear,  ^ving  token  of  the  approack  of  the  lady  abbess  and  her  train. 
It  wouki  have  been  a  singular  eight  to  those  who  are  not  accustomed  to 
witness  such.  The  ri^d,  and,  in  many  instances^  ghastly  faces  oi  thosa 
professed  women,  who,  each  bearing  a  lighted  toper,  wheeled  off  noise- 
lessly into  thdr  places,  their  remarkable  habit  presenting  no  features  by 
which  one  form  was  distingiushable  frcMn  another;  and  now,  advancing 
isom.  the  midst  of  them,  and  prostrating  herself  before  the  altar,  came  a 
being  who  seemed  as  if  to  serve  for  a  very  contrast.  Her  white  robes 
hung  in  graceful  folds  around  her,  mingling  with  the  colours  of  many 
jewels;  her  soft  brown  hair,  eonfined  by  its  white  chaplet,  fell  in  curb 
upon  her  neck,  shading  her  flashed  and  lovely  countenance,  and,  had  it 
not  beea  for  the  lighted  waxen  taper  in  her  right  hand,  you  might  have 
thought  she  was  kneeling  there  for  her  bridal 

After  some  preliminary  f<»rnis,  the  diief  of  the  priests  present^  TEv^que 

de  S ,  turned  to  her,  and  spd^e^  whilst  every  voice  was  hushed,  aiod 

every  ear  listened. 

«<  My  ddld,  what  would  you — what  is  it  that  you  ask  ?" 

"  The  holy  vestment  of  religion,"  Claiisse  replied,  bending  lower  her 
graceful  head,  ''and  may  God  be  mindful  unto  me!" 

<'  Do  you  demand  this  of  your  own  free  will?" 

"  Most  high  and  reverend  father,  I  do." 

The  bishop  looked  at  the  abbess,  who  stood  at  a  little  distance.  ^'  Have 
you  questioned  this  child,  holy  mother?  and  is  she  fitted  for  this  sacred 
ceremony?" 

«  She  is,  my  lord." 

He  turned  again  to  Clarisse,  his  rich  vestments  rustling  with  the  move* 
ment.  "  Know  you,  my  child,  that  this  course  you  ask  to  pursue,  the 
service  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  must  be  steadily  followed  to  the  end  of 
your  life ;  and  do  you  kneel  h«re  with  a  finn  intention  to  do  so  in  the 
fear  of  God,  and  rdying  on  His  love  to  help  your  strength  ?" 
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"  It  is  on  Him  that  I  rely  for  aid,  and,  trusting  to  His  mercy,  I  hope  for 
sufficient  strength." 

'^  That  which  God  has  begun  in  your  spirit  may  He  coDSummate !'' 
concluded  the  bishop,  risiDg  from  his  seat,  and  raising  his  hands  as  if  to 
g^ye  force  to  his  prayer. 

And  now  turn  away  for  a  few  minutes,  and  pause  ere  you  look  again. 

They  are  chanting  the  hymn ''Veni  Creator;^  and  who 

can  that  be  kneeling  before  the  altar,  in  the  place  recently  occupied  by 
that  light  and  fairy  form?  It  is  a  nun,  in  nowise  disting^hable  from 
those  crowding  g^ups  hidden  yonder  behind  the  ample  folds  of  the  dark 
curtain.  The  dress  of  flannel,  the  disfiguring  headpiece,  the  beads,  and 
tiie  cross  are  the  same;  yet  the  delicate  cheek  is  flushed  as  that  young 
girl's  was,  and  there  b  a  wonderful  similarity  in  the  outiine  of  the 
matures.  To  you,  who  still  think  the  world's  ties  worth  living  for,  the 
conviction  that  it  is,  indeed,  the  same  form,  Clarisse  de  Maulevrier's^ 
rushes  with  a  feeling  of  heart-sickness.     The  embroidered  dress,  the 

rkling  trinkets,  the  chaplet  of  roses,  and,  worse  than  all,  the  long 
ing  curls,  are  cast  aside  for  ever.  Look  at  the  ringlets  as  they  lie 
there,  to  be  swept  away  as  of  no  more  moment  than  the  dust  which  so 
many  feet  will  leave  upon  the  chapel  floor. 

Tne  bishop,  formal  and  stately,  approached  her  as  she  knelt,  his  deep 
voice  ringing  through  the  stillness  left  by  the  departed  sounds  of  the 
music. 

"  What  is  it  you  demand,  my  child?" 

''To  be  received  into  the  holy  profession,  my  lord;  earnestly  and 
humbly  do  I  implore  it.*' 

''  My  child,  do  you  c^jsem  yourself  thoroughly  acquainted  with  all  that 
appertains  to  these  religious  vows,  with  their  rules  and  obligations;  and  do 
you  feel  the  solemn  responsibilities  you  take  upon  yourself?" 

''  Most  high  and  reverend  father,  I  do,"  replied  Clarisse,  ''thanks  to 
the  grace  of  God." 

"  May  God  help  you  to  persevere  in  this  your  righteous  resolution," 
was  the  rejoinder  of  the  bishop,  "  and  may  He  vouchsafe  in  His  merci^l 
goodness  to  perfect  in  you  the  holy  work  he  has  begun !" 

The  deep,  narmonious  tones  of  the  priests  were  now  heard,  commencing 
the  solemn  mass.  Clarisse  scarcely  knew  that  it  was  concluded,  when 
one  of  the  priests  advanced  towards  her,  and  taking  from  her  the  lighted 
taper,  put  into  her  hand  the  act  of  profession.  She  glanced  up :  he  was 
a  tall,  fair  man,  with  a  pleasing  countenance,  younger  than  most  of  those 
present,  and  quite  a  stranger  to  her.  But  the  bishop  was  now  before  her, 
holding  the  sacred  Host,  which  she  fixed  her  eyes  upon  whilst  she  pro- 
nounced her  vow.  The  deed  was  next  signed,  the  sacrament  administered 
to  her,  and  the  bishop,  assuming  the  mitre  and  cope,  commenced  the 
autiphon,  "  Veni  Sancti,"  whilst  the  sacred  ring  was  placed  upon  her 
finger.  She  resumed  the  taper,  the  bishop  throwing  the  veil  over  her 
head  whilst  he  blessed  her :  sne  prostrated  herself  once  more  before  the 
altar,  as  they  sang  the  "  Te  Deum;"  the  bishop  sprinkled  her  with  holy 
water;  the  mcense  ascended  in  clouds,  filling  the  chapel  with  its  over- 
powerine  sweetness;  and,  at  the  conclusion  ot  the  "  Ecce  quam  bonum," 
chanted  Dy  the  choir,  Clarisse  de  Maulevrier  had  finally  entered  the  ser- 
vice of  God. 

Some  hours  had  passed  away.  All  signs  of  the  morning's  excitement 
were  over,  and  the  convent  was  wrapped  in  its  usual  gloomy  stillness* 
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More  gloomy  still  was  the  cell  that  contained  Clarisse.  She  sat  at  the 
foot  of  her  low  hed,  having  drawn  the  small  round  table  to  her  side,  that 
she  might  lean  her  elbow  upon  it  as  she  mused.  A  sad,  lonely  expres- 
sion was  upon  her  countenance.  Was  it  that  she  had  cUreadt/  oegun  to 
doubt  the  wisdom  of  the  life  she  had  chosen  ?  No,  no ;  not  yet.  She 
was  thinking  of  the  morning's  ceremony,  in  which  she  had  borne  so  con- 
spicuous a  part.  Sow  many  hundreds  does  the  idea  of  that  coming 
ceremony  cause  to  give  the  casting  vote  to  their  immuration  f  You 
cannot  root  out  human  passions  from  the  human  heart;  you  cannot 
separate  a  noyice,  or  even  a  nun,  £rom  human  vanity.  They  look  forward 
to  the  pomp  and  show  of  that  ceremony  as  more  favoured  ones  anticipate 
the  pomp  of  their  bridal.  The  white  and  flowing  garments,  never  to  be 
worn  save  that  once ;  the  array  of  jewels ;  the  ricn  curls  of  the  hair  then 
to  be  displayed,  and  for  ever  cast  aside ;  the  temporary  consequence  with 
which  they  are  invested ;  the  worldly  crowd  who  will  assemble,  with  their 
looks  and  gestures  of  admiration,  never  again  to  be  met  with ;  and,  last 
— ^but,  remember,  not  least — the  many  priests  who  will  take  part  in  the 
service ;  and  you,  who  are  unacquainted  with  the  workings  of  a  convent 
life,  little  know  in  how  super-eminent  a  degree  these  priests  are  regarded 
hy  its  inmates.  Can  it  be  otherwise  ?  No ;  for  it  is  their  only  lix:^  with 
the  secular  thoughts  and  passions  they  have  professed  to  renounce,  not 
subdued. 

They  look  forward  to  it  almost  as  to  a  bridal ;  and  Clarisse  had  knelt 
there  tnat  morning  with  thoughts  like  the  rest.  But  where  was  the  ana- 
logy now  ?  In  place  of  the  one  cherished  being,  by  whose  side  would 
have  been  uttered  vows  of  love,  and  from  whom  she  would  henceforth 
never  have  been  separated  by  night  or  by  day,  what  was  there  for  her? 
The  four  walls  of  her  dreary  cell,  the  incessant  string  of  prayers  ever  to 
be  repeated,  the  midnight  watchings  and  the  penance,  and  the  deepest 
solitude  for  her  girl's  heart. 

Most  of  the  nuns  had  paid  her  a  visit  in  the  course  of  the  afternoon, 
some  of  the  less  rigid  ones  bringing  her  little  pieces  of  gossip— such 
gossip  as  must  prevail  in  a  convent.  One  of  the  boarders  was  sick; 
another,  it  was  thought,  had  that  day  determined  to  enter  upon  her 
noviciate ;  a  novice  had  fainted  with  the  excitement  of  witnessing  the 
ceremony,  and  a  second  had  burst  into  tears.  One  of  the  confessors  to 
the  convent — Clarisse's  own — ^had  received  a  distant  appointment,  and 
was  about  to  leave.  Madame  de  St.  Linger  it  was  who  had  told  her  this, 
recommending  her,  at  the  same  time,  to  adopt  in  his  place  Father 
Leance. 

''  He  is  so  severe,  sister  Madeleine,"  answered  Clarisse,  in  a  hesitating 
tone. 

Sister  Madeleine  frowned. 

"  I  presume  no  longer  to  advise,"  was  her  cold  reply.  "  Your  respon- 
sibility now  rests  with  yourself." 

*'  May  the  Holy  Virgin  give  me  grace  to  use  it  as  I  ought !"  aspirated 
Clarisse. 

Madame  de  St.  L6ger  withdrew ;  but  Clarisse  was  again  interrupted 
by  a  knock  at  the  cell-door,  and  a  fair,  merry -looking  girl  of  nineteen — a 
yast  deal  too  merry  for  a  convent — appeared,  throwing  her  arms  roimd 
Clarisse,  and  embracing  her  affectionately. 

''I  hardly  dare  to  do  it,"  she  cried.  ''You  are  so  metamorphosed 
that  I  have  some  doubts  whether  it  is  in  reality  my  fiiend  Clarisse." 
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*' Metamorphosed  outwardlj,"  was  ihe  yomig  mm's  reply,  ^but  edl 
Qarisse  in  heart.'* 

^  Audi  always  Clarisse  to  me  here,"  added  Charlotte  de  Co^y. 
**  Elsewhere,  I  suppose  H  most  be  formal  Sister  Agnes  ?'* 

^  Dear  Charlotte,  you  must  be  steady  when  wi&  me  now.'' 

*^  And  talk  steadily,  too,  you  would  imply.  The  religious  dress  does 
not  become  yon  at  all.  You  look  twenty  years  older  than  yon  did  this 
InomiDg  in  those  bridal  robes." 

''  Years  are  nothing  to  me  now.  Old  or  young,  of  what  moment 
is  it?" 

**I  know  Fm  very  wicked,"  said  Charlotte,  seriously;  "theyteUme 
•o  every  day.  But  I  can't  see  any  more  harm  in  being  dressed  becom* 
ing^y — ^we  boarders,  I  mean — ^than  in  wearing  these  blessed  old  staff 
gowns.     Did  they  tell  you  I  burst  into  tears?" 

'^  No  ;  they  said  one  of  the  novices  did." 

^  And  I  too,  and  sobbed  aloud.  It  was  when  they  cut  off  your  beau- 
tiful curls.  Were  it  for  that  alone,  they  could  never  persoade  me  into 
becoming  a  nun." 

''  Charlotte,  these  worldly  thoughts  are  fit  for  neither  of  us." 

^  Let  me  talk;  you  will  not  have  me  long.  A  letter  arrived  from  my 
stepmother  this  morning,  intimating  that  as  I  declined  to  take  the  veu, 
I  might  prepare  to  return  home  at  the  end  of  the  present  year." 

^  The  time  may  come,"  answered  Sister  Agnes  (her  religious  appella- 
tion), **  when  you  will  regret  your  resolution.  Compare  the  snares  and 
vnhappiness  of  the  world  with  the  peaceful  Kfe  of  a  convent." 

"  reaoefiil  to  you,  Clarisse,  who  were  brought  up  here;  but  intoterably 
irksome  to  me,  who  never  saw  the  inside  of  one  till  my  seventeenth  year. 
My  dear  mamma  was  a  woman  of  the  world,  sister  though  she  was  to 
\aM  godliness  the  Archbi " 

*'  No  more  of  this,  Charlotte,  in  my  presence,  or  I  shall  be  compelled 
to  remind  you  that  I  am  no  longer,  even  to  you,  Clarisse  de  Maulevrier, 
but  Sister  Agnes,  and  professed." 

^^I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  the  younger  lady,  bowing  her  head,  and 
looking  up  as  if  she  thought  the  habit  of  Clarisse  had  indeed  changed 
ber. 

*^They  say  Father  Jean  is  about  to  leave  the  convent,"  resumed 
Ckrisse. 

^  Do  they,"  uttered  Charlotte,  all  her  serious  thoughts  scattered  to 
the  winds.  '*  I  hope  we  shall  have  that  handsome  priest  in  his  plaee. 
Did  you  remark    him,  Clarisse  ?     He   gave  you  the  deed  of  profes- 


sion." 


^'  I  thought  it  was  a  stranger  who  presented  the  deed,  but  I  assure  yon 
I  saw  nothmg  distinctly  this  morning." 

^  He  is  the  most  pleasant  looking  man,"  ran  on  Charlotte;  '^  the  very 
image  of  my  cousin  Jules.  And  many  a  sly  glance,  I  can  tell  you,  he 
cast  up  towards  our  places,  but  his  most  admiring  looks  he  kept  for  you ; 
you  may  see  that  he  has  an  eye  for  a  pretty  girl." 

Clarisse  started  from  the  chair  wha«  she  had  been  sitting.  ^  You 
(wmpel  me  to  request  you  to  withdraw.  Sister  Charlotte,  and  I  shall 
deliberate  whether  to  report  your  conversation  to  the  superioress.  You 
are  unlike  yourself  this  evening." 

*^  I  am  elated  with  the  good  news  my  letter  brought ;  but  you  won't 
report  me,  Clarisse^  sweetest  and  best,"  added  the  giddy  ^ffl,  as  she  stele 
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a  Ubb.  ^'  And  if  you  did,  the  old  abbess  would  not  be  too  seTCtr^  fioft 
you  know  she  reverently  adores  the  archbishop,  and  I,  as  his  niecey  ge| 
vaay  of  my  wild  ehalitezing^  winked  at.  I  am  sure  if  it  were  not  for 
me,  there  would  never  be  a  bit  of  life  g^ing  od  in  the  convent.  Will 
yon  forgive  me  r 

^  Wm  yon  speak  becomingly  ?" 

'^  I'll  never  say  another  woo^d  to  you  about  pretty  girls,  I  vow.  Nor  oC 
the  priests  either,  if  you  like;  though  I  should  have  deemed  them  a 
legitimate  theme,  for  the  nuns  are  always  talking  of  them.  Ah,  I  can 
see ;  this  convent  life,  for  the  professed  religieuses,  is  not  so  unexciting 
after  aM,  and  that  perhaps  you  will  find  oat,  Cladsse :  their  thoughts 
dwell  aa  much  upon  those  diaven  crowns  as  ours  do  upon  a  lover.  £ven 
the  ancient  abbess  herself  is  sweet  upon " 

''Good  evNiing  to  you,  Charlotte  de  Coigny,"  interrepted  the  nun, 
widi  a  severe  eo«intenanee»  "  The  next  visit  you  pay  me  must  be  at  my 
own  request." 

"  Dear  Sister  Chmase,  you  don't  mean  that !" 

'*  The  cells  of  the  sisterhood  are  sacred.  In  a  week's  time  from  this,  I 
win  send  for  you  ;  hut  if  you  offend  again,  as  you  have  offended  this 
•vcBing,  your  banishment  from  loine  will  be  perpetual." 

'^My  tongue  is  always  hring^ng  me  into  scrapes,"  rejoined  Charlotte, 
in  a  tone  between  laughing  and  crying,  as  she  unwillingly  prepared  to 
obey.  ^'  It  was  all  through  that  letter  to-day  I  I  must  tdl  you.  I  muM 
teU  you,  Clarisse,  before  I  go  into  a  week's  banishment.  I  know  you 
won  t  betray  me,  and  it  will  be  my  excuse :  there  was  a  liitie  note  fr^m 
Jules  smuggled  into  the  comer. ^^ 

Speaking  the  last  sentence  in  a  whisper,  Mademoiselle  de  Coigny  de- 
parted. Clarisse  rose  to  close  the  door  behind  her,  and  then  resumed 
her  place  upon  the  bed,  leaning  her  arm  again  upon  the  table,  as  it 
supported  her  head.  Various  thoughts  crowded  upon  her  mind  in  suc- 
cession. The  morning  ceremony,  with  its  parade  and  excitement;  the 
reli^ous  obligations  she  had  assumed ;  the  world  outside,  which  she  was 
never  more  to  see,  or  act  a  part  in ;  the  gossip  of  the  nuns,  and  the  re- 
prehensible chatter,  as  she  was  bound  to  consider  it,  of  Charlotte  de 
Coigny.  And,  stealiog  through  all,  came  the  girl's  whispering  of  the 
strange  priest,  his  blue  eyes  and  his  comdy  form ;  and,  with  a  starts 
she  caught  herself  wondering  if  he  had  indeed  gazed  at  her  with  ad- 
miration. She  threw  herself  upon  her  knees  before  the  crucifix,  whidi 
was  nailed  on  the  wall,  and  prayed  for  grace  to  subdue  all  earthly 
thoughts,  more  especially  those  of  vanity;  then  she  commeDoed  h^ 
string  c»f  prayers,  and  midnight  was  chiming  upon  the  convent  cloek 
^le  every  bead  was  told. 

HI. 

A  HEAVY  month  passed  away.  The  bitter  desolation  of  Clazisse's  ex- 
istence was  beginning  to  tell  upon  her  disappointed  heart,  though  she 
endeavoured  to  subdue  all  regret  by  prayer  and  fiisting,  when  one  mom<> 
ing  a  servant  of  the  convent— K)r,  as  they  are  called,  subordinate  lay 
listers —came  to  tell  her  she  was  wanted  at  the  grate.  She  went  down 
with  a  lightened  step,  speculating  upon  who  it  could  be  that  adced 
for  her — such  a  visit  is  an  event  in  die  Ufe  of  the  isolated  nun. 

Standing  conversing  with  the  visitor  was  Madame  de  St.  Leger,  and 
there,  outside,  with  her  face — as  much  of  it  as  would  come — pushed 
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through  the  iron  barsy  stood  AglaC,  Charles  de  St.  JAgoi^s  former 
nurse. 

«  Bo  joa  ever  hear  of  Aim,  madam?"  were  tlie  first  words  Clazisse 
^saught,  as  she  stood  back  in  the  g^loom. 

"  I  have  done  with  earthly  things/'  was  the  reply  of  Madame  de  St. 
Leger,  and  her  voice  trembled,  for  all  its  severity;  ^'my  thoughts  and 
service  are  consecrated  to  the  saints,  and  to  them  only." 

^'  And  you  don't  ask  whether  he  is  living  or  dead,  happy  or  wretched?'* 
pursued  the  servant^  with  a  touch  of  her  former  quickness.  '^/ would 
peril  my  life  to  ascertain." 

^'  You  called  me  down  from  my  devotions,"  was  Madame  de  St.  L6ger'B 
repelling  answer;  '*  I  must  now  return  to  them.  FareweU,  AglaC;  may 
the  blessed  Virgin  change  your  heart  to  godliness !" 

As  her  steps  echoed  away  in  the  distance,  Clarisse  advanced  to  the 
ffrate.  In  that  short  moment  AglaS  had  covered  her  £Eice  with  her 
hands,  and  was  sobbing  bitterly. 

"  For  these  long,  many  months,  by  night  and  by  day,  have  I  sought 
tidings  of  my  unhappy  duld,"  she  wailed.  ^'  I  have  hovered  round  the 
establishment  of  Jesus  when,  the  day  closed,  the  friendly  night  has 
covered  me.  I  have  let  that  fool  of  a  gardener" — here  came  a  shadow 
of  an  old  smile — 'Uhink  I  did  it  for  love  of  him,  and  I  can  hear  nothing* 
The  man  asserts  that  such  a  child  as  I  describe  is  not  in  the  place,  and 
never  has  been,  to  his  knowledge.  Do  you  know  where  he  is,  Made* 
moiselle  Clarisse?" 

**  Aglae,  I  have  no  information,  and  I  cannot  inquire.  It  is  an  in«> 
terdicted  subject.     But  I  am  no  longer  Mademoiselle  Clarisse." 

^'  So  they  told  me,"  interrupted  me  girl ;  '^  they  said  I  ought  to  have 
asked  for  '  Sister  Agnes.'  I  heard  that  you  were  professed.  Do  you 
ever  think  now,  in  your  solitude,  of  that  banished  child?" 

"  Often,  often,  AglaS ;  he  was  dear  to  me  as  to  you." 

The  woman  shook  her  head ;  she  knew  how  mistaken  was  the  assertion. 

'^  Your  life  is  one  of  loneliness,  mademoiselle." 

"  Almost  unbroken." 

'^  And  does  your  heart  never  fail  you  ?  do  yearnings  after  those  you 
once  knew  and  loved  never  come  to  you  ?  has  the  long,  death-like  exist- 
ence in  prospective  no  terrors  for  you  ?" 

A  deep  blush  suffused  Clarisse's  face ;  with  this  link  before  her  of  a 
former  world,  she  could  not  be  wholly  a  nun,  even  in  speech. 

^*  There  never  was  one  yet  who  had  not  her  regrets  when  she  was  fairly 
launched  into  the  desolation,"  whispered  Aglae.  ^^And  he  has  been 
forced,  in  his  timid  childhood,  into  the  same  solitude.  His  home,  his 
father.  May  all  the  blessed  saints  rest  his  spirit !  and  he  deserves  rest, 
though  they  did  not  put  up  masses  for  his  soul ; — ^his  mother,  and  all  he 
cared  for,  torn  from  him.     Kept,  perhaps,  in  terror,  in  torture " 

"Aglae!" 

^'  I  know  much  that  they  will  do  to  bend  a  rebellious  spirit  to  their  will, 

mademoiselle.     And  I  have  such  dreadful  dreams,"  she  continued,  in  a 

,  whisper.    "  Sometimes  I  see  him  lying  dead,  and  that's  a  comfort  to  me; 

sometimes  I  see  them  throw  him  on  a  stack  of  lighted  fiigots.     Last  night 

that  ever  was,  I  dreamt " 

«  Don't  talk  so,"  shivered  Clarisse ;  and  she  drew  nearer  to  the  grate, 
for  superstition  was  rife  within  her,  and  the  servant's  words  caused  a  chill 
feeling  to  creep  over  her.     ^  I  hate  any  one  to  talk  of  dreams ;  rememboTi 
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Aglae,  I  am  abne  in  my  dark  cell  from  the  fall  of  erening  to  the  break  of 
day." 

«  And  you  know  nothing  about  him !"  moaned  poor  AglaS,  as  she  pro- 
pared  to  leave ;  ''  it  was  my  object  in  coming  here.  May  Heayen  guard 
vou,  mademoiselle ;  may  it  protect  us  aU  and  give  us  consolation,  for  I 
Delieve  we  all  need  it*' 

Clarisse  turned  from  the  g^te ;  the  convent  bell  was  ringing  for  one 
of  the  chapel  services,  and  she  joined  the  procession  of  nuns  as  they  glided 
towards  the  holy  edifice. 

IV. 

AoAiH  the  weeks  went  on,  many  weeks,  and  a  change  had  entered  into 
the  life  and  heart  of  Clarisse  de  Maulevrier.  Look  at  her  as  she  sits  there 
in  her  lonely  cell;  it  is  mora  dreary  than  ever;  for  the  cold  of  the  late 
autumn  is  shivering  there,  Clarisse's  feet  press  the  tmoovered  stone  floor, 
and  the  whistling  wind  sighs  round  the  convent  and  shakes  the  tall  trees 
with  a  superstitious  sound;  yet  in  her  eye  the  once  sad  expression  has 
given  place  to  a  light  rarely  seen,  save  in  those  who  possess  heart  happi- 
ness. Can  it  be  that  the  austeric  practices  of  her  relieion  have  called  thia 
forth?  if  so^  why  the  life  of  a  nun  is  moro  bHssful  uian  the  denizens  of 
the  world  deem  it. 

A  tap  at  the  cell  door.  Clarisse's  hands  tremble,  and  her  cheeks  flush 
as  she  turns  the  key  in  the  lock.  It  is  her  confessor  who  enters— the 
£ur,  pleasing  man,  who  but  a  few  months  ago  was  a  stranger  in  the 
convent  And  ah  I  you  see  it  now — you  see  it  in  her  glowing  cheek 
and  beating  heart-^that  priest  has  become  to  her  the  day-star  of 
existence. 

How  did  love  come  to  them — for  he  feds  it,  or  assumes  to  do  so,  as  she 
does?  Was  it  that  the  ^ddy  words  of  Charlotte  de  Coigny,  awaking  the 
vanity  of  her  heart,  led  it  on  to  love?  Flattered  vanity  is  often  a  safe  con- 
ductor to  it.  Or  was  it  that  this  confessor,  this  visitor  of  the  other  sex, 
the  only  one  she  ever  exchanged  a  word  with  or  saw,  save  the  officiating 
priests  at  the  chapel,  bore  its  mevitable  prints  upon  her  isolated  life?  It 
IS  of  little  moment  to  inquire :  the  passion  had  taken  possession  of  her 
beyond  all  possibility  of  eradication — the  strange  mixture  of  religion  and 
love  that  none  can  feel  save  the  Bomish  devotees;  while  she  knelt  to  and 
obeyed  him  as  a  god,  she  worshipped  him  as  a  man. 

A  light  step  tripped  along  the  passage;  it  was  that  of  Charlotte  de 
Coigny.  She  stopped  at  the  door  of  Clarisse's  cell,  but  the  holy  sandals 
were  there,  and  ^lademoiselle  de  Coigny  speeded  back  again,  returning  to 
the  room  appropriated  to  the  elder  boarders. 

''  Those  nuns  aro  always  at  confession,*'  she  exclaimed;  ^'  there  are  no 
less  than  four  pairs  of  sandals  in  the  south  corridor:  what  a  heap  of  sins 
they  must  commit !" 

*'  If  they  committed  half  as  many  as  you,  Mademoiselle  de  Coigny," 
interrupted  a  stem  voice  from  the  comer,  '^  the  holy  priesthood  would 
scarce  nnd  time  to  confess  them." 

<'  Pardon,  madam,"  cried  Charlotte,  starting,  as  she  recognised  one 
who  held  a  high  place  in  the  convent ;  ^^  I  did  not  know  you  wero  here." 

<'So  it  would  seem,"  returned  the  old  nun.  '<  What  business  had 
you  in  the  south  corridor  at  this  hour  of  the  evening  ? — what  took  you 
thither?" 
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«  My  legs,"  answoed  Charky|(;e»  seUo  voce,  and  tbose  in  het  imise^ 
diate  yicinity  were  seized  with  a  fit  of  coughing,  so  violent,  that  the 
leverend  sister,  ivho  was  iiear-sigbtad  and  verj  dcA^  ioqwred  what  thejr 
mre  chcJcing  at* 

^'  Take  joor  seat  there,"  cried  the  bud,  pointing  to  a  certain  hi^ 
seat,  which  the  hoarders  <»lled  the  stool  of  repentanoe^  **  and  ccH^ugate 
fifteen  Italian  Terfaa.  Sister  Cecile^"  she  added^  turning  to  one  of  the 
lay  teaebers,  '^  be  ao  good  as  to  attend  that  she  sajs  them  properly." 

But  Cluurlotte  de  Coigny  possessed  an  undaunted  spirit,  and  on  th^ 
departure  of  the  superintending  nun,  about  an  hour  afterwards,  she  again 
made  her  escape  in  search  of  Clariisse,  gproping  stealthily  along  the  dark 
passages.  The  wind  howled  in  gusts  i£at  alinost  startled  her,  fcaarlesa  as 
she  was,  the  ndn  fell  in  tocrents,  and  as  she  took  a  lighted  lantern  from 
die  niche,  before  turning  into  the  south  gallery,  a  rash  of  wind,  entering 
dffoagh  the  window  in  the  high  roo^  doeatened  to  extingvi^  it 

**  The  Holy  Yirgin  be  with  yov,  my  child,"  cried  a  priest,  meeting 
ber  as  he  quitted  one  of  the  c^  of  the  nans.     '^  It  is  an  awfol  night." 

**  Awful  indeed,  father."  And  Chariotte,  with  a  passing  reverene^ 
harried  ca. 

Again  was  her  journey  in  tud.  Father  Gerard's  sandals  were  still 
before  Clarisse's  cell.  WithVgesture  of  impatience,  Charlotte  de  Coigny 
turned  away,  and  in  the  same  moment  was  heard  the  first  stroke  of  the 
Tusper-belL  Learii:^  the  lantern  in  its  niche,  she  flew  back  aa  hei  aa 
the  darkness  would  permit^  to  aoswer  to  the  call  when  the  boarders  were 
mostered  for  Tespers. 

.  The  chimes  had  nea^  ceased,  and  Father  G6rard  left  the  c^:  not  so 
Clarisse — she  was  lying  sobbiug  upon  the  bed,  a  strange  source  el 
remorse  or  grief,  one  that  she  had  neyer  felt  before,  shaking  her  frame. 

Now  fair  and  gentle  reader,  do  not  fling  the  Magazine  down,  and  tfakik 
of  Clarisse  by  a  name  you  have  never  yet  sullied  your  lips  to  utter.  I 
tdl  you,  you  cannot  separate  human  passions  from  the  human  heart. 
Here  was  a  girl,  but  foor-and-twen^  years  of  age,  conscious  of  her 
youth  and  vain  of  her  attractions,  unmured  iov  fife  in  that  gloomy 
building,  as  in  a  living  grave.  The  innocent  vanity  of  girlhood,  and  tl]« 
admiration  of  the  other  sex,  so  essential  to  youth  and  beauty,  shut  out 
from  her.  The  ascetic  hfe^  tiie  absence  of  all  comfort,  the  monotonous 
attendances  at  the  chapel  to  hear  the  same  services,  the  ever-recurring 
penances,  the  gloomy  cell,  the  many  hours  of  silent  prayer,  and  the 
solitary  vigils  cf  the  dismal  night !  Is  it  to  be  woodored  at  that  the 
daily  visits  of  her  confessor,  and  he  an  attractive  man,  became  to  her  as 
the  one  ray  of  light  amidst  the  smrroonding  darkness,  or  that  love 
should  supervene  ?  And  I  tell  you,  all  hai^^ty  as  you  are  in  your 
ocmscious  security,  that  had  you  been  placed  in  Clarisse  de  Mavdevrier's 
situation,  and  tempted  as  she  was,  if  you  had  not  fallen,  you  would  hav^ 
been  more  tlian  woman. 

And  do  you  think  Clarisse's  was  a  solitary  example,  even  in  that  con- 
vent? She  but  followed  in  the  wake  of  thousands  of  nuns,  and  thousuid^ 
will  follow  in  hers,  if  the  French  convents  retain  their  places  in  the  coun- 
try. Belseve  me,  she  is  more  d^serring  of  pity  than  scorn.  In  a  few 
weeks  that  monk  will  fully  have  persuaded  her  that  black  is  white,  and 
that  to  live  in  sin  is  essential  to  the  well-being  of  her  soul.  Oh,  it  ia  a 
convenient  ffuthi    All  offences  may  be  pursued  with  impunity  by  oo^ 
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professing  it :  murders,  thefU,  eyery  imaginable  crime,  may  be  committed 
one  day,  and  absolution  purchased  for  them  the  next. 

Neither  execrate  the  priest.  He  had  been  reared  in  the  creed  of  the 
Jesuits.  Their  existence  is  condemned  to  isolation — they  are  separated  by 
the  laws  from  the  society  and  lore  of  woman — the  sweet  ties  of  mother  and 
sister  remored  at  an  early  age — the  more  endearing  tie  of  wife  nerer  to 
be  known  to  them,  this  intercoorse  with  a  conrent  brings  with  it  an  orer- 
whelming  temptation.  It  is  the  system  j<m  must  bUmie,  not  the  man. 
Let  the  Roman  Catholic  gOTemments  do  away  with  tiieir  nimneries,  and 
his  Holiness  the  Pope  w^  very  soon  find  his  priests  elamonring  to  hb 
allowed  that  marriage  they  now  ndl  against.  f^ 

The  following  morning,  after  break^ist  was  over  in  the  refectory-^ 
dark  dry  bread,  and  cans  of  milk  and  water,  for  the  day  was  one  strictty 
maigre — a  sister  invited  Clarisse  to  walk  with  her  in  the  cloisters,  bat 
she  excused  herself  and  ascended  to  her  celL  She  had  just  gained  i1^ 
when  Charlotte  de  Coig^y  overtook  her. 

**  You  here  at  this  hour,  Charlotte!" 

''  I  am  no  longer  in  the  school  rules,"  was  the  answer;  ^'  my  cousin 
Jules  has  asked  for  me  in  marriage ;"  and  she  danced  about  the  cell  floor, 
in  her  elated  spirits,  as  she  poured  forth  the  news.  '^  Yesterday  arrived 
ft  special  messenger  to  the  lady  abbess,  from  my  now  gracious  stepmother, 
and  I  am  to  proceed  home  without  delay.  I  don*t  think  Madame  Agatfae 
knew  that  last  night  when  she  gave  me  the  Italian  verbs." 

"You,  verbs!" 

**  For  coming  after  you.  By  the  way,  Clarisse,  what  a  long  confessioii 
you  had.  Twice  I  came  hither,  at  a  pretty  long  interval  too,  and  Father 
Gerard's  sandals  seemed  fixtures  at  the  door.** 

Clarisse  hid  her  burning  countenance  in  her  hands,  and  turned  it  from 
Charlotte  de  Coigny. 

**  The  priests  always  do  come  just  when  they  are  not  wanted,"  ejacn* 
lated  Charlotte.  ^  I  was  longing  to  tell  you,  and  I  braved  the  rules 
which  forbid  our  visits  here  after  dusk.*^ 

«  When  do  you  leave  ?* 

"  To-day,  and  this  is  my  farewell  visit  to  you :  we  start  at  mid-day. 
O  Clarisse,"  she  cried,  still  dancing  round  her ;  "  what  a  change  it  will 
be !  I  could  not  sleep  last  night  for  excitement.  The*wretched  days  of  a 
convent  exchanged  for  the  social  happiness  and  lore  of  a  home  I  Can  I 
do  anything  for  you  in  the  worid  T* 

A  sad  smile  passed  over  Clarisse's  countenance  at  the  question — a 
frown  would  have  risen  to  her  sister's.  "  The  world  and  I  have  nothing 
now  in  common,"  was  her  reply.  *'  And  may  you  so  live  in  it  as  to  pre- 
pare you  for  a  better." 

''  Farewell,  farewdl,  Clarisse,  dearest,"  sobbed  Charlotte,  as  she  dung 
round  her  neck.  ^  You  are  tied  to  this  eternal  solitude,  whilst  I  am 
going  forth  to  all  of  hope,  and  that  is  useful  in  life  T' 

It  was  even  so.  Clarisse  de  Maulevrier  had  renounced  the  world, 
trhere  she  might  have  played  a  happy  and  a  worthy  part;  ^ing  from  its 
vanities  as  from  snares  and  pitfalls ;  and  what  gamed  she  r  The  bittev 
anguish  of  a  never^satisfied  heart ;  and  a'  course  of  crying  sin,  mixed  with 
the  hypocritical  duties  of  a  false  religion.  Cavil  not  at  the  epithet  ? 
when  sin  is  pursued,  unchecked  and  unrepented  oi,  religion  is  but  hypo- 
crisy, though  the  frame  be  worn  to  a  skeleton  with  fiuting,  and  the  kxiees 
bent  for  ever  in  the  attitude  of  prayer. 
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CoBNWAiiL  18  in  every  respect  one  of  the  most  interesting  counties  of 
England.  The  hahits  and  manners  of  the  people  are  still  in  many 
instances  primitive  and  peculiar.  Four  parts  out  of  five  of  its  outline 
exposed  to  the  sea,  it  presents  a  variety  of  promontories  and  huys,  rude 
rocks  and  treacherous  creeks,  caves  and  precipices,  with  a  hardy,  fislung, 
smuggling,  wrecking,  population;  without  aught  to  compare  with  it 
elsewhere  in  the  British  isles.  In  the  interior,  rugged,  naked,  and  un* 
cultivated  heaths  and  moors  are  diversified  hy  picturesque  wooded  or  cul- 
tiwted  hill  and  dale.  Strange  rocks,  as  the  Hurlers,  the  Cheese-ring,  and 
Logan  Stone,  cromlechs,  drcles,  and  intrenchments  of  various  descriptions^ 
dot  the  surface  of  the  rock  and  moorlands;  religious  edifices  with 
mediaeval  associations,  and  castles  with  many  a  tradition,  rise  up  here 
and  there,  huried  in  silent  woody  recesses,  or  stand  forth  on  lofty  and 
commanding  eminences,  even  on  the  summits  of  those  stupendous  crags 
(as  is  the  case  with  St.  Michael,  hut  especially  so  with  Tintagel)  which 
form  the  great  barriers  opposed  by  England  against  the  encroachmg 
waters  of  tihe  deep.  Lastly,  and  not  least,  there  are  mines  extending  &r 
away  beneath  the  billows  of  the  Atlantic ;  there  are  small  lakes,  or  poolsj^ 
of  almost  mysterious  beauty ;  and  there  is  a  climate  in  which  fuschia^ 
myrtles,  geraniums,  and  hydiaugeas,  thrive  and  bloom  almost  throughout 
the  year. 

Mr.  Wilkie  Collins,  and  his  artistic  friend,  Mr.  H.  C.  Brandling,  are 
excellent  companions  to  follow  on  a  peripatetic  excursion  in  a  district  of 
such  varied  beauty  and  interest.  No  sooner  is  the  first  start  accomplished 
from  Falmouth,  and  St.  Germains  reached  by  the  desultory  efforts  of 
Mr.  William  Dawle,  "  the  most  amusing  and  original  of  boatmen,"  than 
we  are  treated  to  a  pen  and  pencil  sketch  of  all  that  remains  of  the  old, 
and  that  has  been  superadded  of  new,  to  the  church  of  St.  Germanus  of 
Auxerre.  What  is  still  more  characteristic,  turn  over  four  pages,  and 
you  have  a  fishing-town  on  the  south-coast — Looe — ^which  existed  as 
such  in  the  reign  of  Edward  I.,  and  remains  to  this  day  one  of  the 
prettiest  and  most  primitive  places  in  England.  But  transitions  in  a 
civilised,  densely  populated  country  like  England  are  brief  and  numerous. 
Fresh  from  the  quaint  old  houses,  the  delightfully  irregular  streets,  and 
the  fragrant  terrace-gardens  of  Looe,  our  tourists  pronounced  Liskeard 
— a  large,  agricultural  town,  vrith  modem  square  houses,  wide,  dusty^ 
desertea  streets,  and  misanthropical-looking  shopkeepers,  clad  in  rusty 
black — to  be  ''  an  abomination  of  desolation." 

It  is  from  Liskeard,  however,  that  the  pilgrim  takes  his  start  across 
the  moors  to  the  grey  walls  of  St.  Clare,  with  its  ruined  oratory  and  its 
clear  sparkling  well,  type  of  its  patron  saint ;  to  the  Great  Caraton 
copper  mines  ;  to  the  granite  piles  and  Druidic  remains  which  diversi^ 
the  surface  of  this  the  most  remarkable  central  district  of  CornwalL 
Within  this  moorland  district  are  to  be  seen  the  Other  Half  Stone — a 
fragment  of  a  cross,  said  to  have  been  erected  to  the  memory  of  Dun- 
gerth.  King  of  Cornwall;  the  cromlech,  called  Trevethy  Stone,  and 
other  msenhirs,  dolmens,  and  Celtic  rock  structures.  There  is,  how- 
ever,  every  reason  to  believe  that  the  Cheese-ring,  of  which  Brandling 

•  Rambles  beyond  Bailways ;  or,  Notes  in  CJomwaU  taken  afoot.  By  W. 
Wilkie  Collins,  Author  of ''  The  Life  of  William  Goliins,  R.A V'  &c. ;  with  Illustra- 
tions by  Henry  C.  Brandling.    B.  Bentley. 
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has  given  so  striking  a  sketch,  the  Hnrlers,  mth  which  a  fantastic  legend 
of  men  turned  into  stones  is  associated,  and  the  Logan  Stone^  also  ably 
sketched  by  Brandling,  are  the  results  of  the  action  of  the  elements 
upon  the  native  rock ;  in  this  case  varieties  of  granite,  or  moorstone,  as 
it  is  expressively  called  in  Cornwall. 

We  are  weU  aware  that  ardueologists  have  taken  rocking-stones 
under  their  patronage,  and  have  classed  them  among  remnants  of  art. 
They  thus  appear  under  a  distinct  head ;  as  Les  Pierres  branlanies,  in 
the  "  Elements  d'Archeologie  Nationale  par  le  Dr.  Louis  Batissier ;"  and 
in  like  manner,  under  that  of  *'  Rocking^Stones,"  in  Mr.  John^Yonge 
Akerman's  '^  Archseological  Index.**  Many  have  been  the  theories  sug-* 
gested  by  these  rocking-stones ;  and  Mr.  Akerman  remarks,  that,  what- 
ever may  have  been  the  origin  and  use  of  these  stones,  there  are  some 
grounds  for  supposing  that  they  were  suggested  by  the  natural  dearage 
of  rocks.  We  do  not  pretend  to  say — as  to  move  these  rocking-stones 
is  often  a  trick  requinng  a  knowledge  of  the  precise  point  to  which 
force  must  be  applied — that  they  may  not  have  been  used  as  probationary 
stones,  by  which  the  guilt  or  innocence  of  the  accused  may  have  been 
tested  in'  barbarous  times,  but  we  are  distinctiy  of  opinion  tiiat  in  all 
cases  they  owe  their  origin  to  natural  causes.  The  peculiarity  in  the 
circularly  laminar  decomposition  of  granite,  and  of  some  rocks  of  vol- 
caoic  origin,  is  well  known  to  geologists,  and  has  been  minutely  described 
by  Mr.  MaccuUocL 

That  rock  monuments  of  the  Celtic  era  abound  in  Cornwall  only  shows 
that  great  facilities  esasted  there  for  their  construction;  it  no  more  attests 
the  construction  by  the  hand  of  man  of  the  Cheese-ring  or  the  Hurlers,  or 
the  original  uplifting  on  the  brow  of  a  lofty  precipice  of  the  Logan 
Stone,  than  it  does  the  erection  of  the  two  great  rocks  in  LamomaCove,  or 
the  scattering  of  all  the  femtastic,  various-formed  rocks  that  are  met  with 
over  a  great  part  of  the  countiy.  No  sooner  had  Messrs.  Collins  and 
Brandling  advanced  on  to  the  wild  moor  of  St  Clare  than  they  stumbled 
upon  three  masses  of  granite,  which  were  said  to  have  been  riven  in  an 
instant  by  the  lightnmg  into  the  fragmentary  form  which  they  now 
present.  Everywhere,  and  still  more  especially  between  Land's  End  and 
St  Tves,  the  moorstone  lies  dispersed  in  detached  blocks,  many  of  them 
huge  enough  for  another  Stonehenge.  Rocking-stones  have  been  met 
with  in  Spain,  in  America,  in  Asia,  and  in  Australia;  so  that,  says  Mr. 
Akerman,  "  their  use  at  one  period  of  the  world  was  universal.'*  But  is 
it  likely  that  the  same  probationa^  practices  extended  all  over  the 
world  ?  Do  we  find  cromlechs,  or  dolmens,  or  triliths,  or  other  well- 
attested  Celtic  rock  structures,  always  by  the  side,  or  in  tiie  same  country, 
where  rocking-stones  are  met  with?  There  is  a  district  in  Cappadocia 
where,  owing  to  a  peculiarity  in  the  rock,  several  hundred  probationary 
stones,  of  aU  kinds  of  fantastic  shapes,  are  congregated  togetiier  in  two  or 
three  different  spots ;  there  are  no  Celtic  remains  in  the  same  countiy ; 
and  would  any  one  suppose  the  followers  of  St.  George  to  have  been  so 
corrupt,  or  so  tyrannicied,  as  to  have  requured  many  himdreds  of  rocking- 
stones  to  have  heen  erected !  The  fact  is,  that  the  situation  in  whidi 
they  are  placed,  the  drcumstances  under  which  they  occur,  the  character 
of  the  rock  material  of  which  they  are  composed,  and  the  difference  in 
texture  between  the  neck  of  the  supporting  rock  and  the  rock  supported, 
tell  their  own  tale  in  a  very  plain  and  satisfiEustory  manner. 

We  would  not  have  said  so  much  concerning  the  difference  between 
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roddng-stooes,  Cheese-rings,  gxmniie-boiildeni,  Aid  nuenbin  aaddobnenei 
bttt  that  tbeee  ai«  among  the  greateBi  eurioskies  of  ComwalL  "  If  a 
Bum  dreamt  of  a  great  pile  of  stoiiee  in  •  nightmare,"  says  Mr.  GoUiiii^ 
^.  he  would  dream  of  .such  a  pile  as  the  Cheese-riDg.''  Loo  Pool,  die 
largest  lake,  or  rather  lagoon,  in  Cornwall,  partiralarly  excited  our 
auSior's  adimration.  '^  No  faiiy  viaon  of  Nature  that  ever  was  imagined 
is  more  fimtastic/'  says  Mr.  Cofiins,  *^  or  more  lovdy  than  this  glorioaa 
reality,  whidli  brings  all  the  more  widely  eontrasted  charaoteristies  of  a 
sea  view  and  sn  inland  fiew  into  the  doeest  contact,  and  presents  then 
in  one  harmonious  picture  to  the  eye.*  The  Lixard  promontory  i^ppeariy 
however,  to  us^  a  nr  more  stiiking  and  interesting  seene : 

On  each  side  of  us,  preoipioe  over  precipiee,  cavern  wiliiin  cavcm,  rose  tfie 
great  diflb,  protecting  the  land  against  the  ragtag  sea.  Three  huxidred  feet 
heneath,  the  foam  was  boiling  far  out  over  a  reef  of  blaek  rocks;  above  and 
around  flocks  of  sea  birds  flew  in  eyer-lengthening  circles,  or  i>erched  flapping 
their  wings  and  sunmng  their  plumage,  on  ledges  of  river-stone  below  us.  Bveiy 
t>bject  forming  the  wide  sweep  of  the  view  was  on  the  rastest  and  moat  majestie 
scale.  The  wild  yaiieties  of  form  in  the  jagged  line  of  ro^cs  stretched  away 
eastward  and  westward,  as  far  as  the  eye  oould  reach;  black  shapeless  masses  of 
mist  scowled  over  the  whole  landward  horizon;  the  bright  blue  sky  at  the  opposite 
point  was  covered  with  towering  white  douds,  whidi  moved  and  changed  mag- 
nificently; the  tossing  and  raging  of  the  great  bright  sea  was  sublimely  con- 
trasted by  &e  solitude  and  tzanqoHlity  of  l^e  desert  over-shadowed  land,  wfafle 
ever  and  eyer-eounding,  as  they  fiist  sounded  when  the  morning  stars  sang 
together,  the  rolling  wayes  and  tlie  rushing  wind  pealed  out  their  primaeval  music 
over  the  whole  scene! 

Almost  every  spot  at  the  Uzard  is  memorable  for  some  mighty  con- 
Yulsion  of  nature,  or  is  tragically  associated  with  some  gloomy  story  of 
shipwreck  and  death.  The  "  Pistol  Meadow**  records  a  sad  event  of  the 
latter  kind.  The  "  Lion's  Den"  and  "  Daw*s  Hugo,"  or  cave^  exhibit 
evidences  of  the  former.  But  the  place  at  which  the  coast  scenery  of  the 
Lizard  district  arrives  at  its  climax  of  grandeur  is  Kynance  Cove.  '^  What 
a  scene  was  now  presented  to  us !  It  was  a  perfect  palace  of  rocks  I  Some 
rose  perpendicularly  and  separate  from  each  other,  in  the  shapes  of  pyra- 
mids and  steeples  ;  some  were  overhanging  at  the  top,  and  pierced  with 
dark  caverns  at  the  bottom ;  some  were  stretched  horizontaily  on  the 
sand,  here  studded  with  pools  of  water,  there  broken  into  natural  arch- 
ways; no  one  resembled  another  in  shape,  size,  or  position;  and  all,  at  the 
moment  when  we  looked  on  them,  were  wrapped  in  the  solemn  obscurity 
of  a  deep  mist ;  a  mist  which  shadowed  without  concealing  them,  which 
exaggerated  th»r  size,  and,  hiding  all  the  cliffs  beyond,  presented  them 
sublimely  as  separate  and  solitary  objects  in  the  sea  view." 

Excursions  among  these  rocks  to  the  "  Devil's  Bellows,^'  the  ^'  Devil's 
Throat,"  and  still  more  especially  to  the  summit  of  "  Asparagus  Island," 
are  not  without  risk  even  to  those  who  had  had  a  previous  training  pecu- 
liar to  Cornwall  by  walking  on  the  top  of  stone  dykes  as  a  pathway.  The 
pencil  which  has  been  so  successful  with  St.  Micnael's  Mount,  Looe,  and 
Land's  End,  has  failed  to  give  an  adequate  idea  of  the  wonders  of  Ky- 
nance Cove. 

Tintagel,  with  its  legends  of  King  Arthur,  carries  us  back  to  the  quaint 
mythical  fancies  of  olden  time :  St.  Michaers,  with  its  Korman  cell,  and 
its  stronghold  which  resisted  kings  and  parliamentarians  alike,  belongs 
to  better  defined  historical  times.  Mr.  Collins  presents  the  reader  with 
brief  sketches  of  this  interesting  spot  through  what  he  calls  "Dissolving 
,yiews,"  and  Brandling  crowns  the  subject  with  a  light,  pleasant 
sketch.     Here,  also,  are  the  remains  of  a  submarine  forest — a  forest 
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which  in  olden  time  surrounded  Carak-luZy  *^  the  grey  or  hoary  rock  in 
the  wood,"  of  which  Mr.  Collins  makes  no  mention. 

^  Something  like  what  Jerusalem  was  to  the  pilgrim  in  the  Holy 
Land,"  ohserves  Mr.  Collins,  ^'ike  Land's  End  is — ^to  compare  great 
things  with  small — to  the  tourist  in  Cornwall.  It  is  the  g^nd  and  final 
object  of  his  journey — the  Comish  ultima  Tkuhy  where  his  progress 
stops — the  shnne  towards  which  his  face  has  been  set  from  the  first  day 
when  he  started  on  his  travels — ^the  main  vent,  through  which  all  the 
pent-up  enthusiasm  accumulated  along  the  line  of  route  is  to  burst  its 
way  out  in  one  long  flow  of  admiration  and  d^lght'' 

And  a  safe  Tefit  it  is,  too;  openmg  upon  tlie  Atlantic,  witliout  an  ob* 
Btade  to  the  flow  of  admiration,  from  thence  to  the  Antarctic  ice  I 
Here  t^  traveller  will  find  an  old  milestone  marked  ^^L" — the  real 
original  first  mile  in  England !  and  a  little  further  on  a  hoose^  on  one  side 
of  which  he  will  see  written,  in  large  letters,  ''  This  is  the  first  Inn  in  Eng- 
land ;"  and  on  the  oth^,  <<  This  is  the  last  Inn  in  England."  It  being  the 
first  to  the  person  who  approaches  from  the  sea-shore,  the  last  to  him  who 
arrives  horn,  the  mainland.  A  great  mass  of  granite  has  been  the 
saving  of  Old  England  in  this  direction.  It  alone  has  preserved  it,  from 
ante-lustoric  times,  from  the  action  of  winds  and  waves. 

A  visit  to  Botallaek  Mine,  and  a  walk  thence  to  St.  Ives,  between 
moon  and  hills  on  one  side,  and  clifFs  and  sea  (m  the  other— dLsplaying 
some  of  the  dreariest  views  that  tiiey  beheld  in  Cornwall — precede  two 
antithetical  pictures,  to  each  of  which  a  chapter  is  devoted ;  being  the 
^'modern**  as  compared  with  the  ^' ancient**  drama  of  Cornwall — ^the 
modem,  as  performed  in  a  booth  of  canvas  and  old  boards;  the  ancient, 
as  enacted  at  Piran  Round,  the  amphitheatre  fiunous  for  its  old  Cornish 
miracle  plays.  Lastly,  we  have  the  nunneiy  of  Mawgan,  Tintagel,  and 
the  legends  of  the  northern  coast ;  and  our  lively,  amiable,  and  descrip* 
tive  tourist,  whose  spirit  evidentiy  began  to  flag  the  moment  he  had 
turned  his  back  upon  Land's  End,  brings  his  pleasant  days  of  strolling 
travel  to  an  end.  It  does  not  appear,  from  Mr.  CoUins's  account  of  his 
trip,  that  the  Comish  people  are  so  much  accustomed  to  pedestrian 
tourists  as  the  Germans  and  the  Swiss.  The  mere  sight  of  two  stran- 
gers, he  tells  us,  walking  along  with  such  appendages  as  knapsacks 
strapped  on  their  shoulders,  seemed  of  itself  to  provoke  the  most  un- 
bounded wonder: 

We  were  stared  at  with  almost  incredible  pertinacity  and  good  humour.  People, 
hard  at  work,  left  oif  to  look  at  us;  whole  groups  congregated  at  cottage-doors, 
walked  into  the  middle  of  the  road  yrbea  they  saw  us  approach,  looked  at  us  in 
front  from  that  commanding  point  of  view  imtU  we  passed  them,  and  then  wheeled 
round  with  one  accord  and  gazed  at  us  behind  as  long  as  we  were  in  their  sight. 
Little  children  ran  in  doors  to  bring  out  huge  children  as  we  drew  near. 
Farmers,  overtaking  us  on  horseback,  pulled  in,  and  passed  at  a  walk  to  examine 
us  at  their  ease.  With  the  exception  of  bedridden  people  and  people  in  prison, 
I  believe  that  the  whole  population  of  Ckxmwall  looked  at  us  all  over-— back  view 
and  front  view — ^from  h^  to  foot! 

It  appears,  however,  that  this  boorish  staring  was  not  accompanied  by 
jeers  or  impertinence.  There  was,  however,  as  is  usual  in  such  cases,  no 
end  of  surmises  as  to  the  objects  which  the  two  knapsacked  pedestrians 
had  in  view.  Some  were  satisfied  that  they  were  ^'  mi^pers,"  others 
declared  them  to  be  ^-  trodjers ;"  others,  again,  asked  them  what  they 
had  to  sell ;  and  one  old  la^  actually  moaned  lamentably  that  the  poor 
fellows  should  be  obliged  to  carry  their  baggage  on  their  oacks ! 
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the   fb08ty   day. 

While  the  foregoing  arrangements  were  in  progress,  Mr.  Watchom 
had  desired  Slarkey,  the  knife-hoy,  to  go  into  ihe  old  hay-loft  and  take 
the  three-legged  fox  he  would  find,  and  put  him  down  among  the  laurels 
hy  the  summer-house,  where  he  would  draw  up  to  him  all  ^'  reg'lar*'  like. 
Accordingly,  Slarkey  went,  hut  the  old  cripple,  having  mounted  the 
rafters,  Slarkey  didn't  see  him,  or  rather  seeing  but  one  fox,  he  con- 
cluded it  was  him,  and  clutched  him,  with  a  mater  eye  to  his  not  biting 
him  than  to  seeing  how  many  legs  he  had ;  tne  consequence  was,  that  he 
bagged  an  uncommonly  fine  old  dog  fox  that  Wiley  Tom  had  just  stolen 
from  Lord  Scamperdale*s  new  cover  at  Faggotfurze;  and  it  was  not  until 
Slarkey  put  him  down  among  the  bushes,  and  saw  how  lively  he  went, 
that  he  saw  his  mistake.  However,  there  was  no  help  for  it,  and  he  had 
just  time  to  pocket  the  hag  when  Watchom's  half-drunken  cheer,  and  the 
thundering  cracks  of  ponderous  whips  on  either  side  of  the  Dean,  announced 
the  approach  of  the  pack. 

*'  E'leu,  in  there  /"  cried  Watchom  to  the  hounds.  "  *Ord,  dommee, 
but  its  slippy,**  said  he  to  himself.  ''Have  at  him,  Plunderer,  good 
dog !  /  wish  I  may  be  Cardinal  Wiseman  for  comin',"  added  he,  seeing 
how  his  breath  showed  on  the  air.     '^  Ho'O'-i-cks  !  pash  'im  hup  !    VVL  be 

d nd  if  I  sha'n't  be  down !"  exclaimed  he,  as  hishorse  slid  a  long  slide. 

"  He'leuy  in  !  Conaueror,  old  boy  I'*  continued  he,  exclaiming  loud  enough 
for  Mr.  Sponge,  who  was  drawmg  near,  to  hear;  '^  find  us  a  fox  that  'ill 
give  us  five  and  forty  minnits !"  the  speaker  inwardly  hoping  they  might 
chop  their  bagman  in  cover.  "  K-o-o-ic^ !  rOut  him  out  V*  continued 
he,  getting  more  energetic.     ''  V-^-o-ickSy  wind  him ! " 

*^  No  go,  I  think,"  observed  George  Cheek,  ambling  up  on  his  leggy 
weed. 

**  No  gOy  ye  hanged  young  infidel,"  growled  Watchom,  "  who  taught 
you  to  talk  about  go%  I  wonder ;  ought  to  be  at  school  lamin*  to  cipher, 
or  ridin'  the  globes,"  Mr.  Watchom  not  exactly  knowing  what  the  term 
''  use  of  the  globes"  meant.  *'  D*ye  call  that  nothin^  /"  exclaimed  he, 
taking  off  his  cap  as  he  viewed  the  fox  stealing  along  the  gravel  walk; 
adding  to  himself,  as  he  saw  his  even  action,  and  full,  well-tagged  brush, 
''  *Ord  rot  him,  he's  got  hold  of  the  wrong  'un  !*' 

It  was,  however,  no  time  for  thought.  In  an  instant  the  welkin  rang 
with  the  outbmrst  of  the  pack  and  the  clamour  of  the  field.  *'  Talli-hor 
*'  Talli'ho  r  «  TalU'hor  ''HoopP'  "  HaopT  ''Hoopr  cried  a  score 
of  voices,  and  '^  Twang  !  twang  I  twang  /"  went  the  shrill  hom  of  the 
huntsman.  The  whips,  too,  stood  in  their  stirraps,  cracking  their  pon- 
derous thongs,  which  sounded  like  guns  upon  the  frosty  air,  and  con* 
tributed  their  "  Get  together  I  get  together,  houndsr  **JSarh  cry  /'* 
*^Hark  cry T  ''Hark  cryT  ''HarkT  to  the  general  uproar.  Oh, 
what  a  row,  what  a  riot,  what  a  racket ! 

Watchom  being  '<in"  for  it,  and  recollecting  how  many  saw  a  start 
who  never  thought  of  seeing  a  finish,  inunediately  got  his  horse  by  the 
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beady  and  smgled  himself  out  from  the  crowd  now  pressing  at  his  heels, 
determining,  if  the  hounds  didn't  run  into  their  fox  in  the  park,  to  ride 
them  off  the  scent  at  the  yery  first  opportunity.  The  ''  Chumpine"  being 
still  alive  within  him,  in  the  exieitement  of  the  moment  he  leapt  the 
hand-gate  leading  out  of  the  shrubberies  into  the  park ;  the  noise  the 
horse  made  in  taking  off  resembling  the  trampling  on  wood-pavement. 

^'  Cuss  it,  but  it's  'ard !"  exclaimed  he^  as  the  norse  slid  two  or  three 
yards  as  he  alighted  on  the  frozen  field. 

George  Cheek  followed  him;  and  Multum  in  Favo^  taking  the  bit 
deliberately  between  his  teeth,  just  walked  through  the  gate,  as  if  it  had 
been  made  of  paper. 

^'  Ah,  ye  hrute  /"  exdumed  Mr.  Sponge,  in  disgust,  digging  the  Latch- 
fords  into  his  sides,  as  if  he  intended  them  to  meet  in  the  middle.  '^  Ah, 
ye  brute  r  repeated  he,  giving  him  a  hearty  cropper  as  he  rose  his  head 
after  trying  to  kick  him  off. 

''  Thank  you!"  exclaimed  Miss  Glitters,  cantering  up;  adding,  ^'you 
cleared  the  way  moely  for  me." 

Nicely  he  bad  cleared  it  for  them  all;  and  the  pent-up  tide  of 
equestrianism  now  poured  over  the  park  like  the  flood  of  an  inigated 
water-meadow.  Sach  ponies  I  such  horses!  such  hug;g^ng !  such  kicking! 
such  scrambling !  and  so  little  progress  with  many ! 

The  park  b^g  extensive — ^three  hundred  acres  or  more— diere  was 
ample  space  for  the  aspiring  ones  to  single  themselves  out ;  and  as  Lady 
Scattercash  and  Orlando  sat  in  the  pony  phaeton,  on  the  rising  ground 
by  the  keeper's  house,  they  saw  a  dark-dad  horseman  (Greorge  Cheek), 
Old  Gingerbread  Boots,  as  they  called  Mr.  Sponge,  with  Lucy  Glitters 
alongsin  of  him,  gradually  stealing  away  from  the  crowd,  ana  creeping 
up  to  Mr.  Watchom,  who  was  sailing  away  with  the  hounds. 

'*  'What  a  scrinomaffe !"  exclaimed  her  ladyship,  standing  up  in  the 
carriage,  and  eyeing  tne 

Strange  oonfiuion  in  the  vale  below. 

*^  There's  Bob  in  his  old  purple,"  said  she,  eyeing  her  brother  hustling 
along ;  ^'  and  there's  *  Fat  in  his  new  Moses  and  Son ;  and  Bouncey  in 
poor  Ladofwax's  coat ;  and  there's  Henry  all  legs  and  wings,  as  usual," 
added  she,  as  Sir  Harry  was  seen  flibberty-pbbertying  it  along. 

'*  And  there's  Lucy ;  and  where's  Miss  Howard,  I  wonder,  observed 
Orlando,  straining  his  eyes  after  the  scrambling  field. 

Nothing  but  the  inspiriting  ud  of  "  Chumpine,"  and  the  hope  that  the 
thing  would  soon  terminate,  sustained  Mr.  Watchom  under  the  infliction 
in  which  he  so  unexpectedly  found  himseli^  for  nothing  would  have 
tempted  him  to  brave  such  a  malt  with  the  burning  scent  of  a  game  four- 
legged  fox.  The  park  being  spacious,  and  enclosed  by  a  high  plank 
paling,  he  hoped  the  fox  would  have  the  manners  to  confine  hunself 
within  it ;  and  so  long  as  his  threadings  and  windings  favoured  the  sup- 
position, our  huntsman  bustled  along,  yelling  and  screaming  in  apparent 
ecstasy  at  the  top  of  his  voice.  The  hound^  to  be  sure,  wanted  keeping 
together,  for  Frantic  as  usual  had  shot  ahead,  while  the  gorged  pig- 
patlers  could  never  extricate  themselves  from  among  the  ponies. 

^^F'O'O^o^T'T'a'r'd!  f'O'O'O'r^'a-r'd  I  f^o^o-o-r^r^a'-r^d  /"  elongated 
Watchom,  rising  in  his  stirrups,  and  looking  back  with  a  grin  at  George 
Cheek,  who  was  plying  his  weed  with  the  whip,  exclaiming,  '^  Ah,  you 
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•oonfounded  ycmng  warmiiat,  I'll  give  you  a  warmin'  I     HI  teach  yon  to 
jaw  abovt  'nntrngP 

As  lie  turned  his  head  straight  to  look  at  his  homnds,  he  was  shodoed 
to  see  Frantic  falling  backwards  ^m  a  first  attempt  to  leap  the  park- 
-palings,  and  just  as  she  gathered  herself  for  a  second  effort,  I>68per8te» 
Chatterer,  and  Galloper,  charged  in  fine  and  gat  over.  Then  came 
the  general  ru^  of  the  pack,  attended  with  the  usual  socoeas — some  over, 
some  back,  some  a-top  of  others. 

''  Oh  the  devil !''  exclaimed  Watchom,  pulling  up  short  in  a  perfect, 
agony  of  despair.  ^'  Oh  the  devil  V  repeated  he  in  a  lower  tone  as  Mr. 
Sponge  approached. 

^  Where*s  there  a  gate?*'  roared  our  friend,  skating  up. 

'^  Grate!  there^s  never  a  gate  within  a  mile,  and  that's  locked,"  replied 
AVatchorn,  sulldly. 

''Then  here  eoesl"  replied  Mr.  Sponge,  gathering  the  chestnut 
together  to  give  nim  an  opportunity  of  purging  himself  of  his  previous 
fattx  pas,  ''  Here  goes !''  repeated  he,  thrusting  his  hat  firmly  on  his 
head.  Taking  his  horse  back  a  few  paces,  Mr.  Sponge  crammed  him 
manfully  at  the  palings  and  got  over  with  a  rap. 

**  Well  done  youT  exclaimed  Miss  Glitters  in  delight;  adding  to 
Watchom,  "  Now  old  Beardey,  you  go  next." 

Beardey  was  irresolute.  He  pretended  to  be  anxious  to  get  the  tail 
hounds  over. 

''  Clear  the  way,  then !"  exclaimed  Mis3  Glitters,  putting  her  horse 
hack,  her  bright  eyes  flashing  as  she  spoke.  She  took  him  back  as  isx 
as  Mr.  Sponge  had  done,  touched  him  with  the  whip,  and  in  an 
instant  she  was  high  in  the  air  landing  safely  on  the  fj&r  side. 

'^Hoo-rayT'  exclaimed  Captains  Quod  and  Cutitfat,  as  they  came 
panting  up. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Watchom !"  cried  Captain  Seedeybuck ;  adding,  "  you're 
a  huntsman !" 

"  Yooi  over.  Prosperous!  Yooi  over,  Buster!"  cheered  Watchom, 
pretending  anxiety  about  his  hounds. 

*'  Let  me  have  a  shy,"  squeaked  George  Cheek,  backing  his  Giraffe, 
as  he  had  seen  Mr.  Sponge  and  Miss  Glitters  do. 

George  took  his  Screw  by  the  head,  and,  giving  him  a  hearty  rib- 
roasting  with  his  whip,  run  him  full  tilt  at  the  palings,  and  carried  away 
half  a  rood. 

"  Hoo-ray !"  cried  the  liberated  field. 

^  I  knew  how  it  would  be,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Watchom,  riding  through 
the  ruins ;  adding,  ^<  con-founded  young  waggabone !  Deserves  to  be 
well  o^a^^^-tised  iov  breaking  people's  palin's  in  that  way— letting  in  all 
the  mbbishin'  tail." 

The  scene  then  changed.  In  lieu  of  the  green,  though  hard,  sward  of 
the  undulating  park,  our  friends  now  found  themselves  on  large  frozen 
fidlows,  upon  whose  imeven  surface  the  heaviest  horses  made  no  in^res- 
sion,  while  the  shuffling  rats  of  ponies  toiled  and  floundered  about, 
almost  receding  in  their  progress.  Mr.  Sponge  was  just  topping  the 
fence  out  of  the  first  one,  and  Miss  Glitters  was  gatherinf  her  horse  to 
ride  at  it,  as  Watchom  and  Co.  emerged  from  the  pan:.  Rounding 
the  tumip-hm,  beyond,  the  leading  hounds  were  racing  with  a  breast- 
high  scent,  followed  by  the  pack  in  kmg'-drawn  file. 
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^^YnoBKt  a  ineaBr  said  Watchom  to  himseli^  shading  the  sun  from 
liis  eyes  with  his  hand;  when,  xemembering  his  r6Uy  he  exclaime^y 
'^  Y^fMh-n-^ex  they  eo !"  as  if  in  .ecstaues  at  the  sight  Seeing  a  gate  at 
the  hottom  of  the  neld,  he  got  his  hone  hy  the  head,  and  lattled  him 
AorosB  the  fallow,  hlowing  his  hoxn  moie  in  hopes  of  stopping  the  pack 
than  with  a  view  of  hanging  up  the  tail-hounds.  He  might  have  saved 
ius  hfeath,  for  .the  music  of  the  pack  completely  drowned  &e  noise  of  the 
hsaoL,  "  Dash  it  1"  said  Jhe,  thumping  the  broad  end  against  his  thigh ; 
"  I  wish  I  was  quietly  back  in  my  parlour.  Hold  up^  horse  r  roared 
he,  as  Harkaway  nearly  came  on  his  haunches  in  pulling  up  at  the  gate. 
''I  know  whos  not  Cardinal  Wisenum,"  continued  he,  stooping  to 
open  it. 

The  gate  was  fast,  and  he  had  to  alight  and  lift  it  off  its  hinges. 
Just  as  he  had  done  so,  and  had  ffot  it  sufficiently  open  for  a  horse  to  pass, 
Geoige  Cheek  came  up  from  behind,  and  slipped  through  before  him. 

''  Oh !  you  unrighteous  young  renegade  !  Did  ever  mortal  see  sich  an 
nndvilised  trick  ?"  roared  Watchom,  as  he  climbed  on  to  his  horse  again, 
and  went  spluttering  through  the  frozen  turnip  after  the  offender. 

*'  Oh,  dear  !^-oh,  dear!"  exclaimed  he,  as  his  horse  nearly  came  on  his 
head ;  *'  but  this  is  the  most  punishin'  affair  I  ever  was  in  at.  Puseyism's 
nothin'  to  it."  And  thereupon  he  indulged  in  no  end  of  anathemas  at 
Slarkey  for  bringing  the  wrong  fox. 

''  About  time  to  take  soundings,  and  cast  anchor,  isn't  it?"  gasped 
Captain  Bouncey,  toiling  up  on  his  pulling  horse  in  a  stete  of  utter  ex- 
haustion, as  Watchom  stood  craneing  and  looking  at  a  rasper  through 
which  lAx,  Sponge  and  Miss  Glitters  had  passed,  widiout  disturbing  a  twig. 

**  C — a — « — t  anchor  /"  exclaimed  Watchom,  in  a  tone  of  derision — 
"not  this  half-hour  yet,  I  hope  ! — not  thisybr/y  minnitsyet,  I  hope! 
— ^not  this  hour  and  twenty  minnits  yet,  I  hope!"  continued  he,  putting 
his  horse  irresolutely  at  the  fence.  The  horse  blundered  through  it, 
barking  Watchorn's  nose  with  a  branch. 

'^'Ord  d — mn  it,  cut  off  my  nose!"  exclaimed  he,  muffling  it  up  in 
hb  hand.  '*  Cut  off  my  nose  clean  by  my  &ce,  I  do  believe,"  continued 
he,  venturing  to  look  in  his  hand  for  it.  ^^  Well,"  said  he,  eyeing  the 
slight  stain  of  blood  on  his  glove,  '*  this  will  be  a  lesson  to  me  as  long 

as  I  live.     11  ever  I  hunt  again  in  a  frost,  may  I  be Thank  God  ! 

they  Ve  checked  at  last !"  exclaimed  iie,  as  the  music  suddenly  ceased, 
and  Mr.  Spongy  and  Miss  Glitters  sat  motionless  together  on  their  pant- 
ing, smoking  steeds. 

Watchom  then  stuck  spurs  to  his  horse,  and  being  now  on  a  Bat 
rushy  pasture,  with  a  bridle-gate  into  the  field  where  the  hounds  were, 
he  hustled  across,  preparing  his  horn  for  a  blow  as  soon  as  he  got  there. 

"  Twang — twang — twang — twang ,'  he  went,  riding  up  the  hedge- 
row in  the  contrary  direction  to  where  the  hounds  were  casting.  "  Twang 
— twang — twang^^  he  continued,  inwardly  congratulating  himself  that 
the  fox  would  never  &ce  the  troop  of  urchms  he  saw  coming  down  with 
their  guns. 

"  Hang  him ! — he's  never  that  way  I"  observed  Mr.  Sponge,  sotto  voce 
to  Miss  Glitters.  "  lie's  never  tbtat  way,"  repeated  he,  seeing  how 
Frantic  flung  to  the  right. 

'^  Twang-'-twang — twang/*  went  the  horn,  but  the  hounds  regarded 
it  not* 
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<<  Do,  Mr.  Sponge,  put  the  hoimdB  to  me !"  roared  Mr.  Watchom, 
dreading  lest  they  might  hit  ofF  the  scent. 

Mr.  Sponge  answered  the  appeal  by  turning  his  horse  the  way  the 
hounds  were  feathering,  and  giving  them  a  slight  cheer. 

<<  ^Ord  rot  it  r  roued  Watchom,  do  let  *em  alone !  That's  Afresh 
fox !— -ours  is  over  the  'ill,'*  pointing  towards  Bonnyfield  HiU. 

"  Hoop  /"  holloaed  Mr.  Sponge,  taking  off  his  hat,  as  Frantic  hit  off 
the  scent  to  the  rights  and  Ualloper  and  Melody^  and  all  the  rest^  scored 
to  ciy. 

(( Oh  you  confounded  brown  bouted  beggar !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Watchom, 
returning  his  horn  to  its  case,  and  eyeing  Mr.  Sponge  and  Miss  Glitters 
sailing  away  with  the  again  breast-high-scent-padi:.  ^'  Oh  you  exorbitant 
usurer!"  continued  he,  gathering  his  horse  to  skate  after  them.  ''Well 
now,  that's  the  most  disgraceful  proceedin'  I  ever  saw  in  the  whole  course 
of  my  life.  Hang  me  if  I'll  stand  such  work !  Dash  me  but  111  write  to 
Sir  George  Grey !  FoorrardI  foorrard  /"  holloaed  he,  as  Bob  Spangles 
and  Bouncey  popped  upon  him  unexpectedly  from  behind,  exclaiming, 
with  well-feigned  glee,  as  he  pointed  to  the  streaming  pack  with  his  whip, 
''  'Ord  dash  it,  but  we*re  in  for  a  good  thing!" 

Little  Bouncey's  horse  was  still  yawning  and  star-gazing,  and  Bouncey 
being  quite  unequal  to  riding  him,  and  well-nigh  exhausted,  "  downed" 
him  against  a  rubbing  post  in  the  middle  of  a  field,  making  a  "  cannon" 
with  his  own  and  his  horse's  head,  and  was  immediately  the  centre  of 
attraction  for  the  panting  tail.  Bouncey  got  near  a  pint  of  sherry  from 
among  them  before  he  recovered  from  the  shock.  So  anxious  were  they 
about  him,  that  not  one  of  them  thought  of  resuming  the  chase.  Even 
the  lagging  whips  couldn't  leave  him.  George  Cheek  was  presently  hors 
de  combat  in  a  hedge,  and  Watchom,  seeing  him  *' see-sawing,"  ex- 
claimed, as  he  slipped  through  a  gate, 

"  rU  send  your  mar  to  you,  you  young  'umbug !" 

Watchom  would  gladly  have  stopped  too,  for  the  fumes  of  the  cham- 
pagne were  dead  witmn  hun,  and  the  riding  was  becoming  every  minute 
more  dangerous.  He  trotted  on,  hoping  each  jump  of  brown  boots  would 
be  the  las^  and  inwardly  wishing  the  wearer  at  the  devil.  Thus  he  passed 
through  a  considerable  extent  of  country,  over  Harrowdale  Lordship,  or 
reputed  Lordship,  past  Rounding^on  Tower,  down  Sloppyside  Banks,  and 
on  to  Cheeseington  Green;  the  [^verity  of  his  affliction  being  alone  miti- 
gated by  the  mtervention  of  accommodating  roads  and  lines  of  field 
gates.  These^  however,  Mr.  Sponge  generally  declined,  and  went  crash- 
ing on,  now  over  high  places,  now  over  low,  just  as  they  came  in  his 
way,  closely  followed  by  the  fair  Lucy  Glitters. 

''  Well,  I  never  see'd  sich  a  man  as  that !"  exclaimed  Watchom, 
eyemg  Mr.  Sponge  clearing  a  stiff  flight  of  rails,  with  a  gap  near  at 
hand.  ''  Nor  woman  nout£er !"  added  he,  as  Miss  Glitters  did  the  like. 
**'  Well,  I'm  dashed  if  it  ar'n't  dangerous  V  added  he,  thumping  his  hand 
against  his  thick  thigh,  as  the  white  nearly  slipped  up  on  landing. 
"  F-or-r-ardf  for-rard  I  hoop  /"  screeched  he,  as  ne  saw  Miss  Glitters 
looking  back  to  see  where  he  was.  **  F-o^r^rard!  for^rardT  repeated 
he;  adding,  in  apparent  delight,  "my  eyes, but  we're  in  for  a  stinger !  Hoid 
Mp,  horse  /"  roared  he,  as  his  horse  now  went  starring  up  to  the  knees 
through  a  long  sheet  of  ice,  squirting  the  clayey  water  into  his  rider's 
face.    "  Hold  up .'"  repeated  he;  adding,  **  I'm  dashed  if  one  mightn't  as 
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well  be  crasbin'  over  tbe  Christial'  Palace  as  lidin'  over  a  country  froze 
in  tbis  way!  'Ord  rot  it»  bow  cold  it  is,"  continued  be,  blowing  on  bis 
finger  ends;  '^  I  declare  my  'ands  are  quite  numb.  Well  done,  old  brown 
bouts !''  exclaimed  be,  as  a  crasb  on  tbe  rigbt  attracted  bis  attention; 
"well  done,  old  brown  bouts* — broke  every  bar  i'  tbe  gate  I"  adding, 
"but  I'll  let  Mr.  Buckram  know  tbe  way  bis  osses  are  'bused.  Well," 
continued  be^afiter  a  long  skate  down  tbe  grassy  side  of  Ditcbbum  Lane, 
"  tbere's  no  fun  in  tbis — ^none  wbatever.  Wno  tbe  devil  would  be  a 
huntsman  that  could  be  anything  else?  Dashed,  I'd  raytber  be  a  batter 
— I'd  raytber  be  a  hosier — I'd  raytber  be  a  pork-butcher — I'd  raytber 
be  an  undertaker — I'd  raytber  be  a  Puseyite  parson — I'd  raytber  be  a 
pig-jobber — I'd  raytber  be  a  besom-maker — I'd  raytber  be  a  dog's-meat 
man — I'd  raytber  be  a  cat's-meat  man — I'd  raytber  go  about  sellmg 
chickweed  and  sparrowgrass  I"  added  he,  as  bis  horse  nearly  slipped  up  on 
his  haunches. 

"  Thank  God,  there's  relief  at  last!"  exclaimed  he,  as  on  rising  Gim- 
merhog  HiU  be  saw  Farmer  Saintfoins's  southdowns  clustering  together, 
indicative  of  tbe  fox  having  passed;  "  thank  God,  there's  relief  at  last !" 
repeated  be,  reining  up  bis  horse  to  see  the  hounds  charge  them. 

Mr.  Sponge  and  Miss  Glitters  were  now  in  the  bottom  below  fighting 
ibeir  way  across  a  broad  mill-course  with  a  very  stiff  fence  on  the  taking 
ofi*  side. 

^'Hbld  up!"  roared  Mr.  Sponge,  as  having  bored  a  bole  through  the 
fence  he  foimd  himself  on  the  margin  of  the  water-race.  The  horse  did 
hold  up,  and  landed  him — ^not  without  a  scramble— H>n  the  far  side. 
**  Run  him  at  it,  Lucy !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Sponge,  turning  his  horse  half 
round  to  bis  &ir  companion.  "  Run  him  at  it,  Lucy !"  repeated  he;  and 
Lucy,  fortunately  hitting  the  gap,  skimmed  o'er  the  water  like  a  swallow 
on  a  summer's  eve. 

"  Well  done !  i/ou're  a  trump  r  exclaimed  Mr.  Sponge,  standing  in  bis 
stirrups,  and  holding  on  by  the  mane  as  his  horse  rose  the  opposing  hilL 
He  just  got  up  in  time  to  sav«  the  muttons;  another  second  and  the 
hounds  would  have  been  into  them.  Holding  up  his  hand  to  beckon 
Lucy  to  stop,  he  sat  eyeing  them  intently.  Many  of  them  bad  their 
heads  up,  and  not  a  few  were  casting  sheep's  eyes  at  the  sheep.  Some 
few  of  the  line  hunters  were  persevering  with  tbe  scent  over  tne  greasy 
ground.  It  was  a  critical  moment.  They  cast  to  tbe  right  and  to  the 
left,  and  again  took  a  wider  sweep  in  advance,  returning  towards  the 
sheep,  as  if  they  thought  them  tbe  best  spec  after  all. 

"  Put  'em  to  me,"  said  Mr.  Sponge,  giving  Miss  Glitters  his  whip ; 
"put  'em  to  me!"  said  he^  holloaing,  "Pbr-geot,  hounds! — yor-g^tl" 
which,  being  interpreted,  means,  "  here  again,  hounds! — here  again !" 

"  Oh,  the  concited  beg«ir!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Watchom  to  himself  as^ 
disappointed  of  his  finish,  he  sat  feeling  his  nose,  mopping  his  face,  and 
watchmg  the  proceedings.  ''  Oh,  the  concited  beggar  I"  repeated  be ; 
adding,  "  old  'hogany  bouts  is  absolutely  goin'  to  kest  them." 

Cast  them,  however,  he  did,  proceeding  very  cautiously  in  the  direction 
ihe  hounds  seemed  to  incline.  They  were  on  a  piece  of  cold  scenting 
ground,  across  which  they  could  hardly  own  the  scent. 

'^  Don't  hurry  them !"  said  Mr.  Sponge  to  Miss  Glitters,  who  was 
acting  whipper»m  with  rather  unnecessary  vigour. 

As  they  got  under  the  lee  of  the  he^e,  the  scent  improved  a  little^ 
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and,  from  the  occasional  feathering  of  a  stern,  a  hound  or  two  indulged 
in  a  whimper,  until  at  length  they  fairly  broke  out  in  a  cry. 

^*  I'll  lose  a  shoe,"  said  Watchorn,  to  himself,  looking  first  at  the  for- 
midable'leap  before  hi'm,  and  then  to  see  if  there  was  any  one  coming  up 
behind.  ^'  I'll  lose  a  shoe,"  said  he.  '^  No  notion  of  leapin'  a  navigable 
river — an  arm  of  tHe  sea,"  added  he,  getting  off. 

^^Forward!  forward r*  screeched  Mr.  Sponge,  capping  the  hounds 
on,  when  away  they  went,  heads  up  and  stems  down  as  before. 

"  Aye,  for-rard !  for-rard !"  mimicked  Mr.  Watchom ;  adding, 
"  you're  for-rard  enough,  at  all  events." 

After  running  about  three-quarters  of  a  mile  at  best  pace,  Mr.  Sponge 
viewed  the  fox  crossing  a  large  grass  field  with  all  the  steam  up  he  could 
raise,  a  few  hundred  yards  a-head  of  the  pack,  the  hounds  still  streaming 
along  most  beautifiilly,  not  viewing,  but  gradually  gainin;:^,  upon  him. 
At  last  they  broke  from  scent  to  view,  and  presently  rolled  him  over  and' 
oyer  among  them . 

"  Who-hoop  !"  screamed  Mr.  Sponge,  throwing  himself  off  his  horse 
and  rushing  in  amongst  them .  "  Who-hoop  !"  repeated  he,  still  louder, 
holding  the  fox  up  in  grim  death  above  the  baying  pack. 

"  Who-hoop  /"  exclaimed  Miss  Glitters,  reining  up  in  delight  alongside 
the  chestnut.  "  Who-hoop .'"  repeated  she,  diving  into  the  saddle-pocket 
for  her  lace-fringed  handkerchief. 

"  Throw  me  my  whip !"  cried  Mr.  Sponge,  repelling  the  attacks  of 
the  hounds  from  behind  with  his  heels.  Having  got  it,  he  threw  the 
fox  on  the  ground,  and  clearing  a  circle,  whipped  off  his  brush  in  an 
instant.  "  Tear  him  and  eat  him  1"  cried  he,  as  l^e  pack  broke  in  on 
the  carcase.  '^  Tear  him  and  eat  him  !"  repeated  he,  as  he  made  his  way 
up  to  MGss  Glitters  with  the  brush.  "  We'll  put  this  in  your  hat,  along- 
side the  cock's  feathers,"  said  he. 

The  £iiir  lady  leant  towards  him,  and  as  he  adjusted  it  becomingly  in 
her  hat,  looking  at  her  bewitching  eyes,  her  lovely  face,  and  feeling  the 
sweet  fragrance  of  her  breath,  a  something  shot  through  Mr.  Sponge's 
pull-devil,  pull-baker  coat,  his  corduroy  waistcoat,  his  Eureka  shirt,  and 
Angola  vest,  and  penetrated  the  very  cockles  of  his  heart.  He  gave  her 
such  a  series  of  smacking  kisses  as  startled  her  horse  and  astonished  a 
poacher  who  happened  to  be  hid  in  the  adjoining  hedge. 

Chaptjbb  LXVIII. 

the    second   burst. 

In  compliance  with  a  time-honoured  custom  we  closed  our  last  chapter 
with-  a  "  kill,"  though  it  must  be  evident  to  every  one,  especially  to  omr 
fair  readers,  that  there  is  a  great  deal  fbr  Mr.  Sponge  and  Miss  GUtten 
to  arrange  before  we  can  wind  up  our  long-winded  story  with  any  degxee 
of  propriety.  It  is  true  that  Miss  Lucy  had  caught  Mr.  Sponge  a&. 
deveriy  as  Sir  Harry  Scamperdale's  stringing  miscellaneous  hounds  Had 
caught  their  fox ;  but  between  Mr.  Sponge  and  the  hounds  there  was 
this  difference,  that  his  troubles  began  with  the  capture,  while  those  of 
the  hounds  ended.  This  palpable  truism  struck  our  friend  Mr.  Sponge 
almost  as  soon  as  he  felt  himself  possessed  of  love's  dai't,  and  threw  &. 
transitory  gloom  over  the  brilliant  achievement  we  have  just  recorded. 
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As*  be  eyed  his  angelic  charmer,  her  lustrous  eyes,  her  glowing  cheeks, 
her  pearly  teeth,  the  bewitching  fulness  of  her  ^egant  toumure^  and 
thought  of  the  masterly  way  she  rode  the  run — above  all,  of  the  dashing 
style  in  which  she  charged  the  mill-race — he  felt  a  something  quite  dif- 
ferent to  anything  he  had  experienced  with  any  of  the  buxom  widows  or 
lackadaisical  misses  who  he  could  just  love  or  not,  according  to  circum- 
stances, among  whom  his  previous  experience  had  lain.  Miss  Glit- 
ters, he  knew,  had  nothine^,  and  yet  he  felt  he  could  hot  do  without  her ; 
the  puzzlement  of  his  mmd  was,  how  the  deuce  they  should  manage 
matters— make  ''both  ends  meet,"  as  Paul  Pry  used  to  say. 

It  is  pleasant  to  hear  a  bachelor's  pros  and  cons  on  the  subject  of  matri- 
mony; how  the  difBculties  of  the  gentleman  out  of  love  vanish  or  change 
into  advantages  with  the  one  in — "  Oh,  I  would  never  think  of  manying 
without  a  couple  of  thousand  a  year  at  the  very  least  J"  exclaims  young 
Tom  Fastly.  '^  /  can't  do  without  three  hunters  and  a  hack.  /  can't 
do  without  a  valet.  /  can't  do  without  a  brougham.  /  must  belong  to 
half  a  dozen  clubs.  JPU  not  marr}'  any  woman  who  can*t  keep  me  com- 
fortable— ^bachelors  can  live  upon  nothing — bachelors  are  welcome  every- 
where— ^very  different  thing  with  a  wife.  Frightfiil  things  milliners'  bills 
— ^fifty  guineas  for  a  dress,  and  twenty  for  a  bonnet — ^ladies'  maids  are 
the  very  devil — never  satisfied — far  worse  to  please  than  their  mistresses." 
And  between  the  whiffs  of  a  cigar,  he  hums  the  old  saw 

'*  Needles  and  pins,  needles  and  pins, 
When  a  man  maiiies  his  sonrow  begins." 

Now  take  him  on  the  other  tack — ^Tom  is  smitten. 

'^  'Ord  hang  it»  a  married  man  can  live  on  very  little,"  soliloquises  our 
friend.     '^  A  nice  lovely  creature  to  keep  one  at  home.     Hunting's  all 
humbug ;  it*s  only  the  flash  of  the  thing  that  makes  one  follow  it   Then 
the  danger  far  more  than  counterbalances  the  pleasure.     Awful  places 
one  has  to  ride  over,  to  be  sure,  or  submit  to  be  called  '  slow.'     Horrible 
thing  to  set  up  for  a  horseman,  and  then  have  to  ride  to  maintain  one's  repu- 
tation.   Will  give  it  up  altogether.     The  bays  will  make  capital  carriage- 
horses,  and  one  can  often  pick  up  a  second-hand  carriage  as  good  as  new. 
Shall  save  no  end  of  money  by  not  having  to  put '  B'  to  my  name  in  the 
assessed  tax-paper.     One  club's  as  good  as  a  dozen — ^wul  give  up  the 
Polyanthus  and  the  Sunflower,  and  the  Refuse  and  the  Rag.     Ladies' 
dresses  are   cheap  enongh.     Saw  a  beautiful   gown  t'other  day  for  a 
guinea.     Will  start  Master  Bergamotte.     Does  nothing  for  his  wac^s ; 
will  scarce  dean  my  boots.     Can  get  a  chap  for  half  what  I  give  him, 
who'll  do  double  the  work.     Will  make  John  Sieve  into  a  coachman. 
What  a  convenience  to  have  one's  wife's  maid  to  sew  on  one's  buttons, 
and  keep  one's  toes  in  one's  stocking  feet.     Declare  I  lose  half  my 
things  at  the  washing  for  want  of  marking.     Hanged  if  I  won't  marry 
and  be  respectable — ^marriage  is  an  honourable  state!"  And  thereupon  Tom 
grows  a  couple  of  inches  taller  in  his  own  conceit. 

Though  Mr.  Sponge's  thoughts  did  not  travel  in  quite  such  a  luxurious 
first-class  train  as  the  foregoing,  he,  Mr.  Sponge,  neing  more  of  •  two 
shirts  and  a  dicky  sort  of  man,  yet  sidll  tne  future  ways  and  means 
weighed  upon  his  mind,  and  calmed  the  transports  of  his  present  joy. 
Lucy  was  an  angel !  about  that  there  was  no  dispute.  He  would  make 
her  Mrs.  Sponge  at  all  events.     Living  at  inns  was  very  expensive.     He 
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could  only  counterbalance  their  extravagance  by  the  rigid  rule  of  giving 
nothing  to  servants  at  private  honses.  He  thought  a  nice  airy  lodging 
in  the  suburbs  of  London  would  answer  every  purpose,  while  his  accu- 
rate knowledge  of  cab-fares  would  enable  Lucy  to  continue  her  engage- 
ment at  the  theatre  without  incurring  the  serious  overcharges  the  inex- 
perienced are  exposed  to.  "  Where  one  can  dine,  two  can  dine,"  mused 
Mr.  Sponge;  "  and.  I  make  no  doubt  we'll  manage  matters  somehow." 

"  Twopence  for  your  thoughts!"  cried  Lucy,  trotting  up,  and  touch- 
ing him  gently  on  the  back  with  her  light  silver-mounted  riding-whip. 
"  Twopence  for  your  thoughts !"  repeated  she,  as  Mr.  Sponge  sauntered 
leisurely  along,  regardless  of  the  bitter  cold,  followed  by  such  of  the 
hounds  as  chose  to  accompany  him. 

**Ah!"  replied  he,  brightening  up;  "I  was  just  thinking  what  a 
devilish  good  run  we'd  had." 

"  Indeed  r  pouted  the  fair  lady. 

"No,  my  darling;  I  was  thinking  what  a  devilish  pretty  girl  you 
are,"  rejoined  he,  sideling  his  horse  up,  and  encircling  her  neat  waist 
with  his  arm. 

A  sweet  smile  dimpled  her  plump  cheeks,  and  chased  the  recollection 
of  the  former  answer  away. 

It  would  not  be  pretty — indeed,  we  could  not  pretend  to  give  even ' 
the  outline  of  the  conversation  that  followed.  It  was  carried  on  in  such 
broken  and  disjointed  sentences,  eyes  and  squeezes  doing  so  much  more 
work  than  words,  that  even  a  Times  reporter  would  have  had  to  draw 
upon  his  imagination  for  the  substance.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  though 
the  thermometer  was  below  freezing,  they  never  moved  out  of  a  foot's 
pace ;  the  very  hounds  growing  tired  of  tne  trail,  and  slinking  off  one  by 
one  as  opportunity  occurred. 

A  dazzling  sun  was  going  down  with  a  blood-red  glare,  and  the 
partially  softened  ground  was  fast  resuming  its  fretwork  of  frost,  as  our 
nero  and  heroine  were  seen  sauntering  up  the  west  avenue  to  Nonsuch 
House,  as  slowly  and  quietly  as  if  it  had  been  the  hottest  evening  in 
summer. 

"  Here's  old  Coppertops!"  exclaimed  Captain  Seedeybuck,  as,  turning 
round  to  chalk  his  cue,  he  espied  them  crawling  along.  "  And  Lucy 
Glitters !"  added  he,  as  he  stood  watching  them. 

"  How  slow  they  come !"  observed  Bob  Spangles,  going  to  the 
window. 

"  Must  have  tired  their  horses,"  suggested  Captain  Quod. 

''Just  the  sort  of  man  to  tire  a  horse,"  rejoined  Bob  Spangles. 

'^  Hate  that  Mr.  Sponge,"  obsen^ed  Captain  Cutit&t. 

"  So  do  I,"  replied  Captain  Quod. 

"Well,  never  mind  the  beggar!  It's  you  to  play!"  exclaimed  Bob 
Spangles  to  Captain  Seedeybuck. 

But  Lady  Scattercash,  wno  was  observing  our  friends  from  her  boudoir 
window,  saw  with  a  woman*s  eye  that  there  was  something  more  than  a 
mere  case  of  tired  horses ;  and,  tripping  down  stairs,  she  arrived  at  the 
front  door  just  as  the  fair  Lucy  dropped  smilingly  from  her  horse  into 
Mr.  Spon&;e's  extended  arms.  Hurrying  up  into  the  boudoir,  Lucy  gave 
her  laydyship  one  of  Mr.  Sponge's  modified  kisses,  revealing  the  truth 
more  eloquently  than  words  could  convey. 

"Oh,'^  Lady  Scattercash  was  "«o  glad!"  "w  delighted!"  "«? 
charmed !" 
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Mr.  Sponge  was  a  nice  man,  and  rich.  She  was  sure  he  was  rich — 
eouldn't  hunt  if  he  wasn't.  Would  advise  Lucy  to  have  a  good  settlement, 
in  case  he  broke  his  neck.  And  pin  money ;  pin  money  was  most  useful ; 
no  husband  ever  let  his  wife  have  enough  money.  Must  forget  all  about 
Harry  Dacre  and  Charley  Brown,  and  the  officer  in  the  Blues.  Must 
be  prudent  for  the  future.  Mr.  Sponge  would  never  know  anything  of 
the  past.  Then  she  reverted  to  the  interesting  subject  of  settlements. 
•*  What  had  Mr.  Sponge  got,  and  what  would  he  do  ?"  This  Lucy  couldn't 
tell.  "What!  hadn't  he  told  her  where  his  estate  was?"— "No." 
"  Well,  was  his  dad  dead?*'  This  Lucy  didn't  know  either.  They  had 
got  no  further  than  the  tender  prop.  "  Ah !  well ;  would  get  it  all  out 
of  him  by  degrees."  And  with  the  reiteration  of  her  "so  glads,"  and 
the  repayment  of  the  kiss  Lucy  had  advanced,  her  ladyship  advised  her 
to  get  off  her  habit  and  make  herself  comfortable.  Lucy,  then,  leaving 
the  room  for  this  purpose,  Lady  Scattercash  hurried  down  stairs  to  com- 
municate the  astonishing  intelligence  to  the  party  below.. 

*^  What  d'ye  think  ?"  exclaimed  she,  bursting  into  the  bilHard-room, 
where  the  party  were  still  engaged  in  a  game  at  pool,  all  our  sportsmen, 
except  Captain  Cutitfat,  who  still  sported  his  new  Moses  and  Son  s  scarlet, 
having  divested  themselves  of  their  hunting-gear — "  what  d'ye  think  ?" 
exclaimed  she,  darting  into  the  middle  of  them. 

"  That  Bob  don't  cannon  ?"  observed  Captain  Bouncey  from  below  the 
bandage  that  encircled  his  broken  head,  nodding  towards  Bob  Spangles^ 
who  was  just  going  to  make  a  stroke. 

"That  Wax  is  out  of  limbo?"  suggested  Captain  Seedeybuck,  in  the 
same  breath. 

"  No.  Guess  again !"  exclaimed  Lady  Scattercash,  rubbing  her  hands 
in  high  glee. 

"  That  the  Pope's  got  a  son  ?"  observed  Captain  Quod. 

"  No.     Guess  again !"  exclaimed  her  ladyship,  laughing. 

"  I  give  it  up,"  replied  Captain  Bouncey. 

"  So  do  I,"  added  Captain  Seedeybuck. 

"  That  Mr,  Sponge  is  going  to  he  married,^*  enundated  her  ladyship, 
slowly  and  emphatically. 

"  H-o-o-ray  /  Only  think  of  that !"  exclaimed  Captam  Quod.  "  Old 
'hogany  tops  going  to  be  spliced !" 

"  Did  you  ever  ?"  asked  Bob  Spangles. 

"  No,  I  never/'  replied  Captain  Bouncey. 

"  He  should  be  called  Spooney  Sponge,  not  Soapey  Sponge,"  observed 
Captain  Seedeybuck. 

'*  Well,  but  who  is  it  to  ?"  asked  Captain  Bouncey. 

"  Ah,  who  is  it  to,  indeed !  That's  the  question,"  rejoined  her  lady« 
ship,  archly. 

"  I  know,"  observed  Bob  Spangles. 

"  No,  you  don't." 

«  Yes,  I  do." 

"  Who  is  it,  then  ?"  demanded  her  ladyship. 

"  Lucy  Glitters,  to  be  sure,"  replied  Bob,  who  hadn't  had  his  stare  out 
of  the  billiard-room  window  for  nothing. 

"  Pity  her,"  observed  Bouncey,  sprawling  along  the  billiaid-table  to 
play  for  a  cannon. 

"Why?"  asked  Lady  Scattercash. 

^^  Reg'lar  scamp,"  replied  Bouncey,  vexed  at  missing  his  stroke. 
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'^  Bare  say  yon  know  nothing  about  him,"  snapped  her  ladyship. 

^'  Don't  I  ?'*  replied  Bouncey,  complacently ;  adding,  <'  that's  idl  you 
know." 

'^  He'U  whop  her,  to  a  certainty/'  observed  Seedeybuck. 

^<  What  makes  yon  think  that :     asked  her  ladyship. 

"  Oh — ha — hem — haw — why,  because  he  whopped  his  poor  horse — 
whopped  him  over  the  ears.  Whop  his  horse,  whop  his  wiiFe ;  whop  his 
wife,  whop  his  horse.     Reg'lar  rule  of  tlu^e  sum." 

^^  Make  her  a  bad  husband^  I  dare  say,"  observed  Bob  Spangles,  who 
was  rathet"  smitten  with  Lucy  himself. 

^'  Never  mind ;  a  bad  husband*s  a  deal  better  than  none,  Bob,"  replied 
Lady  Scattercash,  determined  not  to  be  put  out  of  conceit  of  her  man. 

"JEfe,  he,  he! — hawy  haw,  haw! — hoy  ho,  ho!  Well  done  you!" 
laughed  severaL 

*^  She'll  have  to  keep  him,*'  observed  Captain  Cutitfat^  whose  turn  it 
now  was  to  play, 

^^  What  makes  you  think  that?"  asked  Lady  Scattercash,  coming  again 
to  the  charge. 

*^H€  has  nothing/'  replied  "Fat,"  coolly. 

^  'Deed,  but  he  has — a  very  good  property,  too,"  replied  her  ladyship. 

'*  In  iitVshire,  I  should  think,"  rejoined  '^Fat" 

^  No,  in  Englandshire," retorted  her  ladyship;  "  and  g^reat  expectations 
from  an  unde,"  added  she. 

"  He  looks  like  a  man  to  be  on  good  terms  with  his  unde,"  sneered 
Captain  Bouncey. 

*'  Make  no  doubt  he  pays  him  many  a  visit,"  observed  Seedeybuck. 

^  Lideed !  that's  all  you  know,"  snapped  Lady  Scattercash. 

"  It's  not  all  I  know,"  replied  Seedeybuck. 

**  Well,  then,  what  else  do  you  know?"  asked  she. 

^^  I  know  he  has  nothing,"  replied  Seedey. 

"  How  do  you  know  it  ?" 

''  /  know,"  said  Seedey,  with  an  emphasis,  now  settling  to  his  stroke. 

''Well,  never  mind,"  retorted  her  ladyship;  "if  he  has  nothing  she 
has  nothing,  and  nothing  can  be  nicer." 

So  saying,  she  hurried  out  of  the  roonL 

Chapter  LXIX. 
the  ways  and  means. 

Happy  Mr.  Sponge  !  happy  Miss  Glitters,  with  no  one  to  consult 
but  themselves  !  No  parents  or  guardians  to  rmi  the  approving  gauntlet 
of,  no  hungry  lawyer  to  make  quibbles  and  difficulties  for  th^  sake  of  in- 
creasing a  bill ! 

What  would  great  people — what  would  coroneted  heads,  with  their 
ancestries  and  pedigrees  and  parchment,  give  for  the  matrimonial  liberty 
the  lowly  enjoy  ? 

Talk  of  the  Catholic  confesdonal!  what  is  the  Catholic  confessional 
compared  to  the  sw^eethearting  confessional  of  an  innocdit,  inexperienced 
youth  to  inquisitive,  worldly-minded  parents.  The  Catholic  confession  is 
made  through  the  lattice-window  of  a  sentry-box,  in  the  ear  of  a  priest, 
who  is  so  used  to  the  thing  as  most  likely  to  care  very  little  about  what 
is  said,  while  the  sweethearting  confession  is  made  to  greedy  and  devour- 
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hig  ears,  who  drink  in  every  word,  laving  that  and  that  together,  very 
likety  with  nptumed  eyes  at  the  falsehood  and  exaggerations  of  the  world, 
and  sttrmises  as  to  whether  Sam  Softhead  will  not  be  the  best  chance 
aftorall. 

What  a  pity  that  the  world  is  so  given  to  exaggerate  prospects  that  a 
conscientious  young  man  can  hardly  fail  to  disappoint  at  a  time  he  is  most 
anxious  to  please.  When  ^'  the  gentleman  has  nothing  and  the  lady  has 
nothing,"  matters  are  easily  managed.  Like  the  gentleman's  progress, 
who  walked  with  his  head  under  his  arm,  the  first  step  is  everything^ 
get  married  and  trust  to  Providence  for  the  rest.  Providence  being  sup*- 
posed  especially  to  befriend  the  newly  married;  most  likely  because  the 
world  is  then  generally  done  with  them.  Still,  there  must  be  the  where- 
withal to  beg^n  upon,  and  even  the  most  careless  cut  out  something  like 
prospects  for  the  future. 

Young,  untried  men,  are  always  confident  of  their  ability  to  make 
their  ways  in  the  world.  Whatever  they  turn  their  hands  to  they  feel 
certain  of  succeeding  in.  They  never  have  the  slightest  fear  on  that  scoie. 
Having  ascertained  the  contrary,  they  generally  bethink  them  of  govern* 
ment  offices.  Government  offices  are  supposed  to  be  receptacles  for  all  im- 
provident and  unfortunate  men,  and  youths  without  a  profession.  ''  Oh, 
a  man  with  his  connexion  is  sure  to  get  something — his  friends  wUl  get 
him  a  berth  in  a  government  office,  or  something  of  that  sort  ;*'  and 
forthwith  every  member  of  parliament,  and  every  person  of  note  within 
the  range  of  the  family  acquaintance,  is  besieged  and  pestered  with  im- 
portunate applications. 

A  few  years  since  disengaged  gentlemen  bought  theodolites  and  set 
up  for  rsui  way  engineers.  That  occupation  has  vanished.  The  regulars 
of  the  profession  can  hardly  find  occupation.  Literature  is  rather  full,  as 
Mr.  Harrison  Ainsworth's  contributors  well  know. 

CaKfomia  haa  its  attractions,  but  not  for  men  fond  of  reading  ^'  Mogg." 
The  "  tout"  and  stable  "  tip,"  the  vagabond  betting-list  fraternity,  who 
trade  in  thousands  with  a  farthing  capital,  is  more  in  a  ^'Mogg"  man's 
line;  but  the  thing  is  sadly  overdone.  Look  at  BtWs  Life^  with  its 
columns  of  advertisements — ^its  **  Little  Dicks,"  and  "  Peeping  Toma," 
and  "Sneaking  Joes,"  and  "  Greedy  Harrys,"  with  their  "greatest  of 
all  certainties,"  their  "confidental  information,"  their  "liatest  intelli- 
gence," their  "unrivalled,"  "sterling,"  and  "matchless  tips,"  and  still 
more  matchless  impudence,  and  say  whether  there  would  be  room  for 
a  ''  Sporob  SuBSCBiFTtON  Bettiivg  Room,"  even  though  it  combined 
the  attractions  of  a  cigar  divan,  and  Lucy  Glitters  herself  took  the  cash. 
No;  but  Mr.  Sponge  possessed  a  quality  that  the  majority  of  these 
worthies*^  are  without,  namely,  knowing  a  horse's  head  from  his  tail,  and 
being  able  to  ride  one.  That,  Mr.  Spongy  decided,  was  his  forte.  He 
had  two  horses,  one  that  could  go  if  he  could  only  mount  him,  the  other 
that  could  go  when  he  (the  horse)  had  a  mind — and  Mr.  Sponge  deter- 

___,^j  III  ~  _■-■  -■!-  ■» 

*  BeW»  Life  of  the  16th  ult.  contained  a  notice  of  the  death  of  one  of  these 
gentlemen,  firom  whidi  we  extract  the  ibllowing,  for  the  purpose  of  showing  the 
material  of  which  some  of  them  are  made: — 

"Death  of  Mr.  Edward  Manning,  of  *Li8t'  Cbi.bbrxtt.— This  unfortunate 
man,  who  kq)t  a  very  large  book,  and  laid  against  horses  to  a  great  extent  for 
oamhig  events,  at  tile  Crown  Tavern,  Clifford's  Inn-passage,  Fleet-street,  died 
suddenly  on  I^iday  morning,  at  three  o'clock.  He  was  taken  seriously  ill  on 
Friday-  week,  and,  it  is  believed,  was  consumptive.  He  had  been  a  printer  on  the 
Morning  HtraMy  but,  his  health  declining,  he  became  a  betting-man." 
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mined  tbat  he  would  endeavour  to  make  him  have  a  mind.  The  steeple- 
chase season  was  coming  on,  and  he  would  enter  and  ride  them  whenever 
he  could.  Already  it  was  rumoured  tliat  the  Aristocratic  (Watchorn's 
Aristocratic)  was  to  be  run  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Nonsuch  House,  and 
there  were  plenty  more  elsewhere,  to  which  railways  would  easily  take 
him.     He  would  make  a  fortune  by  steeple-chasing. 

Meanwhile,  he  was  in  g^d  quarters,  and  Lady  Scattercash  having 
warmly  espoused  his  cause,  he  assumed  a  considerable  standing  in  the 
establishment.  Old  Beardey  having  ventured  to  complain  of  his  inter- 
ference in  the  kennel,  my  lady  curtly  told  him  he  might  '*  make  himself 
scarce  if  he  liked ;"  a  step  that  Beaa:dey  was  quite  ready  to  take,  having 
heard  of  a  desirable  public-house  at  Newington  Butts,  provided  Sir 
Harry  pud  him  his  wages.  This  not  being  quite  convenient,  Sir  Harry 
gave  him  an  order  on  "  Cabbage  and  Co."  for  three  suits  of  clothes, 
and  acquiesced  in  his  taking  a  massive  silver  soup  tureen,  on  which, 
beneath  the  many-quartered  Scattercash  arms,  Mr.  Watchorn  placed  aa 
inscription,  stating  that  it  was  presented  to  him  by  Sir  Harry  Scattercash, 
Baronet,  and  the  noblemen  and  gentlemen  of  his  hunt,  in  admiration  of 
his  talents  as  a  huntsman  and  his  character  as  a  man. 

Mr.  Sponge  then  became  still  more  at  home.  It  was  very  soon  ''  my 
hounds,*'  and  "  my  horses,"  and  "  my  whips ;"  and  he  wrote  to  Jawley- 
ford,  and  Puffington,  and  Guano,  and  Lumpleg,  and  Washball,  and 
Spraggon,  offering  to  make  meets  to  suit  their  convenience,  and  even  ta 
mount  them  if  required.  His  ^'  Mogg"  was  quite  neglected  in  favour 
of  Lucy;  and  it  says  much  for  the  influence  of  female  charms,  that  before 
they  had  been  engaged  a  fortnight,  he,  who  had  been  a  perfect  oracle 
in  cab  fares,  would  have  been  puzzled  to  tell  the  most  ordinary  &re  on 
the  most  frequented  route.  He  had  forgotten  all  about  them.  Never- 
theless, Lucy  and  he  went  out  hunting  as  often  as  they  could  i*aise 
hounds,  and  when  they  had  a  good  run  and  killed,  he  saluted  her ;  and 
when  they  didn't,  why — he  just  did  the  same.  He  headed  and  tailed 
ihe  stringing  pack,  drafted  the  skirters  and  babblers  (which  he  sent  to 
Lord  Scampeidale,  with  his  compliments),  and  presently  had  the  uneven 
kennel  in  something  like  shape. 

Nor  was  this  the  only  way  in  which  he  made  himself  useful,  for  Non- 
such House  being  now  supported  almost  entirely  by  voluntarily  contri- 
butions ;  tliat  is  to  say,  by  the  gullibility  of  tradesmen ;  his  street  and 
shop  knowledge  was  valuable  in  determimng  who  to  '^  do."  With  the 
Post-office  Directory  and  Mr.  Sponge  at  hb  elbow,  Mr.  Bottleends,  the 
butler — '^  delirius  tremendous"  naving  quite  incapacitated  Sir  Harry-^- 
wrote  off  for  champagne  from  this  man,  sherry  from  that,  turtle  from  a 
third,  turbot  from  a  fourth,  tea  from  a  fifth,  truffles  from  a  sixth,  wax- 
lights  from  one,  sperm  frx>m  another ;  and  down  came  the  orders  with 
such  alacrity,  such  expressions  of  gratitude  and  hopes  for  the  future, 
as  we  poor  devils  of  the  untitled  world  are  quite  unacquainted  with. 
Nay,  not  content  with  giving  him  the  goods,  the  demented  creatures 
paraded  their  folly  at  their  doors  in  new  deal  packing-boxes,  flourish- 
ingly directed  "To  Sib  Habbt  Scattebgabh,  Babt.,  Nonsuch 
House,  &c.     By  Express  Train.** 

And  here,  in  the  midst  of  love,  luxury,  and  fox-hunting,  let  us 
once  more  leave  our  enterprisine^  friend,  Mr.  Sponge,  we  hereby  enterino^ 
into  our  own  recognizance  in  the  sum  of  two  hundred  pounds  to  polisn 
him  off  next  month* 
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▲  TALB  FOUNDED  ON   FACT. 

I  do  loTe  these  ancient  ruins. 

We  neyer  tread  upon  them,  but  we  set 

Our  foot  upon  some  rererend  history. 

Webstx&'s  Dw^ien  ofMcdfy, 

It  is  now  full  thirty  summers  nnce,  as  a  young  Oxonian,  I  spent  some 
months  of  a  long  vacation  in  a  pedestrian  tour  in  North  Wales. 

I  rememher  well,  aa  though  it  were  hut  yesterday,  setting  out  with  a 
full  purse  and  a  light  heart,  staff  in  hand,  from  the  gate  of  old  gahle- 
ended  Chester,  through  Wales  to  wend  '^  my  solitary  way.**  I  sailed 
without  chart  or  compass,  following  no  more  imperative  guide  than  the 
caprice  of  the  moment,  or  the  wanderings  of  my  own  sweet  will. 
Here  I  scaled  a  mountain,  legend  haunted,  and  there  I  visited  an  antique 
mansion.  Here  I  lay  like  a  crazed  poet,  musing  in  spite  of  myself  for 
hours  heside  a  fiUl,  lulled  hy  the  throhbing  plunge  of  the  music-thunder 
of  its  waters;  there  I  g^ped  for  ihe  live-long  day  amid  the  rarely 
visited  ruins  of  some  grey-stoned,  nameless  abhey,  repeopling  it  with  the 
heings  of  the  past,  and  summoning  its  white-clad  chapter  from  their  long, 
long  sleep  in  the  echoing  tomhs  heneath  my  feet,  before  the  tribunal  of  my 
mind.  Now  I  strove,  perched  on  some  jutting  crag,  to  realise  the  moun> 
tain-worship  of  the  antediluvian  races,  and  to  shape  spirits  of  the  storm 
from  the  white  mist  that  boiled  up  in  smoking  wreaths  from  the  seething 
jaws  of  the  bottomless  pit  below  me.  Now  lying  under  ihe  pinnacles  of 
some  ruined  sea-tower,  I  rhapsodised  from  the  riches  of  a  brain,  '^  new 
stuffed  with  old  romance,"  on  the  pageantries  and  savage  revelries  once 
held  in  those  halls  now  vaulted  only  by  heaven. 

Such  were  my  reveries ;  and  yet  stdl  more  frequently,  must  I  own  it, 
loving  as  I  do  to  espy  Nature  embosked  in  wildest  solitude,  fishing-rod  in 
hand  (a  mere  excuse),  and  some  loved  poet  in  my  pocket,  I  strolled  from 
my  rustic  ion  and  suled  forth  like  an  early  discoverer  into  an  unknown 
country.  Then,  for  hours,  oblivious  to  the  social  frankness  of  my  Welsh 
landlord  and  the  charms  of  his  black-eyed  daughter,  I  would  follow  the 
windings  of  some  brawling  mountain  stream;  and  led  further  and  further 
by  its  chafing  ripple,  I  strayed  by  lake,  through  rocky  pass  and  wooded 
elen,  till,  with  mind  replete  with  scenes  of  beauty,  and  with  pannier 
filled  with  such  a  goodly  array  of  speckled  trout  as  would  have  made 
honest  Walton  positively  swoon  for  joy,  I  returned,  weary  in  body,  but 
elastic  and  refreshed  in  mind,  to  a  good  supper,  and  a  blanched  and 
lavendered  bed  in  my  pleasant  hostelrie. 

It  was  on  a  heart-warming,  sunny  morning  in  August  that  I  started 
for  such  a  ramble  as  I  have  mentioned,  from  the  odd  little  fishing-town 
of  Barmouth,  or  Aber  Maw,  on  the  coast  of  Merionethshire,  a  comer  of 
the  world  that  the  tourist  may  remember,  with  its  quaint  houses  perched 
upon  a  rock  abovo  the  river,  its  white-sailed  vessels,  and  its  K^^up  of 
hatted  women  and  stalwart  fishermen  enlivening  the  beach ;  for  here^ 
in  the  very  heart  of  piscators'  land,  having  pitched  my  tent,  I  had  ad- 
venturously  visited  the  adjacent  lakes,  the  eleven  tributary  streams  that 
empty  their  little  urns  into  the  sea,  and  the  broad  Mawddach  which. 
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threading  its  devious  way  among  the  mountains,  arrives  at  last,  after 
passing  many  a  fair  spot,  at  the  scattered  town  of  Dolgelly,  not 

Making  sweet  music  wi&  tfae  enamelled  stones, 
Giveth  a  gentle  kiss  to  every  sedge 
Ue  overtiSoes  in  his  pilgrimage ; 

hut,  as  a  Welsh  river  should,  flowing  wildly  on  its  way  post  hold,  rocky  pro- 
montories, there  clad  with  dark,  star-proof  woods,  and  here  overshadowed 
hy  hills,  hid  only  with  the  thidc  purple  blossoms  of  the  heath- flower,  or 
the  varicoloured  weavrngs  of  the  rock-lichen. 

But  I  had  heard  of  Druids,  and  nodiing  would  satisfy  me  hut  I  must 
visit  the  Meini  Gwyr  Ardudwy,  or  the  obelisk  stones  that  mark  tbe 
grave  of  the  heroes  of  Ardudwy ;  the  Celtic  ramparts  of  Cars  y  Gedol ; 
the  British  camp  of  Dinas  Corddyn;  the  holy  circle  of  the  Druids,  called 
Cameddi  Hengwn;  and  last,  but  before  all,  the  great  Coeten  Arthur,  or 
rock,  denominated  *'  King  Arthur's  quoit,"  which  evexy  Welshman,  and 
therefore  every  lover  of  the  Welsh,  amongst  whom  I  enrol  myself,  is 
bound  to  beheve  was  hmrled,  by  the  semi-Homeric  champion  above 
named,  all  the  long  way  from  the  blue  peak  of  Moelfre,  let  alone  the 
mark  of  the  hero's  grasp  upon  its  lichened  surface. 

But  should  I  forget  Harlech,  towering,  in  its  pride  of  strength,  upon 
a  rock  that  overlooks  the  sea.  I  made  a  long  day's  visit  to  tbat 
ruined  fortalice  of  the  princes  of  North  Wales,  enjoying  from  its  walls 
the  distant  views  of  the  vast  Snowdon  range,  upreared,  like  a  Titan 
rampart,  between  me  and  England.  I  strayed,  too,  down  to  the  broad 
sand-beach,  now  far  distant  from  the  castle,  whose  lower  walls  the  sea 
once  washed,  and,  proceeding  some  miles  further  along  the  shore,  I 
seated  myself  upon  the  Sam  Badrig,  or  St.  Patrick's  Causeway,  an  old 
sea-bulwark,  mentioned,  I  believe,  in  the  ''  Triads,"  probably  erected  by 
some  ancient  Cambrian  king,  and  which  runs  into  the  deep.  I  listened 
to  the  murmur  of  the  waves,  and  thought  over  wild  legends  of  barbarian 
chieftains  and  cities  beneath  the  sea.  I  was  so  much  delighted,  indeed, 
with  Harlech  and  its  stone-built  cottages,  that  I  came  thither  several 
times  from  Barmouth,  and  on  one  of  those  occasions  entered  into  con- 
versation with  the  old  seneschal  who  shows  the  castle  to  visitors — a  life 
about  as  suggestive  of  mortality  as  a  sexton's,  and  perhaps  equally  per- 
verted. My  cicerone  was  an  intelligent  old  man,  and  delighted  me  with 
the  warmth  of  his  manner  and  the  interest  he  seemed  to  take  in  the 
ruins  and  the  legends. 

Finding  me  a  ready  listener,  he  told  me  that  the  oldest  wall,  one  of 
which  he  pointed  to  as  he  spoke,  was  of  the  time  of  Malgwyn  Gwynedd, 
Prince  of  North  Wales,  who  flourished  in  the  year  630,  a  remote  date, 
which  is  but  yesterday  to  genealogists,  who  put  Noah  himself  at  least 
half-way  down  their  genealogical  tree.  Here,  too,  he  said  lived  Bronweu, 
*^  the  white-necked,"  a  proud  beauty,  who,  being  struck  by  her  savage 
husband,  lit  up  the  flames  of  civil  war  in  the  land,  and  added  another 
item  to  those  three  evil  blows  which  the  *'  Triads"  say  were  the  ruin  of 
Britain.  But  the  stronghold  where  the  wearers  of  the  golden  torques 
and  the  amber  wreath  had  ruled  fell  into  decay,  like  all  sublunary  things, 
and  was  not  rebuilt  till  the  conquest  of  Edward,  the  lion-hearted,  who 
held  it  as  a  point  suitable  to  repress  the  barbarians  of  the  interior,  it 
being  adapted  by  its  situation  to  receive  succours  from  the  sea.  There 
the  arch  rebel,  Owen  Glendower,  stood  a  siege,  and  thither  that  ''  She- 
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Wolf  of  'FruDce*'  came  with  her  jewels  and  toeasore  after  the  slaughter  at 
Northampton,  eie  she  fled  to  France  and  to  the  arms  of  old  King  Rene, 
the  minstrel  kxng ;  for  it  was  the  last  tower  that  held  out  for  falling 
Lancaster  and  the  king  too  good  ht  earth,  just  ub  it  afterwards  was  the 
last  standing-place  for  the  Stuarts. 

The  old  man  seemed  to  lore  theplaoe,  which  was  to  him  as  the  court- 
yard of  the  tomh.  His  pale  thin  cheek  glowed  with  pleasure  as  he  leant 
over  the  ruined  wall  and  looked  across  the  still  Uue  expanse  of  the  Irish 
Sea,  that  seemed,  as  the  poets  say,  like  an  uncovered  mine  of  gold  peering 
beneath  the  last  rays  of  a  noonday's  sun.  With  the  air  of  a  veteran  he 
pointed  me  out  the  triple  defences  of  the  tower-crowned  rook,  the  gloomy 
strength  of  the  dungeons,  and  the  gieat  breach  which  one  M3rtton  (whose 
£Eunily,  I  believe,  is  still  existing  in  Cheshire)  made,  and  which  forced 
the  brave  Major  Pennant  and  his  brave  little  band  to  yield  the  hold. 

Then  my  old  friend  pointed  me  out  the  sallyport  which  once  opened 
on  the  beach,  but  now  on  meadows,  since  the  sea  that  bore  hither  the 
English  vessel  and  the  Danish  galley  had  retreated,  like  a  generous  foe, 
irom.  an  old  disarmed  warrior,  when  the  warrior,  from  the  mast  head, 
fought  hand  to  hand  with  those  on  the  battlement  of  the  lowest  waU. 

*'  Oh,  it  was  a  famous  strong  place,"  said  the  seneschal,  ^^  where  our  own 
kings  ruled  the  mountain  land,  and  many  a  tough  bout  of  war  these  walls 
of  ours  have  beat  back.  I  recollect  a  story  now  that  I  beard  long  ago,  of  a 
knight  who  once  kept  these  towers,  who  shouted  out  to  his  besiegers,  who 
shook  their  long  spears  far  below,  that  he  had  once  held  a  castle  in  France 
(it  was  in  the  time  of  Edward  of  Caernarvon)  so  long  that  every  old 
woman  in  Fotoo  (Poictou)  talked  of  it;  and  that  if  he  hadirt  good  terms 
he  would  hold  Harlech  till  every  old  woman  in  Wales  talked  of  it." 

I  smiled,  as  in  duty  bound,  at  the  naXve  effrontery  of  the  knight, 

Whose  bones  are  dust, 
And  his  good  sword  rust; 

and  charmed  with  the  castle  and  its  situation,  and  not  less  with  my  gprey» 
headed  friend,  I  seated  myself  by  his  side  on  the  broad  stones  of  the 
terrace  wall,  and  began  to  enter  into  conversation  with  him  about  the 
distuictive  beauties  of  Dolgelly,  near  which  town  I  found  he  had  been 
born. 

"  I  was  there  but  yesterday,"  I  said,  ''  fishing  down  ihe  Mawddach, 
and  amusing  myself  by  collecting  legends  of  the  country  from  any  fisher- 
men and  quarrymen  with  whom  I  met,  and  inquiring  the  names  of  places 
in  your  own  beautiful  language — of  one  place  with  a  romantic  name — 
the  Money  Bauks,  I  thjuik  they  called  it.  I  could,  however,  get  no 
distinct  explanation." 

"  Oh!"  replied  my  friend,  eagerly, "  a  retbed,  peaceful  spot,  not  far  fipom 
Cymmer  Abbey,  in  the  vale  of  Llanalltyd,  a  lovely  field  just  by  the 
monks'  orchard." 

"  The  veiy  same,"  I  replied. 

"  I  know  it  well,"  he  said,  '^  and  have  reason  to  remember  it  well,  for 
with  it  is  connected  a  stoiy  of  singular  interest." 

"  Pray  relate  it,"  I  replied,  in  my  blandest  tones,  with  all  the  eagerness 
of  a  book-making  tourist, ''  and  sit  beneath  the  shadow  of  this  half-ruined 
bastion,  for  here  the  sea-breeze  tempers  the  heat" 

"  It  is  some  forty  years  a«:o,"  he  commenced,  seeing  me  a  willing 
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auditor,  '^  nnce  I  laboured  as  a  stripling  on  my  father's  farm  at  the  abbey 
you  just  mentioned.  It  is  a  beautiful  spot  that  little  vale,  with  its  wooded 
hills,  its  mountains  crowned  by  the  twin  peak  of  Cader  Idris,  with  its 
crown  of  mist,  its  thundering  cataracts,  and  its  peaceful  meadows,  through 
which  the  little  Maw,  unchecked  by  rock  or  crag,  glides  so  sweetly.     I 
had  no  gpreat  love  for  those  things  then,  but  still  I  felt  a  secret  pleasure 
in  their  sight,  which  stole  unconsciously  to  my  heart.     Almost  the  first 
tales  I  can  remember  hearing  at  my  father's  nouse  were  about  the  old 
abbey ;  and  I  can  recal,  as  if  it  were  but  yesterday,  the  glowing  of  mj 
heart  when  some  old  crone  told  me  of  tbe  noble  monk  who  betrayed 
your  English  king,  Henry,  to  the  ambushed  army  of  the  indomitable 
Llywelin  ap  Jorworth.     The  thought  of  those  things  coloured  my  life, 
and  followed  me  forth  into  the  scenes  around  the  farm.     As  I  lay  by  the 
river-side,  watching  my  sheep,  I  would  dream  of  the  great  Welsh  princes 
who  founded  the  little  chapel  whose  ruins  were  beside  me,  or  would  picture 
to  myself  the  white-robed  monks  angling  in  the  stream  on  which  I  gazed. 
My  own  bedroom,  indeed,  had  been,  if  tradition  said  true,  either  the 
abbot's  chamber,  or  the  refectory  of  the  order ;  and  although  I  knew  little 
enough  of  the  manners  of  those  old  times,  I  knew  sufficient  to  enable  me 
to  people  it  with  beings  and  scenes  of  the  past,  and  in  the  past  more  than 
the  present  I  lived,  moved,  and  had  my  being.     I  could  not  have  been 
more  than  thirteen,  when  one  day,  as  I  was  busied  in  clearing  the  over* 
g^wn  ivy  ^m  one  of  the  long  lancet  windows  of  the  chapel,  I  heard  a 
rustling  sound  behind  me,  which  made  me  turn  and  rest  for  a  moment  to 
gaze  on  the  intruder.     It  was  a  youth  fantastically  dressed,  and  wearing 
a  square  college  cap,  bound  round  with  a  garland  of  laurel ;  he  was  pale 
and  careworn,  and  his  eye  wore  a  vacant,  wild,  and  restless  expression.  He 
did  not  speak  to  or  even  notice  me,  but  he  went  on,  stooping  over  the 
shivered  fragments  of  a  tomb  which  he  was  examining,  and  which,  with 
a  solemn  air,  he  cleared  of  the  lichen  and  moss  which  encrusted  it.     He 
then  attempted  to  fit  together  the  scattered  fragments ;  and  seeing  him 
unable  to  lifb  one  from  its  extreme  weight,  I  went  and  helped  him  to  nuse 
it  to  complete  his  toil.    .  He  seemed  pleased,  but  did  not  speak ;  and 
finding  no  shape  or  form  resulted  from  his  labours,  he  walked  on.  I  often 
saw  him  after  this,  and  found,  on  inquiring  of  my  father,  that 'he  was  an 
idiot,  the  only  son  of  his  mother,  and  she  a  widow,  whose  large  family 
estate,  at  the  death  of  her  husband,  owing  to  the  mismanagement,  or  per- 
haps knavery,  of  a  steward,  had  dwindled  down  till  scarcely  a  field  was 
left  around  the  old  mansion  which  she  could  call  her  own.     But  what 
cared  she  for  this,  when  her  son  was  carrying  off  eveiy  honour  at  Oxford 
— was  the  pride  of  his  college — and  was  affording  promise  of  rising  one 
day  to  the  highest  distinction  in  the  law,  the  profession  for  which  he  was 
destined?     His  natural  ambition  was  spurred  on  by  the  poverty  which 
drags  down  the  little  mind.*' 

<<  Was  his  name  Fenlvn  ?''  I  exclaimed.  *^  Wasn't  be  seized  with  a 
brain  fever  on  the  eve  of  taking  his  degree  ?  I  think  I  have  heard  his 
histoiy  mentioned  as  a  warning  against  over-application?'' 

"He  was,  poor  fellow!"  continued  the  old  man;  "and  from  that 
fever,  which  kept  him  for  weeks  suspended  over  the  brink  of  the  grave, 
he  awoke  to  worse  than  death — to  lielpless  idiotcy.  He  was  taken  to 
Italy,  but  all  was  of  no  avail;  he  seemed  to  pine  for  his  native  hills,  and 
they  brought  him  home ;  and  the  servants  of  the  big  house  wept,  as  I  have 
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heard,  to  see  thor  yoxxoz  master  in  so  pitiful  a  state.     His  only  pleasure 
was  to  put  on  his  Oxford  gown,  and  roam  about  alone  among  tne  fields. 

*'  It  nearly  broke  his  mother^s  heart  at  first,  but  she  lived  through  it, 
and  after  a  time  bore  the  sore  blow  with  a  holy  patience  which  only 
Heaven  could  have  sent  her.  She  nursed  him  like  an  infant,  and  would 
have  tended  him  with  the  ever-watchful  care  of  a  guardian  angel,  but 
another  grief  still  awaited  her  to  wean  her  heart  still  more  from  earth  to 
heaven.  But  it  was  her  father's  will,  who  was  in  heaven,  and  she  bore 
this  too.  For  he  would  not  now  rest  as  before  in  the  grand  but  gloomy 
chambers  of  his  father's  house,  but  would  hurry  out  to  the  mountains, 
where  he  would  lie  on  his  back  on  some  point,  and  watch  the  passing  clouds 
as  if  he  was  conversing  with  the  angels,  for  hours  together.  Often  he 
would  wander  down  to  the  beach  and  speak  to  the  waves  as  if  he  was  ad- 
dressing a  stormy  multitude,  bat  oftener  still  he  would  stroll  amongst  the 
abbey  ruins,  and  spend  half  the  day  in  digging  up  the  chapel  floor,  in 
scraping  the  moss  from  some  carved  corbel,  or  in  examining  the  wall 
stones  as  if  in  search  of  some  hidden  spring. 

^^Some  said  this  arose  from  the  thought  of  his  mother's  poverty  weighing 
upon  his  heart ;  others,  that  it  was  but  an  half-effaced  remembrance  of  his 
old  enthusiasm  for  Gothic  architecture ;  but  to  me  there  was  always  some- 
thing intensely  touching  in  seeing  one  whi>se  soul  was  already  in  heaven 
so  intent  on  tne  past,  when  to  him  the  present  was  dark  undefined  night, 
and  the  future  an  unknown  country. 

"Here,  even  at  the  early  dawn,  I  could  find  him  kneeling  on  the  cold 
earth,  the  tears  of  joy  running  down  his  poor  pale  cheeks,  as  the  sun,  to 
him  a  newly-created  world,  rose  slowly  over  the  east  Avindow. 

"  But  stdl  more  often  the  dreams  of  an  ambition,  lost  for  ever,  would 
seem  to  press  on  his  thoughts,  and  he  would  sit  on  the  river's  banks  till 
nightfall  drew  on,  gazing  with  lacklustre  eyes  on  a  book  in  some  strange 
character,  ^schylus,  I  think  I  heard  his  mother  call  it  (I  nodded 
assent),  which  he  always  kept  in  his  bosom. 

"  And  I've  known  my  father,  when  he's  been  sitting  there,  striving,  as 
it  were,  against  fate,  turn  away  his  head  to  hide  the  large  tears  running 
down  his  cheeks ;  for,  indeed,  it  was  a  pitiful  sight,  and  my  father  felt 
for  him  the  more  because  he  knew  he  was  the  last  of  an  old  stock  de- 
scended from  the  King  of  Powisland,  and  known  half  the  country  over. 

"Mr.  Penlyn  was  always  silent,  and  seemed  with  knitted  brow  ever 
trying  to  collect  his  scattered  and  wandering  thoughts,  and  resume 
the  suspended  projects  of  his  earlier  life.  More  than  once  an  old 
college  friend  came  to  see  him,  and  then  he  looked  thoughtful,  bent 
his  head  as  if  trying  to  remember  faces  he  had  seen  before,  smiled 
faintly,  and  again  rested  his  eyes  on  his  book,  and  wandered  forth  on 
a  ramble. 

"  I  often  found  him  bending  over  the  water  as  if  holding  commu- 
nion with  some  spirit  within  its  depth,  or  in  our  sunny  orchard,  stretched 
out  beneath  a  shady  tree,  one  hand  under  his  head,  and  the  other  clasping 
his  iEschylus  stiil  open  to  his  heart." 

"  I  think,"  said  I,  apologising  for  the  interruption — "  I  think  he  was 
employed  in  a  translation  of  iBschylus  when  the  hand  of  Heaven  smote 
him." 

"  Very  like.  Perhaps,  as  I  was  saying,  Heaven  granted  him  glimpses, 
in  these  short  slumbers,  of  eternal  peace ;  for  if  he  awoke  suddenly  at  the 
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sound  of  my  foot,  or  ihe  load  soDg  of  a  bird  in  tome  adjoining  tree,  h» 
would  start  up,  fall  on  his  knees,  and  point  in  rapture  to  the  sky. 

^*  All  these  things  made  a  deep  impression  on  my  boyish  mmd,  and  I 
soon  learnt  to  regard  him  with  a  love  mixed  with  awe,  and  I  would  biizig' 
him  food  into  the  field,  and  help  him  as  he  toiled  at  his  useless  digging. 
He  soon  learnt  to  know,  and  even  to  love  me.  He  would  run  to  meet 
me,  wait  for  me  as  I  went  afield,  and,  occasionally,  even  call  for  me  at 
my  &ther^s  house.  My  mother  always  kept  a  vacant  seat  for  him,  for 
she  used  to  say,  good  woman,  that  it  made  her  heart  bleed  to  see  one 
well  bom  so  gnevously  a£9icted.  He  kept  his  mattock  in  a  comer 
of  our  room,  from  whence  he  would  take  it  at  regular  and  never-foigotten 
hours. 

^^  Such  were  his  habits  when  I  first  knew  him.  He  loved  me,  he  knew 
not  why.  I  loved  him,  as  a  boy  might  an  infant  brother.  It  was  just 
such  an  evening  as  this,  I  remember  it  well,  and  we  were  all  seated  at 
our  evening  meal,  when  he  entered  looking  more  anxious  and  thoughtful 
than  usual ;  a  wild  light,  I  thought,  seemed  to  gleam  in  his  soulless  eyes. 

^^  '  God  be  with  thee,  Mr.  Penlyn,'  said  my  father,  respectfully  bowing 
and  rising  from  his  chair  to  make  room  for  him  at  the  board. 

"  <  Be  setited,  good  Mr. .    I  know  not  your  name;  but  'tis  well.    I 

came  to  borrow  a  crowbar  and  an  axe,  for  I  dreamt  last  night  of  a 
treasure  under  the  chapel  window,  and  I  go  to  prove  the  truth  of  God's 
voice.' 

"  An  involuntary  smile  crept  over  my  fadier*s  face,  but  he  was  a  warm- 
hearted man,  and  he  stifled  it  at  the  birth. 

^' '  Owen,'  he  said,  in  a  low  voice  to  me,  'follow  Mr.  Penlyn,  and  help 
him  to  carry  the  tools, — ^humour  him,  poor  fellow  !' 

'^  In  silence  I  followed  him  to  the  chapel.  The  sun  was  just  sinking  in 
the  west,  and  shed  a  solemn  light  over  the  grey  ruin. 

'^  My  firiend  paused  for  a  moment  as  if  in  recollection,  and  then  in  a 
deep  voice  said  to  me,  pointing  to  a  spot  beneath  a  half-defaced  rood- 
cross  carved  on  the  wall,  *  'Twas  here  where  the  finger  on  the  tomb 
pointed  to  me.  In  Grod's  name  and  the  great  statue's,  dig !'  And  so 
saying,  he  struck  the  crowbar  into  the  groimd  with  great  violence. 

**  It  might  have  been  that  my  mind  was  nervously  excited,  for  I  &ncied 
it  sounded  hollow,  and  echoed  to  the  stroke.  We  worked  steadily  on, 
and  in  half  an  hour's  hard  toil  had  dug  a  hole  of  some  depth. 

« ( My  bar  strikes  something  hard,'  I  cried. 

^*  A  few  minutes  more,  and  I  reached  and  drew  forth  a  rusty  iron  casket 
of  large  size,  half  decayed  by  time,  and  through  whose  broken  side 
streamed  forth  a  shower  of  silver  coin.  We  both  shouted  for  joy,  and 
my  poor  friend  clutched  a  handful  in  rapture.  '  All  was  over,'  was  his 
cry,  and  *  Penlyn  is  restored.' 

'^  'Twas  all  disclosed.  It  had  been  the  thought  of  his  life,  one  that, 
perhaps,  driving  him  to  insanity,  had  survived  even  the  wreck  of  rea- 
son— to  raise  his  mother  from  poverty,  aiid  restore  the  ruined  house 
of  Penlyn. 

"  A  few  more  strokes  of  the  pickaxe  disclosed  a  small  vaulted  recess — 
perhaps  originally  connected  by  subterranean  passages  with  the  abbot's  lodg- 
mg — m  which  were  several  gold  vessels  of  curious  workmanship  and  great 
value,  probably  buried  here  at  the  time  of  the  dissolution  of  monasteries. 
My  astonishment  was  unbounded;  but  Penlyn  seemed  to  have  anticipated 
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the  truth  of  his  heaTen-sent  dream.  I  had  come  bat  to  humour  the 
caprice  of  an  'innocent/  and  here  was  I  utterly  confounded  by  the 
results  exceeding  all  that  a  sober  judgment  could  have  anticipated. 

''  I  need  hardly  describe  the  surprise  of  my  ^Either,  or  the  wonder  of  the 
townsmen,  who  were  inclined  to  see  in  it  something  *  passing  man's  judg- 
ment.' The  event  to  a  superstitious  mind  seemed  to  be  like  a  red  comet 
from  the  heavens  foreboding  the  future,  and  my  father  himself  refused  any 
share  of  such  heaven-sent  treasure,  and  only  kept  a  few  of  the  smaller 
coins  as  a  remembrance  of  eo  extraordinary  an  event. 

''  Again  the  family  of  Fenlyn  looked  up,  and  again  the  broad  lands 
widened  round  the  old  mansion.  But  my  poor  friend  d3x>oped  after 
this,  as  if  blasted  by  the  communication  of  a  secret  from  Heaven;,  he 
drooped  and  g^w  weaker  and  weaker ;  but  still  he  visited  daily  his  old 
haunts,  and  strolled  with  fond  interest  round  the  scene  of  the  treasure- 
finding. 

^'  The  early  days  of  January,  1785,  were  wild  and  stormy,  and  one  night 
in  particular  the  wind  roared  with  surging  thunder  amons^  the  leafless 
trees,  and  our  house  shook  to  its  very  foundation  in  the  hurricane.  I 
went  early  to  the  chapel,  and  t^pre,  beneath  the  ruins  of  a  fallen  wall, 
his  mattock  still  clutched  in  his  small  whito  hand,  and  the  well-known 
.£schylus,  all  wet  with  rain  near  him,  lay  my  poor  friend.  He  was 
quito  dead ;  but  a  smile  played  about  his  lips,  as  if  reason  had  returned 
as  death  smote  his  frail  body  and  sent  it  unsummoned  before  its  merciful 
Judge.  May  we  meet  again  in  heaven! — His  body  lies  under  a  plain 
stone  in  Dolgelly  churchycffd." 

The  old  man  wiped  a  tear  from  his  eye  as  he  concluded,  and  I,  unwil- 
ling to  stifle  the  generous  emotion  of  the  o'er-fraught  heart,  slipped  a 
eoin  into  his  hand  (I  won't  toll  you  how  much,  reader),  and  set  forth  a 
sadder,  and  I  trust,  therefore,  a  wiser  man,  for  Barmouth. 
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HESTER  SOMERSET  HAS  TURNED  ARTIST. — ^HBR  DEFORMED  LOVBR. 

Hapfy  spirit  of  the  young,  though  frail  and  easily  bowed  down  as  the 
reed,  yet  elastic  also  as  that!  the  winds  of  misfortune  pass  not  to  rend  or 
to  shatter,  as  the  storm  crushes  the  tree  of  sterner  manhood ;  for  the  reed 
stoops  to  earth,  and  rises  again  with  its  soil  feathery  blossoms  uninjured, 
and  ready  to  drink  once  more  the  fragrant  dews  of  even. 

Who  is  joyful  again?  Who  smiles  in  that  little  room,  the  white- 
curtained  wmaow  of  which  looks  down  into  the  squalid  street?  Perse- 
verance is  Hester's  great  virtue;  she  is  one  never  to  sink — ^never  to  rehix 
in  her  endeavours — ^never  to  despair.  Perseverance!  best  friend  of  man 
in  hours  of  mischance.     Perseverance!  that  conquers  when  valour  ftils; 
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that  performs  so  oft  what  genius  cannot  achieve — ^the  sister  of  Hope^  and 
the  mother  of  Success. 

Hester,  seated  at  her  table,  was  bending  over  a  sheet  of  drawing-paper, 
for  she  had  resolved  on  turning  artist.  Her  natural  talent  for  dra^-in^ 
had  been  early  cultivated.  At  Brookland  Hall,  when  a  mere  child,  we 
introduced  her  studying  her  art ;  then  she  laid  on  the  magic  tints,  and 
made  the  breathing  paper  emulate  Nature's  beauties,  for  amusement  only. 
The  time  had  arrived  when  she  must  do  this  for  bread.  The  time  liad 
arrived  when  her  father's  fate,  his  very  life,  seemed  to  depend  upon  the 
efforts  of  her  pencil. 

Yet  happy  looked  Hester  now,   stooping  at  her  employment,    and 
beautiful  as  she  was  happy.     The  tear  recently  shed  had  left  no  stain  on 
those  soft  cheeks ;  they  might  have  been  thinner  than  in  years  past,   but 
the  excitement  of  far-looking  visions  spread  over  them  a  rosy  glow.     Her 
deep-blue  eyes  beamed  with  liquid  light,  like  those  delicious  patches  of 
heaven  seen  in  April  when  showers  have  ceased  falling.     Her  head  did 
not  now,  as  once,  throw  down  its  luxuriant  ringlets  on  the  drawing-paper, 
half-concealing  the  picture.     The  shining  hair  was  wound  back  irom  the 
forehead,  and  bound  in  a  mass  behind,  tpo  necklace  adorned  her  throat; 
no  golden  trinkets,  which  women  love,  sparkled  on  her  bosom;  poverty- 
forbade  this:  but,  instead.  Nature's  snow  shone  there;  the  blue  wander- 
ing veins  marked  the  satin-like  skin,  and  the  soft  breast  beat  and  beat, 
every  throb  telling  of  the  goodness  of  the  young  heart  beneath ;  every 
pulse  speaking  of  virtue. 

On  the  table  beside  Hester  lay  two  or  three  pieces  in  water-colours — 
pictures  of  fruits  and  flowers,  a  description  of  painting  in  which  she  evinced 
no  ordinary  talent.     A  subject  of  a  more  ambitious  nature  now  occupied 
her ;  it  was  a  landscape  in  oil-colours.     Fancy  or  recollection  assisted  the 
young  artist,  for  she  had  no  original  from  which  to  make  a  copy.  Already 
a  farm-house  stood  out  upon  the  canvas,  such  as  farm-houses  appear  in 
the  county  of  Norfolk,  consisting  of  a  low,  sloping,  thatched  roof,  narrow 
windows,  the  diamond-shaped  panes  being  set  in  lead,  and  a  rude  wooden 
porch,  half  buried  in  a  mass  of  creeping  plants;  next  a  field,  with  its 
quickset  hedge,  appeared,  the  tenants  being  a  cow,  a  pony,  and  a  goat ; 
but  in  one  corner  of  the  field  something  now  like  a  human  being  seemed 
to  grow  gradually  into  life — something  which  the  artist  touched  and  re- 
touched, between  each  effort  placing  down  the  brush,  as  if  the  task  de- 
manded her  utmost  skill,  or  deeply  affected  her  feelings.     There  was  a 
round  coarse  jacket,  and  on  the  &et  were  heavy  hobnailed  shoes;  but  the 
ifigure  was  symmetrical  and  erect ;  the  cap  lay  upon  the  ground  ;  one  hand 
held  a  spade,  but  the  implement  appeared  to  be  dropping  from  it;  the 
other  firmly  grasped  a  book.     All  this  was  drawn  ;  the  open  throat,  too, 
was  completed,  but  where  were  the  features  ? — a  blank  still  remained  for 
them.     Hester's  breath  came  quick,  and  she  leant  back,  her  hands  lying 
in  her  lap,  and  the  lashes  falling  over  her  eyes.     She  was  not  busy  en- 
deavouring to  recal  an  image,  for  that  image  was  stamped  on  her  brain 
rand  heart  too  deeply  ever  to  require  an  effort  to  revive  it.     She  was 
struggling  against  her  emotions.     Her  hand  would  not  be  steady.     She 
was  unable  to  guide  the  brush. 

The  girl  rose,  spoke  to  her  canary-bird,  and  watered  her  flowers. 
Gradually  her  spirit  became  composed — now  she  would  tiy.  Carefully, 
slowly,  was  the  outline  traced ;  crisp  black  curl  after  curl  encircled  the 
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high  intellectual  brow  of  the  peasant-boy ;  the  beautiful  Roman  nose — 
the  firm  resolute  mouth— again  the  hand  began  to  tremble,  and  lose  its 
command.  Leaning  back  in  her  chair,  and  dashing  the  fast-gathering 
tears  from  her  eyes,  she  began  to  slug.  At  first  her  voice  was  low  and 
tremulous,  but  it  gradually  gained  strength  and  volume.  The  canary, 
too,  in  emulation  apparently  of  its  mistress,  piped  its  clear  shrill  notes.  A 
half  an  hour  passed,  and  the  £Eur  form  again  bent  over  the  canvas.  The 
feelings  were  subdued  now,  the  difficulty  was  conquered,  the  task  was 
achieved !  The  peasant-boy,  Ernest  Banks,  breathed  in  the  picture,  and 
the  likeness  to  him  whose  memory  seemed  Hester's  second  existence  was 
strikingly  correct. 

The  sun  had  not  set  when  that  little  landscape,  which  had  occupied  her 
during  several  days,  received  the  last  touch.  And  there  silently  gazed  the 
eirl  on  her  own  nnished  creation.  Motionless  and  scarcely  breathing,  she 
looked  like  a  Diana  contemplating,  in  the  hushed  calm  of  twilight,  the 
sleeping  form  of  her  beloved  Carian  youth ;  or,  like  a  nun,  bendiog  her 
head  in  pensive  devotion  before  the  symbol  of  her  faith. 

While  Hester  liad  been  thus  employed,  another  person,  in  the  room 
below,  had  likewise  been  practising  his  art.  A  wide  difference  existed 
between  the  feelings  of  Hester  and  those  of  Flemming  in  relation  to  their 
respective  studies.  The  one  regarded  painting  as  a  means  of  livelihood, 
and  of  raising  a  certain  amount  of  money  for  an  important  purpose ;  the 
other  studied  music  for  its  own  sake,  fed  and  revelled  on  the  luxury  of 
sounds,  his  very  soul  appeanng  to  have  entered  into  and  animated  the  in- 
strument which  he  played. 

But  the  long  ai-ms  of  the  hunchback  had  ceased  to  draw  the  bow, 
whose  quivering  touch,  like  the  wand  of  an  enchanter,  could  wake  into 
life  the  viewless  spirits  of  harmony.  Unknown  to  his  blind  mother,  he 
was  crouched  upon  his  stool  near  the  door,  which  he  held  half-open.  His 
black,  prominent  eyes,  which  glittered  in  striking  contrast  with  his  colour- 
less face,  were  directed  to  the  landing  outside.  He  sat  there  patiently, 
but  having  only  one  object  in  so  doing — the  mere  hope  of  seeing  Hester 
pass  down  the  stairs.  He  did  not  intend  to  accost  her,  for  his  heart  had 
never  mustered  sufficient  courage  to  do  that ;  he  would  be  content  simply 
with  looking  at  her,  and  breathing  after  her  a  prayer  that  Heaven  would 
continue  to  shield  her,  and  grant  success  to  an  undertaking  which,  to  all 
human  calculations,  appeared  hopeless. 

Hour  after  hour  passed:  the  blind  woman  had  &llen  asleep  in  the 
corner,  and  still  Flemming  continued  at  his  post.  He  held  a  small  nose- 
gay in  his  hand — for  no  opportunity  had  been  given  him  that  day  of 
placing  it  in  Hester*s  room — the  flowers,  in  the  hot  straining  grasp,  had 
withered,  and  they  fell  over  the  long  lank  fingers,  their  freshness  and 
beauty  gone.  The  hunchback  gazed  on  them,  smiling  bitterly,  as  he 
shook  their  limp  leaves  and  miserable  petals,  and  then  he  flung  them  upon 
the  floor.  Such  was  he,  thought  the  poor  wayward  being,  in  the  hands 
of  destiny :  a  crushed,  bowed,  withered-up  thing;  and  it  was  fitting  that 
men,  too,  should  cast  him  in  contempt  away. 

Flemming  stooped  forwards,  and  placea  his  ear  against  the  wall  to 
listen.  Hester  did  not  move,  and  all  was  silence,  except  that  occasionally 
were  heard  the  coai*se  tongues  of  some  lodgers  on  the  floor  beneath.  Her 
light  step  now  crossed  the  room,  and  his  heart  palpitated.    Presently  she 
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commenoed  that  sweet  air  which  we  described  her  as  singing  for  the  pur- 
pose of  tranquillising  her  feelings.  As  Flemming  listened  to  the  low 
gushing  voice,  which,  soft  as  a  silrer  bell,  rang  from  the  squalid  apart- 
ment, his  emotion  increased.  All  sensibility,  all  fire,  and  possessing  little 
power  of  governing  the  passions,  that  poor  deformed  was  a  very  martyr  to 
uie  impulses  of  tiie  spirit.  His  lips  open,  his  eyes  straining,  and  his  lean, 
misshapen  body  bent  forward,  he  drank  in  llie  sounds,  as  though  each 
note  were  intoidcation,  or  a  maddening  poison  which  he  was  compelled  to 
swallow. 

Hester,  having  finished  her  painting,  was  now  going  out  on  an  errand. 
Her  door  opened — her  step  was  on  the  stairs.  Flemming  heard,  trem- 
blingly impatient,  but  did  not  move  from  the  position  he  had  taken. 
Lightly  tripped  down  the  girl,  her  straw  hat  half-covering  her  beautiful 
hair,  and  her  shawl  arouud  her.  She  reached  the  hunchback's  room,  and 
perceiving  him  in  his  doorway,  started  back  a  few  steps,  uttering  an  in- 
voluntary exclamation,  for  that  spectacle  was  one  more  calculated  to 
excite  fear,  than  even  to  raise  pity  in  the  breast  of  a  woman.  The 
trembling,  shapeless  liinbs;  the  white  ^um»,  at  times  expressively  hand- 
some, but  now  wild  and  haggard;  the  eyes  gleaming  with  an  unnatoral 
fire;  the  look  of  despair  breathing  from  the  whole  countenance :  these 
formed  a  sad — an  appalling  picture,  which  well  might  cause  Hester  to 
shrink  and  hurry  away  with  quickened  step. 


Chaftee  XI, 

THE  GBEAT  HOSPITAL  ACBOSS  THE  WATER. 

As  the  wayfarer  passes  up  Blackfriars-road,  and  pauses  by  the  Obelisk, 
raised,  it  is  presumed,  in  proud  imitation  and  rivalry  of  the  great  Obeliska 
of  Luxor,  tluU:  tower  over  the  Theban  ruins  by  the  ^'  sedgy  Nile,"  he 
finds  himself  in  the  coitre  of  six  roads,  several  of  which  lead  directly 
to  the  great  metropolitan  bridges.  His  eye,  at  this  point,  is  irresistibly 
attracted  by  the  architectural  magnificence  of  a  very  noble  building.  A 
lofty  dome,  pierced  by  long-aiched  windows,  is  the  distinguishing  portion 
which,  in  the  distance,  he  beholds ;  and,  at  first,  he  feels  almost  inclined 
to  believe  that  the  cupola  of  St.  Paul's  has,  by  some  magical  power,  been 
aoddenly  transported  across  tiie' water.  Passing  down  Lambeth-road,  in 
whidi  thoroughfjEDre  the  edifice  is  situated,  he  approaches  a  vast  umbrageous 
area  planted  with  trees  and  flowers,  and  fenced  around  by  lofty  iron  rails 
embedded  in  blocks  of  granite.  He  looks  within,  and,  if  it  be  spring  or 
aummer,  nothing  will  be  more  fresh  and  exhilarating  than  the  scene.  No 
square  in  the  aristocratic  West  £nd  surpasses  in  neatness  and  beauty 
these  gardens.  In  front  of  the  building  spreads  a  large  circular  grasa- 
ploty  shaven  dose,  and  green  as  an  emerald,  a  wide  gravelled  walk  streteh- 
ing  around  it,  from  the  stone  lodg^  at  the  entrance,  to  the  portico  of  the 
house.  On  the  right  and  left,  the  grass  forms  an  extensive  sweep,  re- 
lieved by  beds  fiUed  with  choice  flowers  ;  while  trees  of  various  descrip- 
ticms,  mm  the  laurel  and  silver  fir  to  the  ash  and  lime,  beautify  the 
grounds,  and  ofler  their  grateful  shade. 

All  this  is  rendered  doubly  pleasing  and  delightful,  inasmuch  as  the 
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scene,  iiioagh  not  in  the  most  thiddy-popnlaied  distriofc»  is  still  in  dusiy, 
smoky,  busy  London,  some  of  the  yery  worst  and  most  squalid  streets  lying 
In  the  immediate  neighbourhood. 

But  the  ecBfice  itself  now  strikes  the  beholder.  Tho  size  is  at  once  ap- 
parent, and  much  exceeds  that  of  the  National  Ciallery,  or  the  Royal 
Palace  at  Pimlico.  Yet  the  magnitude  of  the  building  does  not  detract 
firom  its  beauty.  The  fsr-stretching  balustraded  wings  are  in  perfect 
harmony  with  the  grand  centre.  The  Ionic  portico  of  six  columns,  sur*- 
mounted  by  a  handsome  pediment,  in  the  tympanum  of  which  are  displayed 
the  royal  arms,  has  a  very  airy  and  elegant  effect.  Immediately  above 
rises  the  majestic  dome  dready  alluded  to. 

And  who  occi^es  this  edifice?  or  for  what  dedg^  was  it  raised? 
Curious  questioner,  do  not  start,  do  not  turn  aside  in  dissatisfi&ction,  and 
say,  ''Can  so  much  beauty  be  appropiiated  to  such  a  purpose?"  It  is 
not  a  house  of  justice ;  it  is  not  a  convent  of  nuns,  fiist  increasing  as  con- 
vents are  in  England;  it  is  not  a  musical  hall ;  it  is  not  a  theatre — it  is  a 
hospital  for  the  diseased  in  spirit-— it  is  a  madhouse ! 

A  madhouse — the  very  word  chills  our  hearts  ;  we  can  enter,  without 
faeinff  appalled,  a  hospital  where  bodily  tortures  wring  the  sufferers,  and 
death  seems  to  breathe  in  every  low  and  stiffed  groan.  But  to  walk 
through  the  place  where  the  inmates  exhibit  the  si(^ess  of  the  soul,  the 
godlike  iutellect  wrapped  in  darkness,  we  shrink  with  a  feeling  some- 
what akin  to  that  we  might  experience  if  brought  in  contact  with  disem- 
bodied spirits. 

Away !  it  is  an  illusion — a  morind  fancy  ^t  cheats  us :  there  is  nothing 
in  the  spectacle  of  our  ruined  .brother  wmch  should  excite  such  sentiments. 
Pity,  treat  kindly,  but  fear  not  the  insane. 

Bethlem  Hospital,  which  derives  its  namefromthe  Convent  of  Bethlehem, 
founded  in  1247,  by  Fitz  Mary,  a  citizen  of  London,  on  the  north  side  of 
the  Thames,  is  one  of  the  most  fftmous  institutions  of  its  class  in  Elngland. 
The  arrangements  now,  and  the  treatment  of  the  insane,  differ  very  widely 
from  the  system  prevailing  even  forty  years  ago.  Then  chains  danked, 
and  the  frequent  scourge  raised  dolorous  cries  through  the  galleries  and 
cells  of  those  melancholy  abodes.*  In  the  present  day  mildness  and  per- 
suasion^ rather  than  force,  characterise  the  treatment  here,  as  well  as  else- 
where. The  men,  those  at  least  whose  insanity  is  of  a  harmless  descrip- 
tion, are  allowed  to  amuse  themselves  in  divers  ways;  they  play  at  trap- 
ball  and  leap-frog  in  the  airing-grounds :  the  women  are  encouraged  to 
employ  their  time  in  needlework;  and  occasionally  the  younger  ones  may 
be  seen,  on  a  fine  evening,  on  the  great  grass-plot  m  firont,  practising  those 
dances  which,  unforgotten  amidst  the  wanderings  of  a  clouded  intellect, 
have  still  power  to  charm  the  female  heart 

But  we  must  not  suppose,  because  all  smiles  and  beauty  without, 
Bethlem  Hospital  within  manifests  little  now  but  scenes  of  tranquillity 
and  happiness.     Those  iron  bars  which  fence  all  the  windows  in  the  male 

*  The  great  refiarm  in  English  lunatic  asylums  began  in  1816.  The  following 
is  an  extract  jfrom  the  Beport  of  the  Committee  {^pointed  by  pariiament  to  inves- 
tigate the  treatment  practised  in  these  prisons  prior  to  18U :---''  One  of  the  side 
rooms  in  the  women's  gpallery  contained  ten  patients,  each  chained  by  one  arm  or 
leg  to  the  wall,  the  chain  allowing  them  merely  to  stand  up  to  the  bench  fixed 
ligainst  the  wall.  They  were  dressed  only  in  blanket  gowns,  the  feet  being 
naked." 
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and  female  wing?,  for  so  are  the  extreme  portions  of  the  bmldUng  termed, 
betray  that  the  mad  there  will  shatter  and  destroy.  Those  massy  stone 
cells  in  the  basement  story,  appropriated  to  the  nirious,  send  fordi  stiU, 
in  the  dead  of  night,  bowlings  that  may  well  freeze  the  blood.  The  long 
galleries  on  the  second  floor  contain  the  hopeless  and  melancholy,  whose 
faces,  looking  as  if  turned  to  stone,  chill  the  beholder  into  awe. 

It  was  about  three  in  the  afternoon,  at  the  date  of  our  narrative,  when 
a  young  woman  presented  herself  at  the  gates  of  the  asylum.  The 
grounds  then  were  not  so  extensive  as  they  are  at  present,  nor  was  the 
lodge,  which  we  now  see,  built.  The  woman  appeared  well  known  to 
the  porter,  and  he  silently  admitted  her.  She  was  dressed  in  mourning, 
and  ner  eyes  expressed  a  deep,  but  quiet  sorrow — the  woman  was  come  to 
see  her  husband.  In  a  few  minutes  another  person  followed — a  man.  His 
worn  and  haggard  look  betrayed  a  grief  very  different  from  the  sorrow 
of  the  woman.  His  soul  was  the  prey  of  remorse,  and  he  visited  the 
place  to  inquire  respecting  a  yomag  girl  whom  he  had  loved,  but  for- 
saken ;  his  conduct  towards  her  had  destroyed  her  intellect. 

A  pause  ensued,  during  which  the  porter  sat  on  his  bench  in  the  sun. 
He  had  long  ago  ceased  to  be  affected  by  the  anguish  of  the  visitors,  or 
the  scenes  of  woe  and  fear  which  took  place  within  the  walls.  So  there 
he  sat,  admiring  a  flower  with  which  he  had  garnished  the  button-hole 
of  his  coat,  knocking  his  heels  together,  or  humming  a  low  song. 

The  porter  arose  with  his  keys,  for  another  applicant  for  admission 
stood  at  the  iron  gate.  The  olu  man  smiled  now  as  he  espied  a  young 
face  between  the  bars,  fresh  as  the  freshest  flowers  he  could  boast  in  his 
gay  asylum-garden,  yet  pale  and  sorrowful,  too,  as  they  appear  when 
drooping  in  the  moonlight,  all  steeped  with  the  tears  of  night. 

"  So,  miss,  you  are  come  again,  are  you  ?  Ah !  I  fear  I  let  you  in 
too  often." 

*'  The  matron  will  not  be  angry,  nor  any  person  here,  I  am  sure,"  said 
Hester.     ^'  1  have  a  written  order  for  admission." 

"  Oh !  I  don't  doubt  your  order,"  said  the  porter.  "  Come  in,  my 
dear  young  lady ;  it  does  one's  heart  good  to  see  you ;  the  image  you 
are  of  my  own  poor  child,  who,  if  she  were  living  now,  would  be  just 
your  age.     Heaven  restore  your  poor  mother,  my  dear ;  they  say         " 

"  What?"  asked  Hester,  eagerly. 

"  That  she's  better." 

"  Heaven  bless  you !"  ciied  Hester,  taking  the  old  man*s  hand  between 
her  two  little  ones.  The  girl's  heart  was  full,  and  she  hurried  towards 
the  asylum. 

Chapteb  XII. 

hester  at  bethleu  hospital. 

How  small  looked  the  slender  figure  of  Hester  as  she  mounted  the 
stone  steps,  and  paused  for  an  instant  beneath  the  lofty  portico !  She 
entered  the  hall  where  the  two  fine  statues  of  "  Raving  and  Melancholy 
Madness" — the  "work  of  Gibber  for  the  old  hospital — ^looked  down  upon 
the  visitor.  But  Hester  was  familiar  with  the  place,  so  she  commenced 
at  once  ascending  the  stairs  to  the  second  floor,  where  patients  whose 
insanity  is  of  a  harmless  nature  are  confined. 
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Meantime,  we  will  glance  down  one  of  the  galleries,  some  of  which 
are  of  great  length,  opening  on  each  side  into  rooms  and  dormitories. 
We  are  induced  to  foUow  the  woman  in  black,  who  had  arrived  at  the 
hospital  a  short  time  before  Hester.  She  paused  before  a  cell,  the 
occupant  of  which  was  affected  at  times  with  nts  of  madness  of  a  furious 
description,  and  therefore  he  was  lodged  on  the  basement  floor.  The 
woman  now,  with  her  dark  veil  thrown  back  from  her  face,  sat  tranquilly 
on  the  outside  of  the  bars,  looking  at  her  husband.  The  man  within 
was  walking  to  and  fro,  and  did  not  appear  to  notice  her.  His  garments 
were  composed  of  a  coarse  stuff,  like  sacking,  so  that  the  material  being 
very  strong  he  was  unable  to  rend  them.  His  beard  was  long,  for  he 
would  allow  no  one  to  shave  him.  Beheld  in  certain  positions,  his  face 
was  handsome,  and  had  a  highly  intellectual  cast.  In  a  corner  of  the 
cell  lay  a  bundle  of  green  rushes,  for  he  was  continually  calling  for 
rushes,  and  when  the  keepers  refused  to  supply  him  he  became  furious. 
Stooping  now,  he  gathered  up  a  few  in  his  long  fingers,  and  began  busily 
weaving  them  into  a  circlet  In  a  few  minutes  his  task  was  completely 
and  the  maniac,  placing  his  rush  crown  proudly  on  his  head,  strode  up  to 
the  front  of  the  oars. 

"  Yes,  I  will  wear  it,"  he  cried,  exultingly.  "  If  the  world  will  not 
crown  me  with  the  bays  of  Parnassus,  I  will  crown  myself.  Petrarch 
was  crowned  by  the  senate  in  the  eternal  city  of  Rome ;  and  for  what  ? — 
inditing  a  few  love-songs— childish,  idle  rhymes — ha!  ha!  ha! — songs 
one  might  write  in  a  few  minutes  at  the  breaknist-tahle.  Oh !  monstrous 
absurdity!  and  I  who  have  toiled  for  years  on  works  of  philosophy, 
written  dramas,  romances,  and  poems  longer  than  the  ^' Paradise  Lost," 
have  gained  no  crown,  no  applause,  am  not  even  known  to  exist."  * 

Rage  began  to  gather  in  nis  flashing  eyes,  and  he  struck  the  floor  with 
his  foot 

"  But  here  is  my  crown !  I  say  I  will  crown  myself.  Ha !  you  are 
the  company,  are  you,"  he  added,  looking  at  his  wife,  ''come  to 
witness  this  coronation,  this  apotheosis?  Well,  what  do  you  see? 
Where  is  the  king?  where  are  the  ministers  of  state?  I  am  to  be  the 
Petrarch  of  Engltmd."  He  suddenly  turned  around,  tearing  the  rush 
circlet  from  his  brow.  "  Away !  this  is  not  fitting :  I  am  mocked ;  the 
world  will  not  admit  my  claims ;  the  critics  jeer  at  me  ;  people  will  not 
look  into  my  books  to  judge  for  themselves.  They  are  hoodwinked,  led 
like  mere  children,  and  told  to  admire  a  few  poor  idle  drivellers— authors 
without  genius,  education,  or  brains ;  and  I  must  write,  toil,  and  die, 
unknown,  without  a  monument,  without  an  epitaph,  without  a  tear  on 
my  grave !" 

He  clenched  his  hand,  and,  raising  it  in  the  air,  shook  it  at  some 
imaginary  object,  and  then  the  unhappy  man  rushed  around  his  cell, 
howling  mcessanUy  as  he  went 

''  I  must  die  unknown,  without  a  monument,  without  an  epitaph, 
without  a  tear  on  my  grave  I" 

''  Walter  I"  said  the  wife,  mildly,  lifting  her  finger,  and  looking  fix- 
edly at  hhn— «  Walter!" 

".Who  calls?"  cried  the  man,  stopping  in  his  swifk  circles;  "  I  know 
that  voice  :  what  do  you  want?" 

"  You  are  mistaken,  dear  Walter;  your  works  are  read ;  you  have  a 
name;  you  have  renown  in  the  world. 
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'^  A  name !  renown !    No^  no,  thase  are  not  for  me :  and  jet  I  pant 
for  them — I  die  to  g^in  them." 

^  I  speak  the  tradi ;  yoa  are  renowned,*'  said  the  perseTering'  wife, 
^  only  you  will  not  helieve  it." 

'^Now,  yon  make  my  heart  leap  within  me,"  exslaimed  the  poor 
maniac,  a  smile  breaking  over  his  worn  and  pallid  face. 

''Why,  look,  Walter!  in  confirmation  of  my  words,    I  bring  iiiw 
book:  it  is  your  *  Treatise  on  the  Fixed  Stars.' " 

''Oh,  my  'Treatise  on  the  Fixed  Stars!'    Nobody  looks  at  it,  be* 
cause  it  is  not  written  by  HesscheL" 

"  But  ihnj  do  look  at  it.     And  here  is  another — your  long  Orieatai 
poem^  '  The  Pilgrim  of  India.' " 

"  Ay,  ay;  the  same  answer  will  do  £br  that — it  was  not  written  bj 
Pope  or  Byron." 

>'  Both  books,  Walter,  have  sold  rapidly  of  late,  so  that  Aey  haiwo 
now  reached  a  second  edition." 

The  words  '^  seoond  edition,"  which  had  never  before  sounded  in  the 
neglected  author  s  ears,  in  connexion  with  his  own  worics,  had  a  ma^cai 
effect  upon  him.  He  sprang  to  the  bars,  his  face  radiant  with  smiles^ 
and  his.  limbs  trembling  with  joy. 

"  A  second  edition!"  he  cried  breathlessly.  "  Is  it  true?  Are  thej, 
then,  at  length  beginning  to  discover  that  an  obscnre  man  may  posseas 
a  little  talent?  My  works  sell-— sell? — preach  a  second  edition?  I  can- 
not believe  it" 

The  wife,  who  had  practised  a  harmless  deception,  by  causiuG^  the 
words  "  second  edition  to  be  stamped  on  the  title-page  of  the  books 
named,  presented  them  through  the  grate.  The  insane  author  looking  at 
them,  and  espying  the  welcome  words,  fell  into  a  fit  of  rapture  and  ecstatic 
happiness,  which  even  conveyed  a  pleasure  to  the  wife*s  desolate  heart 

Neglected  author!  farewell,  poor  broken  reed!  the  immortal  intellect 
thus  crushed  by  injustice,  and  darkened  by  despair.  The  intoxication  of 
sudden  renown  is  said  sometimes  to  turn  the  brain;  the  opposite  extreme 
drove  thee  mad.  What  now  may  bind  up  thy  wounds?  what  bring  back 
the  glorious  visions  of  poetry,  and  the  warm  gushings  of  love?  The 
enchanter's  wand  is  shivered---the  fountain  is  dried  for  ever. 

But  we  must  follow  Hester  to  the  second  story,  where  the  quiet  and 
harmless  patients  are  lodged,  and  where  insanity  takes  a  gentle  form 
which  deprives  it  of  its  terror.  The  rooms  opening  into  ti^  galleries 
are  of  a  more  cheerful  description;  no  straw,  no  clanking  chain,  no 
scourge,  are  found  here  as  in  ancient  days ;  hot  neat  pallets,  chairs,  and 
tables  are  seen,  with  books,  draft-boards,  skeleton-maps,  and  other  things 
calculated  to  engage  and  soothe  the  minds  of  the  various  inmates. 

As  we  pasa  along,  we  see  the  young  man  who  had  followed  the  woman 
in  black  into  the  asylum.  His  heart  is  relieved  of  a  part  of  its  load, 
and  his  late  haggard  features  are  softened  and  tranquil.  The  g^ri  he 
had  loved,  but  deserted  from  mercenary  views,  is  daily  improving ;  she 
has  raved  less  of  his  cruelty;  her  thoughts  have  more  coherence,  and 
her  affections  seem  wandering  back  to  their  former  channel ;  she  now 
leans  on  his  arm,  and  her  sleepless  eyes,  that  lately  burned  with  fire, 
are  filled  with  tears.  Low,  soft,  endearing  words  are  breathing  horn  her 
lips,  which  assume  again  their  fresh  coral  hue.  How  plaintively  fall  those 
tender  accents ! 
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**  Mj  heart  was  broken,  but  it  may  yet  heal  if  you  never  forsake  me 
again.  You  were  a  heaven  to  my  miserable  lost  soul,  and  stiU  I  am  yoai% 
only  yours,  in  time  and  eternity.  My  bndn  wanden — I  am  mad — I  am 
liflted  above  the  earth — but  still  my  madness  is  love  for  you*  Then 
say  you  will  not  fly  from  me;  let  me  live  here,  here  in  your  bosom,  my 
home,  my  palace,  my  defence,  my  alL  And  if  you  will  not  take  me  as  a 
wife,  let  me  be  your  servant — a  faithful  dog  following  your  footsteps — 
a  bird — anything  rather  than  be  sent  away.  Do  not,  oh,  do  not  cast  me 
from  you ! 

Then  the  £dr  arm9  were  thrown  around  him,  and  pasnonate  entreaties 
were  poured  forth,  with  the  wild  apostrophes  of  the  still  unsettled  spinit. 
Woman !  beautiful  thou  art  in  thy  lovely  and  loving  nature,  even  in 
madness.  The  intellect  may  be  a  wreck,  the  high  aims  of  life  forgotten, 
and  religion  blotted  out  from  the  frenzied  soul,  but  what  shidl  quendi  the 
enduring  spark  of  the  afiPections  ? 

Hester  crept  towards  the  door  of  the  small  room  in  which  her  mother 
was  confined.  The  people  of  the  asylum  well  knew  her,  and  therefore  she 
had  been  allowed  to  pass  unquestioned.  The  door  in  a  few  minutes  was 
opened  by  the  nurse. 

Mrs.  Somerset,  we  have  elsewhere  observed,  had  always  been  in  her 
deportment  tranquil  and  reserved,  while  her  beauty  was  of  that  desciip^ 
tion  which  may  be  termed  the  dignified.  She  appeared  now  to  he  in  a 
state  of  apathy,  leaning  back  in  an  easy  chair,  with  her  feet  on  a  stool. 
Her  oheek  was  colourless;-  her  hand,  whieh  dropped  over  the  chair-arm, 
was  cold  as  ice ;  and  her  eyes  listlessly  wandered  from  object  to  object. 
She  rarely  whispered  to  herself,  as  the  insane  are  accustomed  to  do ;  nor 
wero  any  gestures  made  by  her,  except  liiat  occasionally  she  would  raise 
her  right  hand,  and  wave  it  imperionsly,  as  if  repulsing  some  object;  at 
die  same  time,  her  faoe  would  assume  a  severe,  even  fierce,  expression, 
and  she  would  mutter,  *^  Fiend,  fiend !  thine  is  not  love !"  These  were 
the  only  intelligible  words  she  had  spoken  for  a  month,  but  they  had  been 
repeated  eveiy  day. 

Such  was  Mrs.  Somerset^  stall  stately  in  her  bearinc^,  and  handsome  in 
her  person,  though  the  fine  threads  of  the  brain  had  become  entangled, 
and  the  mind  paralysed  by  suffering,  the  work  of  him  who  sought 
revenge,  and  had  gamed  it — Holand  Hartley. 

Hester  approached  without  speaking,  and  seated  herself  dose  by  the 
chair  of  her  mother.  She  glanced  at  her  by  stealth,  and  asked  questions 
in  whispers  of  the  nurse.  A  dight  but  favourable  change  seemed  to  have 
taken  place  in  the  invalid ;  her  manner  was  less  abstracted,  and  there  was 
more  intelligence  in  the  expression  of  the  face.  For  a  very  long  period 
die  mother  had  not  returned  any  direct  or  reasonable  reply  to  the 
daughter's  inquiries,  and  she  seemed  to  have  lost  all  recollection  of  events, 
persons,  and  things,  being  dead  to  the  living  world. 

^<  Mother  V^  Hester  ventured  to  say,  taking  the  hand  of  ice,  and  kiss- 
ing it. 

That  word,  associated  in  woman's  heart  with  so  many  sweet  and  holy 
feelings,  evidently  affected  Mrs.  Somerset,  for  she  raised  her  head,  ana, 
gazing  around,  faintly  exclaimed, 

*<  Mother !     What  does  that  mean  ?     Who  calls  ?" 

The  gentle  appeal  was  repeated. 

"  I  know  that  voice.    Girl,  who  are  you  ?    What  do  you  want  ?"  # 
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This  gleam  of  reviving  sense  filled  Hester's  heart  with  hope  and  plea- 
sure. 

"  I  am  your  daughter — your  child,  Hester.** 

^^ Hester!**  said  the  poor  woman,  placing  her  hand  on  her  forehead, 
and  beating  rapidly  with  her  fingers,  like  one  who  strives  to  rouse 
dormant  memory.  ''I  think  I  have  heard  that  name  before.  Yes, 
Brookland  Hall — Hartley — ^no,  Hugh,  Hugh." 

*'  Hugh,'*  repeated  Hester,  desirous  of  leading  her  on  to  talk  of  Mr* 
Somerset.     "  Father  is  quite  well.*' 

'<  Who  is  well  ?  I  wish  I  was,  for  I  never  sleep.  Ten  thousand 
figures  are  dancing  before  my  eyes,  and  a  fire  is  always  burning  here — 
here,  in  my  brain.*' 

**  You  sleep  at  night,  dear  mother  ?" 

^'  I  never  close  my  eyes.  I  liave  not  slept  for  two  years.  Oh,  no! — I 
shall  never  sleep  again."  She  lifted  both  her  hands,  and  repeated: 
''  Never  sleep  again,  until  my  bed  is  the  grave." 

There  was  a  pause;  Hester  leant  forward,  and  covered  her  face;  she 
then  heard  her  mother  move  a  few  steps  from  her  chair,  and,  turning, 
saw  her  gesticulating  in  the  manner  already  mentioned.  Alas !  a  lucid 
interval  was  not  yet  come.  The  unhappy  woman  waved  her  hand, 
slowly  moving  backwards  as  she  spoke : 

''Hypocrite!  I  defy  thee!  Monster!  work  out  thy  revenge!  All 
the  fiends  below  have  entered  into  thy  soul — but  I  defy  thee !" 

Her  hands,  as  if  suddenly  arrested,  remained  above  her  head ;  her 
teeth  were  set ;  her  black  eyes  were  dilated,  and  darted  fire ;  her  lus^h 
brow  contracting,  seemed  to  speak  indignaUon ;  her  look  was  beautifully 
terrific — the  look  of  the  Pythia,  when,  on  the  Delphian  tripod,  she  de- 
livered her  oracles  in  passionate  inspiration  and  poetic  madness. 

The  daughter  approached  the  mother,  as  the  latter  stood  in  that 
fixed  attitude ;  and  the  young,  fragile  girl  hung  upon  her  arm,  and 
looked  piteously  into  her  (ace. 

"  Be  calm,  mother — you  remember  me  now." 

The  stately  lady  looked  down  upon  her  child  with  a  meaningless  stare. 
The  la^  eyes  were  fixed  upon  her,  yet  Hester  did  not  turn  away  in 
fear.  Gradually  the  eyes  resigned  their  ferocious  expression,  and  the 
pallid  face  of  the  maniac  stooped  nearer.  The  lips  moved,  but  the  low 
murmurs  did  not  shape  themselves  into  articulate  words.,  A  softened 
expression  stole  over  the  countenance,  and  the  arms  falling  slowly  en- 
folded the  form  of  Hester.  The  light  of  old  affection  was  gleaming 
through  the  mists  of  forgetfulness ;  the  heart  was  struggling  with  the 
brain.  Close,  more  closely,  the  parent  strained  her  child  to  her  breast; 
— in  spite  of  rebel  Reason,  omnipotent  Nature  claimed  her  sway;  and 
Mrs.  Somerset  found  in  Hester  something  she  had  known  and  lost, 
though  unconscious  where — something  which  she  loved,  yet  knew  not 
why. 
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ON  THE  LITERATURE  OF  THE  TROBADOURS.* 

As  the  vast  hhnc  of  the  empire  of  the  Caesars  cmmhled  to  pieces  before 
the  inroads  of  successive  invaders,  the  two  principles  of  civilisation  and 
barbarism  were  brought  &ce  to  face,  and,  while  the  latter  gained  the 
physical  victory,  the  moral  superiority  of  the  former  was  soon  felt  fiir 
beyond  the  limits  of  Roman  provinces.  In  the  general  fusion  of  races, 
which  immediately  followed,  the  degree  of  social  refinement  depended 
upon  the  proportion  of  the  Roman  element  of  civilisation,  and  was, 
therefore,  greater  as  it  approached  nearer  the  seat  of  die  Roman  power : 
it  was  marked  by  the  general  adoption  of  the  language  of  the  con- 
quered, derived  immediately  from  Rome.  The  Neo- Latin  dialects,  thus 
fermed,  prevailed  throughout  Italy,  the  Spanish  peninsula,  and  GauL 
Beyond  tnese  limits,  to^wds  the  west  and  north,  where  the  various  Teu- 
tonic dialects  held  undisputed  sway,  society  presented  a  harsher  and  less 
refined  tone,  but  in  the  sequel,  perhaps,  a  more  healthy  one.  Singularly 
enough,  this  harsher  spirit  got  possession  of  the  Church,  which,  during 
the  middle  ages,  exhibited  almost  universally  a  feeling  hostile  to 
civilisation. 

It  was. amid  the  beautiful  scenery,  and  beneath  the  mild  climate  of 
ihe  Roman  provinces  of  Narbona,  opening  upon  the  Mediterranean  sea 
to  the  south,  between  the  Alps  and  the  Pyrenees,  and  known  in  subse- 
quent ages  by  the  general  appellation  of  rrovence,  that  the  remains  of 
Roman  refinement  seem  to  have  held  their  ground  longest,  amid  the 
general  wreck  that  surrounded  them.  It  was  there  that  the  language 
preserved  with  least  change  the  forms  of  its  Roman  prototype  ;  there, 
still,  are  found  many  of  the  noblest  monuments  of  Roman  art;  and 
there  was  long  cherished  that  unyielding  hostility  to  the  barbarised 
form  of  Romish  Christianity,  which  caused  it  to  be  regarded  by  the 
medieval  Church  as  a  mere  nest  of  pestilential  heresy.  There,  too,  ex- 
isted a  literature  strongly  distinguished  from  that  ot  the  cloister  in  an 
age  when  the  coarse  asceticism  of  the  monastery  appeared  everywhere  to 
have  chilled  the  hearts  of  those  who  prqfessed  to  hold  the  genial  human* 
ising  faith  of  the  Saviour. 

In  the  decline  of  the  Roman  power,  the  greater  portion  of  this  dis- 
trict was  occupied  by  the  Visigotns ;  of  all  we  Teutonic  tribes  the  most 
apt  for  civilisation,  and  the  one  which  most  readily  adopted  the  Roman 
manners.  The  fourth  in  succession  of  their  chiefs,  the  first  Theodoric, 
lent  his  arm  successfully  to  shield  Rome  from  the  invasion  of  Attila,  and 
leflb  his  body  among  the  hundreds  of  thousands  who  fell  in  the  terrible 
battle  of  Chiilons.  On  his  son,  of  the  same  name,  history  has  conferred 
the  title  of  Theodoric  the  Great.  The  Burg:undians,  who  followed  the 
Visiffoths  into  these  parts,  also  embraced  with  alacrity  the  civilisation 
whicli  ofiered  itself  to  them.  The  Franks  came  in  last,  one  of  the  least 
cultivated  of  the  German  tribes,  and  gradually,  during  the  sixth  century^ 
effected  the  conquest  of  the  Bmrgundians  and  Goths ;  and  the  period 
which  followed  was  anything  but  favourable  to  the  progress  of  social  im«- 

^  Histoire  de  la  Fo^sio  Fro7en9alc.    Far  C.  Fauricl.    a  tom.  Svo.    Paris,  1846. 
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provement.  For  some  time,  Provence  remained  an  integral  portion  o£ 
the  empire  of  the  Carlovings  ;  hut  as  that  empire  was  also  weakened 
and  hroken,  this  part  of  Gaul  obtained  its  independence,  under  a  number 
of  feudal  chiefs,  wno  were  in  character  essentially  medieyal,  hut  still  pT>e- 
serving  in  their  domestic  manners  much  of  that  politeness  and  refinement 
which  must  be  ascribed  to  Boman,  and  perhaps,  also,  in  some  measoze, 
to  Saracenic  influence. 

The  leisure  of  the  feudal  lord  and  his  knights  must  have  hung  heavy 
t^n  their  hands,  for  feudal  life  was,  above  all  others,  unceasinely  mono- 
tonous.    The  chief  pastime  of  their  unconverted  forefathers  liad  been 
hard  drinking,  during  which  they  told  boastful  tales  of  their  own  valour^ 
or  listened  to  the  exploits  of  those  mythic  heroes,  whose  history  had 
been  handed  down  from  generation  to  generation.     When  we  become 
more  intimately  acquainted  with  the  social  life  of  the  castle,  in  the 
twelfth  and  thirteenth  centuries,  we  find  that  the  chess-board,  the  danoe, 
and  a  number  of  games,  mostly  of  a  childish  character,  helped  to  give 
alitfle  variety  to  such  amusements.     The  ardent  spirited  inhabitants  of 
the  south  required  more  exciting  diversions;  and  a  peculiar  form  had 
been  given  to  these  by  the  traditional  refinement  of  manners  before 
mentioned.     From  a  few  expressions  which  lie  scattered  through  the 
pages  of  monkish  writers,  we  learn  that,  even  in  their  worst  times,  the 
natives  of  Provence  loved  the  dance  and  the  song,  and  that  they  were 
distinguished  by  a  tone  of  gallantry  which  contrasts  strongly  with  the 
habitual  ferocity  of  barbaric  life,  but  which  was  regarded  with  no  indul* 
gent  eye  by  the  monkish  writers  alluded  to.     Under  the  counts  of  Pro- 
vence, this  taste  for  gallantry  was  matured  into  a  system  which  might 
vie  with  the  polite  affectation  of  the  age  of  Louis  XI V.     By  one  general 
assent,   love  became  with  the  Provencal  knight  his  entire  occupation, 
when  not  engaged  in  the  field-love,  carried  on  aocordmg  to  presoribed 
forms  and  rules,  was  the  game  with  which  every  one  was  expected  to  be 
acquainted,  and  in  its  language,  poetry,  he  was  expected  to  converse. 
It  was  this  circumstance  which  gave  its  distinguishing  character  to  the 
literature  of  Provence.    The  poetiy  of  the  trobadours  is  chiefly  of  a  lyric 
form,  and  may  be  divided  into  two  classes — songs  of  strife  and  songs  of 
love,  of  which  the  latter  is  by  much  the  most  extensive.     That  love  and 
poetry  were  inseparable,  was  a  fundamental  doctrine  :  "  No  man  can  be 
a  good  poet  if  he  be  not  in  love,"  says  the  trobadour  £lias  Cturels.: 

Nulhs  hom  non  pot  ben  chantar 
Sens  amar. 

And  we  shall  find  repeatedly,  if  we  look  through  their  lives,  that  the 
trobadours  dated  the  rise  of  their  poetic  talent  from  the  time  of  their 
first  amorous  adventures.  ''  Giraud  le  Roux/'  says  his  ancient  biogra- 
pher, ^^  was  a  courteous  and  good  composer  of  songs ;  he  fell  in  love 
with  the  countess,  daughter  of  his  feudal  lord,  and  the  love  he  cherished 
for  her  taught  him  poetry.'* 

There  was  a  curious  difference  between  the  two  great  families  of  the 
Teutonic  and  Neo- Latin  languages  in  the  aj^Uation  given  to  the  poet 
In  the  former,  it  was  derived  from  a  verb,  which  signified  to  create^  in 
the  latter,  from  one  signifying  to  Jind;  and  thus,  with  the  Saxons  and 
Germans,  poetry  was  a  creation,  while  with  the  Provencals  and  French 
it  was  an  invention,  and  the  poets  were  called  (according  to  the  dialect) 
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trobadourSy  or  trouveres^  persons  who  invent.  These  trobadouxB,  or 
tronv^res,  were  in  general  wild,  restless,  extravagant  fellows,  like  too 
many  of  their  descendants  in  later  times,  and  this  character  hecame  still 
more  strongly  impressed  by  the  mode  of  life  which  their  profession  en- 
tailed npon  tnem.  A  poet  now  profits  hy  the  sale  of  his  hook  ;  hat  a 
trohadour  of  the  olden  time  had  no  other  means  of  puhliahing  his  com-* 
positions  to  the  world  hot  hy  wandering  from  oourt  to  court,  and  reciting 
them  himself.  A  numerouB  class  of  society  throughout  Europe  Uved  in 
this  manner,  repeating  from  house  to  house  their  own  works,  or  thoee 
of  others^  which  {laey  had  committed  to  memory,  and  they  were  every- 
where honoured  and  rewarded  by  iiuar  hearers.  This  was  the  practice 
in  Provence,  as  well  as  in  other  coantriee  ;  bat  there,  from  the  peculiar 
state  of  society  we  have  just  desczihed,  there  appeared  another  and 
totally  different  class  of  poets — a  knightly  race,  who  composed,  not  for 
gain,  but  with  the  object  of  insolting  thnr  enemies,  or,  more  freqaenily, 
with  tfai^  of  pa3iing  their  oourt  to  their  ladies.  These  are  the  trobadoois 
of  whom*  we  would  more  especially  speak  on  the  present  occasion,  for  it 
is  to  them  chiefly  we  owe  the  love-songs  and  the  biting  and  satirical 
nrverUeSy  the  class  of  literature  more  peculiarly  that  of  the  trobadours. 

Literature,  among  this  class  of  trobadouxs,  had  a  totally  different  value 
from  that  whidi  it  possessed  in  the  hands  of  the  wanderings  minstreL 
The  latter  was  ever  regarded  as  belonging  to  a  servile  caste,  and, 
though  rewarded  and  patronised,  he  was  not  allowed  a  poation  of  fsuni- 
liarity  with  his  worldly  superiors.  For  him,  literary  talent  procured 
food  and  clothing,  but  with  the  poor  or  inferior  kni^tly  trobadour  it 
stood  in  the  place  of  ridies,  and  even  <^  rank,  and  he  associated  freely 
with  all  that  was  great  and  noble.  Giraud  le  Rons,  already  mentioned 
as  having  fallen  in  love  with  the  daughter  of  his  feudal  lord,  the  Count 
of  Toulouse,  was  the  son  of  a  poor  knight.  The  adventures  of  the  lady 
were,  however,  in  this  instance,  much  more  remarkable  than  those  of  hes 
lover.  In  1147  she  accompanied  her  father  to  Syria,  where  she  was 
taken  prisoner  by  the  Saracens,  and  became  an  inmate  of  the  seraglio 
of  Noureddeen,  Prince  of  Aleppo,  who  eventually  made  her  his  wife  ; 
and  after  the  death  of  her  husband,  she  governed  for  some  time  the 
litUe  kingdom  of  Aleppo  as  guardian  of  her  inftuit  son.  After  the  de- 
parture 3l  his  lord  and  his  mistress  for  the  crusades,  Giraud  le  Ronz 
appears  to  have  given  up  the  life  of  a  courtier,  and  to  have  thrown 
himself  ij^on  the  world  in  the  character  of  a  wandering  jongleur. 

fiemanl  de  Ventadour,  one  of  .the  moat  eminent  of  the  Provencal 
poets  of  the  twelf^  century,  was  the  son  of  a  menial  servant  in  the 
castle  from  which  he  took  his  name.  The  court  of  the  Viscount  of 
Yentadonr  was  at  that  time  cdebrated  for  its  literary  splendour ;  and  fail 
lord,  £bles  IIL,  gave  every  encouragemeut  to  a  youth  who  attracted  at- 
tention equally  by  the  beauty  of  his  person  and  W  his  poetic  talents. 
Bernard  fixed  his  love  not  on  the  daughter  but  on  the  wife  of  his  feudal 
lord,  the  Viscountess  of  Ventadour,  and  he  was  secretly  received  on  that 
equivocal  footing  legalised  in  the  love  code  of  Proven9al  gallantly.  For 
tms  lady  he  composed  a  great  number  of  lyric  pieces,  all  remarlcEihle  for 
a  gracefulness  of  style  superior  to  that  of  most  of  his  contemporaries. 
Bernard  made  no  secret  of  his  consciousness  of  this  circumstance:— r^*  It 
is  no  wonder,"  he  says,  in  one  of  these  songs,  ^  if  I  sing  better  than  any 
other  trobadour,  since  I  have  a  heart  more  inclined  to  love,  and  more 
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pliant  to  its  laws.  Body  and  soul,  talent  and  knowledge,  force  and 
power,  I  have  put  all  in  love ;  I  have  reserved  none  for  any  other  thing." 
The  familiarity  between  the  lady  of  Ventadour  and  the  poet  at  length 
aroused  the  jealousy  of  the  viscount,  who  banished  Bernard  from  his 
court,  and  confiued  his  wife  in  her  chamber,  where  she  was  cut  off  from 
communication  with  the  world.  Bernard  quitted  the  Limousin,  and  re- 
paired, about  the  year  1160,  to  the  court  of  Normandy,  where  literature 
was  encouraged  by  the  duchess,  Eleanor  of  Guienne,  who  four  years  after- 
wards ascended  the  throne  of  England,  with  her  husband,  Henry  II. 
With  this  lady,  whose  son,  Richard  Coeur  de  Lion,  derived  from  her  his 
love  of  poetry,  and  who  was  at  this  time  in  the  prime  of  her  beauty, 
Bernard  formed  the  same  kind  of  liaison  which  he  had  been  compelled  to 
break  with  the  Viscountess  of  Ventadour,  but  which  appears,  as  far  as 
we  know,  to  have  been,  in  this  instance,  without  interruption.  For 
Eleanor,  as  Duchess  of  Normandy,  and  Queen  of  England,  Bernard 
composed  some  of  his  best  songs.  Two  stanzas  from  one  of  them  will 
show  the  sort  of  ^miliar  services  which  it  was  the  duty  of  the*  favoured 
lover  to  perform — ^he  is  admitted  to  her  bedroom,  and  assists  in  undress- 
ing her : 

''My  lady  has  so  much  craftiness  and  address,  that  she  makes  me 
always  believe  that  she  is  going  to  love  me.  She  deceives  me  agreeably ; 
she  leads  me  into  error  by  her  sweet  semblances.  Lady,  leave  your  craft 
and  deceit.  In  whatever  manner  your  vassal  suffers,  the  hurt  will  fall 
upon  you. 

"  Oh  !  she  will  do  ill,  my  lady,  unless  she  makes  me  go  where  she 
undresses  herself ;  and  unless,  having  permitted  me  to  kneel  beside  her 
bed,  she  deigns  to  present  me  her  foot,  that  1  may  untie  her  well-fitting 
shoes  !"• 

A  few  years  later,  Bernard  de  Ventadour  left  the  court  of  Eleanor  to 
revisit  his  native  land, — ^to  sing  new  songs  and  make  new  conquests, — 
and  he  took  up  his  abode  during  the  remsunder  of  his  life,  at  the  court  of 
Raymond,  Count  of  Toulouse. 

The  gallantry  of  the  trobadours  led  them,  not  unfrequently,  into  more 
daring  adventures  in  the  service  of  their  ladies.  Pierre  de  Maenzac,  a 
poor  knicrht  of  Auvergne,  in  the  latter  half  of  the  twelfth  century  was 
to  the  wife  of  Bernard  de  Tiercy  what  the  trobadour  last  mentioned  had 
been  to  the  Viscountess  of  Ventadour,  and  had  composed  many  songs  in 
her  praise.  Perhaps  Bernard  was  a  cruel  husband;  and  for  this,  or  some 
other  reason,  the  lady  of  Tiercy  allowed  herself  to  be  carried  off  from 
the  castle  of  her  lord  by  Pierre  de  Ma^nzac.  It  was  a  great  prey  for  a 
poor  knight,  who  had  neither  castle  to  shelter  nor  retuners  to  defend 
her ;  but  fortunately  he  was  beloved  and  protected  by  the  Dauphin  of 
Auvergne,  and  into  one  of  his  castles  he  carried  his  mistress.  The  lord 
of  Tiercy  soon  discovered  the  place  of  their  retreat,  and  demanded  the 
restoration  of  his  wife.  But  the  dauphin,  who  (as  we  learn  from  the  bio- 
graphical fragments  relating  to  the  trobadours  preserved  in  old  Provencal 
manuscripts)  was  *'  one  of  the  wisest  and  most  courteous  knights  in  the 
world,  the  most  liberal,  the  most  skilful  in  arms,  and  most  knowing  in 
love  and  in  war,**  refused  to  give  up  either  the  ravisher  or  the  lady.     The 

•  We  give  our  extracts  in  literal  prose  translations,  because  they  are  so  given 
in  French,  in  the  book  we  are  reviewing,  and  M.  Fauriel  never  gives  the  origi- 
nals. 
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result  was  an  open  war,  the  more  serious  because  the  Bishop  of  Clermont 
took  part  with  the  husband,  and  joined  his  forces  with  those  of  Tietcj 
in  the  invasion  of  Auvergne ;  hut  the  dauphin  defended  himself  weli| 
and  in  the  end  Pierre  de  MaSnzac  was  allow^  to  keep  his  prize. 

Acts  of  violence  like  this  were  not  uncommon  at  the  period  of  which 
we  are  speaking,  and  several  stories  might  be  told  remarkably  charac- 
teristic of  the  state  of  society  amongst  these  feudal  chiefs.  Raymbaud 
de  Vaqueiras,  a  distinguished  trobadour  of  the  twelfth  century,  was  the 
friend  of  Boni&ce,  Marquis  of  Montferrat,  one  of  whose  vassals,  and  his 
especial  friend.  Boson  d' Anquilar,  was  passionately  enamoured  of  a  young 
damsel  named  Isaldina  Adhemar,  but  ner  parents  refused  their  consent  to 
the  union,  and,  to  put  her  out  of  his  reach,  placed  her  under  the  protec- 
tion of  Albert,  Marquis  of  Malaspina,  in  whose  castle  she  was  shut  up. 
Boson,  heart-broken  at  the  loss  of  his  mistress,  took  to  his  bed,  refusing 
every  consolation  that  could  be  offered,  and  there  seemed  little  hopes  of 
his  recovery.  In  this  emergency,  Boniface  collected  a  few  of  his  friends, 
and,  accompanied  by  the  trobadour  Raymbaud,  who  tells  the  stoiy,  pene- 
trated into  the  castle  of  Malaspina  by  night,  and  carried  away  the  lady 
by  force.  Raymbaud  relates  another  adventure  in  which  he  was  engaged 
with  the  Marquis  of  Montferrat,  when  they  carried  away  a  lady  by  open 
daylight,  as  she  was  going  to  be  married  against  her  will. 

In  accordance  with  the  Provencal  love  code  to  which  we  have  just 
alluded,  when  the  knight  had  selected  his  mistress,  he  could  not  be  re- 
ceived into  her  favour  at  once,  but  was  obliged  to  pass  through  a  regular 
novitiate,  and  advance  by  several  steps  or  degrees.  A  trobadour  of  the 
thirteenth  century  has  limited  these  degrees  to  four  ;  diuring  the  first  of 
which  the  suitor  was  to  pay  his  court  in  silence,  without  venturing  to  g^ve 
utterance  to  his  wishes ;  in  the  second,  which  was  to  commence  with 
the  moment  when  the  lady  gave  him  sufficient  encouragement  to  allow 
him  to  speak,  he  was  to  go  no  further  than  respectfully  praying  for  her 
good  will ;  the  third  step  was  that  in  which  he  had  prevailed  so  far  as  to 
be  listened  to,  and  was  rewarded  now  and  then  with  gloves,  or  a  scarf; 
the  last  degree  was  that  of  lover,  which  the  lady  at  length  condescended 
to  grant  by  the  first  kiss  with  which  he  had  been  favoured,  and  from  this 
time  the  knight  became  irrevocably  attached  to  her  service.  The  admis- 
sion to  this  last  degree  was  an  imposing  ceremony.  Kneeling  before  his 
lady,  with  his  two  hands  joined  between  her  two  hands,  the  knight  de- 
voted himself  entirely  to  her,  swore  to  serve  her  futhfully  even  to  death, 
and  to  guard  her  with  all  his  power  from  hurt  or  from  outrage.  The 
lady,  on  her  part,  declared  that  she  accepted  his  homage,  pledged  to  him 
the  tenderest  affections  of  her  heart,  ana,  in  sign  of  the  union  which  was 
thenceforth  established  between  them,  she  generally  presented  him  with 
a  ring,  and  with  a  kiss  raised  him  from  his  kneeling  posture.  To  render 
this  ceremony  still  more  solemn,  a  priest  was  not  unfrequently  introduced, 
who  blessed  the  union  of  the  lady  with  her  suitor,  and  the  latter  was 
now  understood  to  possess  all  her  love  and  affections,  her  body  alone  being 
the  property  of  her  husband.  Matrimony  was  thus  reduced  to  its  lowest 
degree  of  moral  importance,  even  supposing,  with  M.  Fauriel  (which, 
however,  is  rendered  very  improbable  by  the  general  tone  of  contem- 
porary history),  that  the  attachment  between  the  lady  and  her  love 
were,  in  many  cases,  of  a  Platonic  character.  It  was  a  doctrine  of  this 
school  of  gallantry,  that  love  could  not  possibly  exist  in  the  married  states 
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and  that  if  a  lady  subsequenily  married  a  knight  who  had  been  her  lover, 
the  love  between  them  ceased  from  the  moment  of  solemnising  the  nup- 
tials. We  ought,  peifaaps,  not  to  be  surprised  at  the  existence  of  such 
loose  notions  of  marriage,  when  we  consider  that  in  those  feudal  times  it 
was  seldom  anything  more  than  an  interested  or  political  union.  Among 
the  hinumerable  love  questions  which  were  debated  in  the  courts  of  gal- 
lantry, we  find  one  which  pectiliarly  illustrates  the  doctrine  just  men- 
tioned. A  knight  made  love  to  a  lady  who  was  already  provided  with  a 
lover,  and  she  therefore  could  not  listen  to  his  suit ;  but,  unwilling  to 
leave  him  entirely  without  hope,  she  promised  to  take  him  for  her  knight, 
in  case  she  should  lose  the  one  who  already  enjoyed  her  love.  Shortly 
after  this  promise,  the  lady  married  her  first  lover,  on  which  the  second 
knight  claimed  the  fulfilment  of  her  promise.  The  lady,  in  surprise,  said 
that  she  owed  him  nothing,  since,  so  &r  from  having  lost  her  nrst  lover, 
she  had  taken  him  for  her  husband.  But  the  knight  persisted,  and  a 
lady  of  high  rank  and  celebrity  was  called  upon  to  sit  in  judgment,  who 
condemnea  the  married  woman  to  fulfil  her  promise,  on  the  ground  that  she 
had  veritably  lost  her  first  lover  in  making  him  her  husband.  The  knight, 
in  all  such  cases,  was  bound  to  keep  secret  the  name  of  his  lady,  who  was 
only  spoken  of  either  by  some  poetic  name,  or  by  some  allusive  phrase, 
known  to  themselves,  so  that  when  she  was  celebrated  in  the  trobadour's 
songs,  none  but  herself  knew  who  was  referred  to. 

Such  was  the  artificial  character  given  to  social  life  in  the  land  of  the 
trobadours  during  the  twelfth  century,  under  the  influence  of  which  almost 
every  knight  who  laid  claim  to  a  courtly  education,  became  a  poet,  and 
the  number  of  their  love-sougs,  still  preserved,  is  very  considerable.  The 
period  at  which  this  state  of  society  arose  is  uncertain;  but  it  cannot  be 
distinctly  traced  further  back  than  the  twelfth  century.  The  courts  of 
love,  which  were  the  highest  refinement  of  these  principles  of  gallantry, 
and  in  which  questions  like  that  just  stated  were  pleaded  and  judged, 
existed  in  the  middle  of  that  century.  They  probably  originated  in  the 
games  and  amusements  of  the  castle,  in  which  such  questions  had  been 
put  and  answered  in  sport ;  and  it  is,  perhaps,  to  one  of  these  games 
only  that  the  Count  of  Poicters,  the  earliest  known  trobadour  (who  wrote 
about  1100),  refers,  when  he  says  to  his  lady  in  one  of  his  songs,  '^  And 
if  you  propose  to  me  a  game  of  love,  I  am  not  so  foolish  but  that  I  know 
how  to  choose  the  best  [question  ?]  rather  than  the  bad  one." 

£  si  m*partetz  im  joec  d'amor, 

No  suy  tan  fatz 
Hon  sapcha  triar  le  melhor 

Entr'eU  malvats. 

In  fact,  we  might  easily  adduce  evidence  of  the  existence  of  such  games  in 
countries  where  the  courts  of  love,  in  their  more  perfect  form,  wereneveresta- 
blished.  Eariy  in  the  thirteenth  century  the  poetry  of  the  ^obadours  began 
to  decline.  The  state  of  society  which  we  have  been  describing,  combined 
with  the  independent  position  which  the  feudal  chiefe  of  these  districts  had 
held  towards  the  court  of  Rome,  had  produced  freedom  of  inquiry  in  re- 
ligious matters,  and  old  traditions  of  a  less  corrupt  form  of  Christianity 
were  gaining  ground,  and  became  what  the  Churcn  of  Rome  looked  dpon 
as  a  dangerous  heresy.  In  the  sanguinary  war  raised  by  the  Church 
tmder  pretence  of  a  crusade  against  the  sect  of  the  Albigeois,  the  fur 
countries  where  the  trobadour  had  sung  were  devastated  with  rapine  and 
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daughter  in  thdlr  most  savage  fbnns  ;  and  before  the  middle  of  the  thir- 
teenth century,  the  last  sparks  of  poetry  in  Proyence  were  extiDguished 
by  the  blind  bigotry  of  Romanism.  The  poets  who  followed  were  only 
trobadonrs  in  name-— the  talent  which  had  msiinguished  their  predecessors 
was  fled  ibr  erer,  or,  in  a  few  instances,  had  taken  refuge  in  other  lands. 
The  courts  of  loye  were  continued  in  name,  but  their  practical  application 
had  ceased,  and  they  gradually  degenerated  into  poetical  or  rather  rhym- 
ing dubs,  such  as  were  formed  at  a  somewhat  later  period  in  Italy  and 
Spain.  The  gallantry  of  the  earlier  age  was  continued  in  an  equally 
immoral,  but  in  a  coarser  form.  Proyence  no  longer  offered,  in  its  social 
manners,  the  same  model  of  polite  refinement ;  but  it  is  a  difficult  thin? 
to  extinguish  civilisation  entirely,  and  the  spirit  of  refinement  which  haa 
been  checked  in  the  land  of  the  trobadours,  scattered,  in  its  departure  thence, 
a  sprinkling  in  almost  every  country  in  Etirope.  In  It^)  before  the 
end  of  the  century,  it  produced  the  immortal  Dante.  In  France,  almost 
at  the  same  time,  the  mystical  principles  of  the  gallantry  of  the  trobadours 
were  embodied  in  the  celebrated  ''  Romance  of  the  Rose."  And  in  Eng- 
land, not  quite  a  century  later,  the  same  spirit,  derived  through  Italy  and 
France,  burst  forth  in  tne  poetry  of  Chaucer. 

A  Lalin  writer,  probably  of  the  beginning  of  the  fourteenth  century, 
who  is  known  only  as  Master  Andrew  the  chaplain,  published  a  collection 
of  questions  propounded  in  the  courts  of  love,  with  the  judgments  given 
in  each  case,  and  he  generally  adds  the  names  of  the  ladies  who  judged 
ihem,  who  all  belong  to  the  twelfth  century.  An  example  or  two  will 
best  show  the  peculiar  character  of  these  questions,  which  often  become 
too  trivial  to  bear  repeating.  A  yoimg  lady,  possessing  already  a  lover, 
is  married  to  another  man  ;  has  sne  the  ri^ht,  after  her  marriage,  of  dis- 
continuing her  attachment  to  the  lover  ana  refusing  him  her  accustomed 
favours  ?  The  Viscountess  Ermengarde  of  Narbonne  was  called  to  judge 
this  case,  and  decided  it  against  the  lady.  A  lover  had  no  otiier  means 
of  corresponding  with  his  lady  but  by  a  secretary  ;  the  latter  took  advan- 
tage of  his  position,  and  obtained  the  lady's  favours j  the  question  to  be 
decided  was,  whether  the  secretary  should  be  the  lady's  lover  or  the  man 
he  had  betrayed.  This  case  was  brought  before  the  Countess  of  Cham- 
pagne, who  gave  judgment  that,  as  the  secretary  had  shown  his  unworthi- 
ness  in  betraying  his  trust,  and  the  lady  had  degraded  herself  by  listening 
to  a  secretary,  tiaey  should  be  allowed  to  continue  their  love  to  each  other, 
but  that  they  should  for  ever  be  cut  off  firom  communion  with  other  lovers, 
and  that  no  knight  should  ever  make  love  to  the  lady,"  and  no  lady  ever 
Usten  to  the  secretary.  It  will  be  quite  enough  to  mention  one  other 
question,  and  as  the  ladies  were  always  chosen  as  the  worthiest  judges  in 
courts  of  love,  we  willingly  leave  to  our  fair  friends  its  decision.  Twenty 
wandering  knights  were  ndine  together  in  *^  horrible"  weather,  fiir  from 
any  place  of  hospitality ;  two  Darons,  who  were  riding  by  in  great  haste 
to  visit  their  laoies,  heard  these  knights  lamenting  to  one  another  that 
they  were  without  shelter,  and  knew  not  where  to  find  one  ;  one  of  the 
barons  returned  to  succour  the  wandering  and  fiiendless  knights,  but  the 
other  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  the  knights,  and  continued  on  his  way  to  his 
mistress :  which  of  the  two  barons  behaved  best  ? 

^  In  general,  poetry,  as  the  language  of  homage  in  love,  was  the  pro- 
vince of  the  smtor ;  nut  love  Sometimes  made  poets  of  the  ladies  also,  and 
ten  or  twelve  poetesses  flourished  in  the  latter  naif  d  the  twelfth  century, 
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some  of  them  penons  of  high  rank,  such  as  the  Countess  of  Provence,  the 
Countess  of  Di^,  Clara  d'Anduse,  &c.  Their  compositions  are  marked 
by  an  imagery  less  laboured  and  striking,  and  by  a  tenderness  of  feeling 
more  naive,  tnan  those  of  the  masculine  trobadours.  Clara  d'Anduse  (who, 
it  must  not  be  forgotten,  was,  like  the  others,  a  married  lady)  addresses  a 
lover,  whom  some  of  her  acquaintance  had  urged  her  to  discard,  in  the 
following  terms  (we  translate  two  couplets  only)  : 

"  Those  who  blame  me  and  forbid  me  to  love  you,  only  render  my  heart 
more  inclined  to  you,  and  greater  the  soft  desire  I  have  of  you.  There 
is  not  a  man,  let  him  be  ever  so  much  my  enemy,  whom  I  do  not  love  if  I 
hear  him  speak  well  of  you  ;  and  he  who  speaks  ill  of  you  can  neither  say 
nor  do  anything  more  to  please  me. 

'^  Ah !  fair  amt,  fear  not  that  my  heart  shall  ever  deceive  you,  or  that 
I  will  ever  have  another  lover,  were  there  a  hundred  ladies  who  urged  me 
to  it.  Love,  which  holds  me  your  captive,  ordains  that  I  preserve  you 
in  my  heart  in  secret.;  I  keep  it  for  you,  and  if  I  could  steal  away  also 
my  body,  he  who  now  holds  it  should  never  have  it  again/' 

The  songs  of  the  trobadours  strikeus  at  once  by  a  remarkable  facility  in 
the  management  of  rhymes,  and  by  their  perfect  and  harmonious  versiH- 
cation,  at  a  period  when  the  poetry  of  other  parts  of  Europe  was  extremely 
rude.  But  the  great  mass  of  poetry  thus  devoted  to  the  one  subject  of 
love,  naturally  produced  a  constant  repetition  of  the  same  ideas,  and  led 
to  a  continual  straining  after  novelty,  in  order  to  diversify  the  mode  of 
expressing  them.  It  would,  indeed,  be  no  easy  task  at  any  time  to  vaiy 
the  praise  of  the  same  object  a  hundred  different  times.  The  love  poetry 
of  the  trobadours  becomes  thus  wearisome  by  its  sameness  when  collected 
together.  Yet  here  and  there  we  find  the  tenderest  sentiments  expressed, 
delicately  and  poedcaUy,  presenting  a  singular  contrast  to  the  rough  and 
turbulent  character  of  the  twelfth  century,  as  it  is  represented  in  history. 

''  When  I  see  the  green  grass  and  the  leaf  bud  forth,*'  says  the  trobadour 
Bernard  to  the  Viscountess  of  Ventadour,  "  and  the  flowers  open  in  the 
fields,  when  the  nightingale  raises  its  voice  high  and  clear,  and  bestirs 
itself  to  sing,  I  am  happy  of  the  nightingale  and  of  the  flowers,  I  am 
happy  of  myself  and  more  happy  of  my  lady ;  I  am  on  all  parts  enveloped, 
laden  with  joy ;  but  joy  of  love  passes  all  others.  .  .  . 

*'  If  I  haa  the  power  to  enchant  the  world,  I  would  transform  my 
enemies  into  children,  in  order  that  none  of  them  might  be  able  to  imagine 
anything  to  the  hurt  of  my  lady  or  of  myself.  I  would  then  contemplate 
at  my  leisure  her  beauty,  her  ruddy  colour,  and  her  beautiful  eyes.  I 
would  kiss  her  on  all  points  of  her  mouth,  and  so  ardently  that  the  mark 
would  appear  a  month  afterwards." 

In  another  song,  the  same  poet  says  to  his  lady  :  ''  The  sweet  song 
of  the  birds  in  the  g^ve  sootnes  me  and  brings  back  my  heart ;  and 
since  the  birds  have  their  reason  for  singing,  well  may  I  also  sing;  I  who 
have  greater  joy  than  they,  I  whose  days  are  all  days  of  singing  and  joy, 
I  who  dream  of  nothing  else 

"  At  night,  when  I  make  m3rself  ready  for  my  bed,  I  know  well  that 
I  shall  not  sleep:  I  lose  my  sleep,  I  lose  it  in  thinking  of  you,  O  my  lady ! 
There  where  a  man  has  his  treasure,  he  will  have  hi^  heart ;  thus  do  I 
myself;  thus  have  I  placed  in  you  all  my  care  and  all  my  thoughts.*' 

Amaud  de  Marveil,  another  trobadour  o^  the  latter  half  of  Uae  twelfth 
century,  was  one  of  the  poets  of  the  olden  time,  whose  compositions  were 
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especially  admired  by  Petrarch.  Aroaud,  although,  like  others  of  the 
more  distinguished  ot  his  profession,  bom  of  parents  in  a  low  walk  of 
life,  was  the  accepted  lover  of  the  Countess  of  Beziers,  of  whom  he  says^ 
in  one  of  his  pieces — 

^*  When  my  lady  speaks  to  me  and  looks  on  me,  the  brig^htness  of  her 
eyes  and  the  sweetness  of  her  breath  penetrate  together  into  my  heart ; 
and  there  rises  to  my  lips  a  deliciousness  such  as  1  feel  cannot  come  from 
my  nature ;  it  can  only  spring  fix>m  love,  which  has  fixed  its  dwelling  in 
my  heart.'' 

In  another  poem,  when  he  appears  to  have  ofiended  the  oomitess  by  an 
indiscretion,  he  says— 

**  Fair  lady,  well  did  you  kill  me  the  day  when  you  gave  me  a  kiss, 
which  has  left  in  my  heart  an  eternal  trouble.  But  greater  was  my  folly 
when  I  boasted  of  the  kiss  ;  and  I  deserved  to  be  torn  to  pieces  by 
horses.  O  sweet  object !  mercy  for  the  culpable  !  Restore  me  to  joy 
and  to  hope ;  for  I  shall  be  a  creature  of  nothing  in  the  world,  until  the 
day  when  I  shall  again  be  allowed  to  serve  you." 

Amaud  de  Marveil  long  enjoyed  the  love  of  the  beautiful  countess, 
until  King  Alfonso,  of  Angon,  saw  and  became  enamoured  of  her ;  and 
he,  jealous  of  the  trobadour,  prevuled  upon  her  to  break  off  her  con- 
nexion with  him.  It  is  said  of  Amaud,  that  he  was  one  of  the  small 
number  of  trobadours  known  to  have  confined  his  love  to  one  object.  His 
contemporaiy,  Hugues  Brunet,  loved  a  lady  of  Aurillac,  who  at  first 
encouraged  his  suit,  and  then,  for  some  reason  or  other,  refused  to  listen 
to  him.  Hughes  composed  some  pathetic  pieceet,  in  which  he  sung  his 
gneiy  and  then  retired  to  a  monastery  and  cued.  In  one  of  his  songs, 
composed  when  his  love  was  not  hopeless,  he  says — 

*^  Let  my  lady  remember  me  in  her  heart :  for  the  rest  I  will  wait, 
provided  only  that  looks  and  sighs  may  Idss  each  other,  in  order  that  the 
amorous  desure  may  not  be  repulsed." 

Folquet  de  Marseilles  was  one  of  the  most  celebrated  of  the  trobadours, 
and,  although  his  fiither  was  only  a  merchant  of  the  city  from  which 
he  took  his  name,  was  distinguished  by  the  friendship  of  the  lion-hearted 
King  Richard.  He  was  also  high  in  favour  with  Alfonso  IL,  King  of 
Aragon,  Alfonso  VII.,  King  of  Castile,  and  Raymond  V.,  Count  of 
Toulouse  ;  but  he  lived  almost  entirely  at  the  court  of  Barral  de  Baux, 
Lord  of  Marseilles.  Barral's  lady  was  AzalaTs  de  Roche-Martine,  and 
to  her  Folquet,  although  himself  married,  offered  his  love,  and  she  was 
the  object  of  nearly  all  his  poetry  that  has  come  down  to  us.  But,  for 
reasotis  which  are  differently  explained,  he  lost  the  good  graces  of  the 
lady,  and  was  forbidden  to  sing  of  her  any  more.  In  the  midst  of  his 
chMpin,  AzaLus  (itied,  and  shortly  afterwards  her  husband  followed  her 
to  the  grave.  Eling  Richard,  Alfonso  of  Aragon,  and  the  Count  of 
Toulouse  were  also  dead ;  and  Folquet,  disgusted  with  the  world,  retired 
to  the  monastery  of  Toronet,  of  which  he  was  made  abbot  in  die  year 
1 200.  The  poetry  of  Folquet  de  Marseilles  is  distinguished  by  a  greater 
deg^ree  of  mannerism  than  appeared  in  that  of  his  predecessors.  His 
pieces  are  all  in  the  same  'style,  with  little  variety  or  sentiment  or  ex- 
pression, consisting  in  general  of  affected  and  tiresome  apostrophes  to 
love,  la  fact,  the  poetry  of  the  trobadours  was  already  on  the  decline. 
A  nngle  stanza  of  Folquet  de  Marseilles  will  be  enough: 

'*  Men^ !  love,  mercy  I  do  not  make  me  die  so  omiit  since  you  can 
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kill  me  witb  a  single  blow.  You  make  me  to  Iiyo  and  to  die  at  the  same 
time,  and  thus  double  my  mailyrdom.  Nevertheless,  although  half  dead, 
I  remain  faithful  to  your  service,  and  I  find  it  still  a  thousand  times  pre*, 
ferable  to  the  recompences  which  I  should  find  in  another." 

We  must  not  be  surprised  if  the  trobadours  themselves  at  times  became 
weary  of  making  love  in  thb  formal  and  affected  manner,  and  if  tfaey 
sometimes  sought  relaxation  among  country  maidens*  This  was  what 
they  called,  very  expressively,  joie  de  chambre  en  paturage.  Adven- 
tures of  this  kmd  became  ue  subject  of  pieces  of  a  pastoral  character, 
in  wliich  a  knight  riding  into  the  country  meets  with  a  pretty  shepherdess, 
descends  firom  nis  horse,  and  seats  himself  by  her  and  makes  love,  some« 
times  successfully,  while  at  others  his  advances  are  resolutely  opposed, 
and  sometimes  tne  damsel  is  obliged  to  call  a  party  of  shephms  to  bar 
assistance.  In  these  pieces,  perhaps  from  a  sentiment  of  btenseaiu:et  in 
deference  to  the  more  polite  and  refined  love  code  of  the  day,  the  shep* 
herdesses  are  often  painted  somewhat  in  the  style  of  those  who  figure  in 
the  dull,  prudish  novels  of  the  age  which  followed  the  publication  of 
'^  Astree.  Sometimes,  however,  the  loves  of  the  knights  and  the  shep- 
herdesses are  described  in  very  plain  and  unequivocal  lanffoage. 

As  we  have  seen  trobadours  quit  their  profesdon  and  retire  to  the 
cloister,  so  we  find  others  who  left  the  cloister  to  devote  themselves  to 
love  and  poetry.  Amon£^  the  most  remarkable  of  these  was  a  singular 
personage,  known  only  in  history  by  the  epithet  of  the  Monk  of  Mon« 
taudou.  His  father  was  a  gentleman  of  the  neighbourhood  of  AuriUac, 
in  Auvergne,  who  placed  him  while  young  in  the  famous  monastery  of 
that  town.  Very  soon  after  he  took  the  habit,  he  was  madei,  perhaps  by 
family  interest,  prior  of  the  dependent  monastery  of  Montaudon«  In. 
this  position  he  gave  firee  scope  to  his  natural  inclination  for  composing 
poetry  and  living  joyously,  and  the  extreme  gaiety  and  vigour  of  his 
pieces,  which  were  mostly  satires  on  the  manners  and  events  of  the  day, 
made  him  a  welcome  guest  at  the  taUes  of  the  barons  and  knights  of  the 
surrounding  country.  As  his  &me  increased,  he  was  loaded  with  gifts, 
and,  careless  himself  of  money,  he  gave  all  he  gained  to  his  monastery, 
which  from  a  poor  house  soon  became  rich  by  his  means ;  and,  in  return, 
the  abbot  of  Aurillac  granted  him,  at  his  own  request,  a  dispensation  to 
lead  in  future  the  kind  of  life  which  should  be  prescribed  to  him  by  the 
King  of  Aragon.  This  monarch,  who  was  a  ffreat  lover  of  the  trobadours, 
and  was  probably  well  acquainted  with  the  diaracter  and  inclinations  of 
the  monk,  ordered  him  to  live  in  the  world,  to  make  good  cheer,  to 
compose  verseet,  to  sing,  and  to  love  the  ladies ;  and  the  king's  commanda 
were  obeyed  to  the  letter.  Most  of  the  Monk  of  Montaudon's  poetry  ia 
satirical,  and  often  grotesque.  In  one  of  these,  which,  aa  M.  Fawriel 
observes,  possesses  something  Aristophanic  in  its  character,  the  monk 
describes  himself  as  present  in  the  court  of  Paradise,  where  different 
creatures  are  pleading  against  each  other  before  the  Creator.  Among 
the  rest,  the  vaults  and  walls  of  houses  come  to  make  their  complaint 
against  the  ladies,  who  used  so  much  paint  for  their  faces,  that  none  was 
left  to  paint  them*  The  pleading  is  carried  on  with  obstinacy,  and  the 
satire  is  of  a  coarse  cast,  out  the  ladies  in  the  end  gain  their  object.  It 
appears  that  painting  was  a  general  practice  among  the  ladies  at  this 
period. 

TfaQ  trobadours  (entered  upon  the  crusades  against  the  Santoens  wiib  no 
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ffieat  zeal,  and  those  who  left  their  country  to  jcdn  in  these  distant  expe^ 
ditions  rejoiced  more  at  their  return  than  at  toeir  departure.  Some  of 
the  more  eager  of  the  crusaders  complained  bitterly  of  the  fiicility  with 
which  the  barons  and  knights  of  the  midi  found  excuses  for  remaining  at 
home.  One  had  a  young  wife ;  another  had  children  to  attend  to  and 
protect ;  a  third  was  sick,  or  imagined  he  was.  Some  made  the  supine- 
ness  of  their  superiors  an  excuse  for  their  own ;  others  thought  that  the 
service  of  their  ladies  was  more  important  than  that  claimed  by  the 
Church*  Even  the  turbulent  war-lovm^  Bertrand  de  Bom,  in  a  song 
addressed  to  Conrad  de  Montferrat  (dien  actively  engaged  in  Syria 
i*esisting  Saladin),  says,  ''  I  should  have  been  there  with  you,  if  the 
delays  of  counts,  dukeet,  princes,  and  kings,  had  not  obliged  me  to 
renounce  my  project.  And  since  that  I  have  seen  my  beautiful  lady,  and 
/  have  lost  all  inclination  to  go  !**  This  general  disinclination  to  take 
part  in  the  war  in  the  East  arose  from  no  prejudice  in  favour  of  peace  and 
tranquillity,  for  the  trobadours  loved  war  passionately,  and  were  constantly 
epgaged  in  those  petty  hostilities  between  baron  and  baron  which  charac*> 
tensed  the  period  of  feudal  history.  Many  of  their  war-songs  furnish 
strange  pictures  of  a  turbulent  and  licentious  a^^e.  Bernard  Amaud,  of 
Mantua,  a  trobadour  knight  of  the  latter  half  of  the  twelfth  century, 
attached  to  the  service  of  the  court  of  Toulouse,  says,  in  one  of  his 
pieces : 

*'  Spring  never  arrives  so  beautiful  for  me  as  when  it  comes  accompa- 
nied with  uproar  and  war,  with  trouble  and  alarm,  with  fi;reat  inroads 
and  great  plundering.  Many  a  one  who  previously  had  done  nothing 
but  give  counsel  and  sleep,  then  rushes  forward  courageously,  his  arm 
rabed  to  strike, 

^'  I  love  to  see  the  herdsmen  and  shepherds  wandering  about  the 
fields,  in  such  trouble  that  not  one  of  them  knows  where  to  seek  refuge. 
I  love  to  see  the  rich  barons  obliged  to  squander  that  of  which  they 
have  been  niggard  and  sparing.  He  then  is  eager  to  give  who  never 
had  a  thought  of  giving  before  $  and  many  a  one  then  honours  the  poor 
man  who  used  to  despise  him.  War  forces  every  bad  lord  to  become 
good  to  his  people." 

Another  trobadour  of  the  same  agCy  named  Blacasset,  in  a  song  urging 
two  lords  to  decide  a  quarrel  by  force  of  arms,  in  which  he  does  not 
conceal  his  intention  of  joining,  exclaims — 

'^  War  pleases  me ;  I  love  to  see  it  begin !  It  is  by  war  that  brave 
men  raise  themselves ;  war  helps  them  to  pass  their  nights ;  war  brings 
them  gifts  of  handsome  steeds  ;  it  forces  the  miser  to  become  liberal ;  it 
obliges  people  to  give  and  to  take.  War  is  a  good  dispenser  of  justice ; 
it  pleases  me,  without  end  and  without  truce. .... 

^'  Oh !  when  shall  I  see,  in  fair  field,  our  adversaries  and  ouiselveB 
drawn  out  in  dose  lines,  so  that  at  the  first  fine  shock  there  may  be 
many  overthrown  on  both  sides  ?  There  many  servants  shall  be  cut  to 
pieces,  many  horses  killed,  many  knights  wounded.  If  nobody  ever 
returns  from  it|  I  care  not :  I  shall  fed  no  sorrow ;  I  had  ratner  die 
than  live  without  honour." 

'^  If,"  says  Bertrand  de  Bom,  with  the  prospect  before  him  of  a  war 
between  Richard  Cccur-de-Lion  and  the  King  of  France — "  if  the  two 
longs  are  brave  and  yaliant,  we  shall  soon  see  the  fields  strewed  with 


S54  On  the  Literature  of  the  Trobadours. 

fragments  of  helms  and  shields,  of  swords  and  saddles,  of  breast-pu 
doyen  down  to  the  g^irdle.  We  shall  see  steeds  wandering  about  looee, 
with  lances  hanging  to  their  flanks  and  breasts  ;  we  shall  hear  laughing^ 
and  weeping :  the  ciy  of  distress  and  the  cry  of  joy  ;  great  will  be  the 
losses,  immense  will  be  the  gun. 

**  Trumpets  and  drums,  standards,  banners,  and  ensigns,  horses  white 
and  black ;  in  tbe  midst  of  these  we  shall  Mve !  Oh !  the  good  tiine 
there  will  be  then !  Then  we  shall  plunder  the  usurers ;  we  shall  then 
see  on  the  roads  neither  baggage-horse  safe,  nor  burgher  who  does  not 
tremble,  nor  merchant  coming  from  France ;  then  he  will  be  rich  who 
has  the  courage  to  take.'* 

Bertrand  de  Bom  was  perhaps,  without  exception,  the  most  turbulent 
baron  of  his  day.  From  his  castle  in  Perigueuz,  he  was  perpetually  at 
war  with  the  various  feudal  lords  whose  territories  surrounded  his  own, 
and  he  was  as  constantly  occupied  in  setting  his  neighbours  by  the  ears 
among  themselves.  In  his  youth,  his  brother  had  attempted  to  deprive 
him  of  his  estates,  and  Bertrand  was  only  saved  by  the  protection  g^ven 
to  him  by  Henry  II.  of  England.  lie  showed  his  gratitude  aflerwaras  by 
allowing  no  opportunity  to  escape  of  stirring  up  war  between  that 
monanm  and  nis  undutifiil  sons,  sometimes  allying  himself  with  one 
party,  and  sometimes  with  the  other.  He  seems  to  have  been  dis- 
tinguished chiefly  by  a  wild  unbridled  love  of  war  and  confusion.  Yet 
the  old  biographers  of  the  trobadours  say  that  Bertrand  '^  was  a  good 
knight,  a  good  warrior,  a  good  trobadour,  a  good  lover  of  the  ladies,  well 
instructed  and  skilful  in  speaking,  and  he  knew  well  how  to  govern  him- 
self in  good  and  bad  fortune."  The  enemy  of  everybody  has  everybody 
for  his  foe ;  and  it  does  not  appear  that  Bertrand  de  Bom  was  often  left 
in  peace,  even  had  he  desired  it.  In  one  of  his  sirventes,  or  satirical 
pieces,  he  says — 

'*  I  am  obliged  every  dav  to  be  at  war,  to  stir  me,  to  defend  myself, 
to  put  myself  out' of  breath.  On  every  side  they  bum  and  ravage  my 
lands,  they  root  up  my  trees,  they  disforest  my  woods,  they  mix  my 
grain  with  my  straw  ;  and  I  have  not  an  enemy,  either  coward  or  brave, 
who  does  not  come  forward  to  attack  me.'* 

In  another,  he  expresses  his  contempt  for  all  his  neighbours  who  were 
inclined  to  be  peaceful : 

**  I  make  another  sirvente  against  our  degenerate  barons ;  for  you  will 
never  hear  me  praise  them .  I  have  broken  more  than  a  thousand  spurs 
upon  them,  without  being  able  to  make  one  of  them  mn  or  trot.  They 
let  themselves  be  despoiled  without  complaining !  Oh !  may  God  curse 
them,  our  barons  !  And  what  do  they  intend  to  do  then  ?  There  is 
not  one  of  them,  but  you  might  shear  and  shave  him  like  a  monk,  or 
shoe  him  on  four  feet  without  shackles  for  his  legs  !'* 

As  old  ag^  approached,  Bertrand  de  Bom,  like  so  many  others,  was 
seized  with  repentance  for  the  numerous  crimes  of  hb  turbulent  life,  and 
he  became  a  monk,  and  ended  his  days  in  a  monastery. 

The  last  war-cries  of  the  trobadours  were  raised  loudly  and  fiercely 
ag^nst  the  French  invaders  of  their  liberties.  In  these,  as  in  all  the 
remains  of  their  warlike  poetry,  it  is  difficult  to  give  extracts,  be- 
cause they  are  so  full  of  local  and  temporary  historical  allusions^ 
that  it  would  require  a  page  to  explain  each  passage.  The  French 
influence  was  always  disagreeable  to  the  Ph)ven9al8,  and  their  poetay 
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has  preserved  many  a  bitter  testimony  of  their  hatred  for  the  govem« 
ment  of  Charles  of  Anjou.  Boniface  de  Castellane  was  a  small  feudal 
lord  and  trobadour,  who  resisted  the  Count  of  Anjou  to  the  last, 
both  as  a  warrior  and  as  a  poet,  and  his  sirventes  were  well  calculated, ' 
by  their  vigour  and  violence,  to  spread  abroad  the  spirit  of  opposition. 
Vrhen  Boniface  shut  himself  up  in  his  own  castle,  he  issued  the  following 
poetic  manifesto : 

^*  Although  the  season  be  not  g^y,  X  will  compose  a  sirvente  in  biting 
words,  against  the  recreants  and  the  perverse.  The  French  leave  neither 
breech  nor  coin  to  these  poor  and  sorrowful  Provengals,  to  the  cowardly 
and  vile  race. 

^^  From  some  they  take  th^  lands,  and  that  without  even  showine 
them  the  favour  to  leave  them  their  money.  Others,  knights  and 
servants,  they  send  them  prisoners  to  the  Tower  of  Blaie,  as  they  would 
vile  bandits  :  and  if  they  die  there,  all  the  better  for  the  French,  who 
seize  upon  their  goods. 

"  The  cowards  and  traitors  have  deserted  me  with  their  false  servants. 
I  give  myself  no  sorrow  about  it :  I  shall  be  none  the  weaker  on  that 
account.  I  will  hold  good  in  my  fortress  with  my  brave  men,  and  I 
care  little  if  the  count  comes  against  me  with  his  numerous  forces. 

*'  Whoever  kills,  shall  die,  says  the  Gospel ;  the  day  will  cibme,  then, 
when  the  count  shall  suffer  for  that  which  he  inflicts  upon  others. 

'*  Let  his  gaolers  come  and  make  war  upon  me,  and  I  will  send  them 
back  in  sorrow  and  mortification.  I  will  stain  my  sword  with  their 
blood,  and  upon  tbem  I  will  make  of  my  lance  a  short  staff." 

The  Count  of  Anjou,  in  his  resentment,  laid  siege  to  Bonifi5u»*s  castle, 
took  it,  and  immediately  hanged  the  trobadour. 

Such  was  the  literature  of  the  trobadours,  or  poets  of  the  south  of  what 
is  now  called  France ;  a  literature  totally  distinct  in  its  character  from 
that  of  any  other  country  at  the  same  period  of  history.  We  have  de- 
scribed it  according  to  its  two  divisions  of  love-songs  and  war  or  political 
songs,  of  which  any  of  the  minor  classes  of  poetry  peculiar  to  this  litera- 
ture are  but  varieties.  It  must  be  understood,  however,  that  contem- 
porary with  these  there  existed  a  large  class  of  poetical  compositions 
which  were  common  to  Proven9e  with  other  countries  of  the  West  The 
minstrel  was  a  person  who  wandered  over  many  lands,  and,  at  the 
period  when  minstrelsy  was  most  honoured,  he  had  often  learnt,  in  the 
course  of  his  travels,  several  languages.  We  trace  the  Christian  minstrel 
sometimes  wandering  amone  the  Arabs,  as  at  times  we  find  the  Arab 
minstrel  among  the  Christians  of  the  West.  They  were  a  class  of 
persons  received  everywhere  gladly,  because  they  not  only  furnished 
amusement  wherever  Uiey  came,  but  they  imparted  knowledge,  and  they 
were  the  great  carriers  of  news  from  one  country  to  another.  It  was 
by  their  intermediation  that  the  West  received  so  many  of  the  stories 
and  traditions  of  the  East  The  languages  of  France,  of  Provence,  and 
of  the  superior  classes  of  society  in  England,  as  well  as  those  of  Italy 
and  the  Cnristian  portions  of  the  Spanish  peninsula,  were,  in  the  twelfui 
and  thirteenth  centuries,  only  so  many  dialects  of  one  tongue  ;  and  the 
minstrel  easily  changed  the  aialect  of  the  poetry  he  had  to  recite  into 
that  of  his  hearers.     It  is  thus  that  we  still  sometimes  find  in  early 
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mAQuacripts,  tbe  same  piece  written  in  one  manuscript  in  tbe  dialect  oC 
France  or  in  Anglo-Norman,  and  in  another  manuscript  in  Provencal, 
leaving  it  in  some  instances  doubtful  tp  which  of  the  languaffea  or 
dialects  it  originally  belonged,  while  in  other  cases  this  is  only  known 
by  some  accidental  circumstance.  We  thus  ^nd  a  consideral^le  varietjr 
of  literary  productions  i|i  the  Provengal  language,  which  do  not  strictly 
belong  to  it;  and  there  were  also,  doubtless,  writers  in  the  south  of 
France  who  employed  their  talents  in  the  same  styles  of  oomposition  as 
tJ^ose  for  which  their  brethren  in  the  north  w^re  distipguished. 

The  poetry  which  we  have  been  describing  seems  to  have  belonged  so 
essentially  to  a  peculiar  state  of  society,  that  we  find  comparative! v 
few  traces  or  even  imitations  of  it  in  ^e  Uteratm»  of  France  or  EnglaiuL 
It  was  most  successfully  imitated  by  tbe  minnesingers  of  Gennanv^ 
whither  somewhat  of  the  spirit  of  Proyen9al  society  was  carried  early  in 
the  thirteenth  centuiy.  It  was  not,  as  we  have  already  observed,  tul  a 
later  period,  after  it  had  ceased  to  resound  in  the  country  which  gave  it 
birth,  that  this  poetry  exerted  its  great  influence  on  the  literature  of 
Europe,  and  that  rather  indirectly  than  directly. 

The  final  decline  of  the  poetry  of  Provence  is  easUy  accounted  for. 
The  war  agunst  the  Albigeois  had  destroyed  the  condition  of  society 
which  chiefly  supported  it.  The  inquisition  was  brought  in  in  place  of 
the  courts  m  loye ;  and  the  Papal  authority,  now  become  paramount,  had 
many  reasons  for  discouraging  those  trobadours,  who  were  then  placed, 
towards  the  Church,  much  in  the  same  position  which  the  Welsh  bards 
ore  traditionally  represented  as  holding  towards  Edward  I.,  in  his  inva- 
sions of  Wales,  A  still  more  effective  cause  of  this  decadence  may  be 
seen  in  the  proscription  of  the  language  which  followed  the  establishment 
of  the  French  domination,  when  French  became  the  only  dialect  fisishion- 
able  among  tbe  higher  classes  of  society  in  the  south,  and  Provencal  was 
degraded  to  be  the  mere  conversational  dialect  of  the  vulgar.  From 
this  moment,  the  poetry  listened  to  most  favourably  in  the  baronial-hall 
was  that  brought  by  the  minstrels  of  the  north. 

We  have,  as  yet,  hardly  mentioned  the  '^  Histoire  de  la  Fo6sie  Pro- 
ven9ale  "  of  the  late  M.  Fauriel,  which  has  chiefly  given  rise  to  the 
foregoing  observations  (at  the  head  of  which  we  have  placed  its  title), 
pur  object  being  rather  to  give  an  accurate  notion  of  what  that  poetiy 
really  was,  than  to  offer  a  long  critical  review  of  the  boolt;.  We  have 
taken  it  merely  as  a  heap  of  materials — good  and  bad— ^  ready  to  our  handi 
The  name  of  Fauriel  has  been  long  known  in  the  literature  of  France, 
and  endeared  to  his  personal  acquaintance  (among  whom  we  rqoiced  to 
reckon  ourselves)  by  his  great  amenity  of  tempejr  aud  other  amiable 
qualities.  He  was  a  man  of  considerable  taste,  and  of  eztenrive,  but  not 
very  profound,  reading  ;  but  deficient  in  critical  judgment,  and  apt  to 
form  hasty  conclusions  firom  very  inconclusive  evidence.  His  reputation 
as  a  literary  man  was  first  made  by  a  collection  of  tbe  popular  songs  of 
naodem  Greece,  published  in  1824,  Himself  a^  homme  dt^  midi^  he  9^b- 
sequendy  devoted  his  energies  to  the  investigatipp  and  illustration  of  tbe 
history  and  literature  of  me  south  of  France,  and  published}  in  1836,  a 
^'Histoire  de  la  Gaule  Meridionale,**  in  four  octavo  volumes.  In  1831 
he  had  been  chosen  to  fill  the  newly-estabUshed  professorship  of  foreign 
literature,  at  the  Sorbonne ;  and  it  was  in  that  oapaci^  that  he  deliversd 
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9k  series  of  lectures  on  the  literature  of  Provence.  These  lectures,  col-i 
leqted  together  since  his  death,  by  one  of  his  frieqds  to  whom  he  has  )eii 
his  papers^  form  the  book  before  us  ;  andi  after  perusing  it  carefully,  ire 
are  inclined  to  think  that  it  would  have  been  better  for  the  anthor*9 
literary  memory  had  they  still  remained  unpublished.  Our  personal 
recollections  of  the  man  would  lead  us  to  pass  in  silence  over  the  erron 
of  his  book  ;  but  they  are  of  too  erave  a  character  to  be  allowed  to  be 
spread  abroad  under  so  honourable  a  name,  and  to  be  rendered  mora 
mischievous  by  the  injudicious  admiration  of  some  critics,  who  praise 
snch  a  work  without  understanding  its  merits.  It  is  a  book,  too,  which 
oontaii^s  much  valuable  matter — more,  probably>  than  any  existing  wori^ 
on  the  s^m^  subject,  and  written  in  the  same  popular  style-^although 
ill-arranged  and  Ul-digested. 

Professine  to  give  a  history  of  the  poetry  of  Provence,  M,  Fauriel  has 
induded  in  ois  work  not  only  that  which  was  peculiarly  the  poetry  of  the 
trobadours,  but  also  that  which  we  have  iust  described  as  imported  from 
northern  France,  To  this,  we  have,  of  course,  no  objection,  had  the 
differcDt  circumstances  connected  with  the  history  of  each  class  been 
caiefiillv  and  accurately  stated ;  but  the  strong  prejudices  of  the  author 
have  lea  him  to  form  the  paradoxical  opinion  uoat  the  whole  bod^  of  this 
literature  was  purely  Proven9a],  and  that  Provence  was  the  birthplace 
and  nnrsery  of  the  uteratiure  of  almost  all  other  countries.  The  long 
metrical  romances  of  the  middle  ages,  as  well  as  the  shorter  popular 
stories  known  in  the  thirteenth  and  fourteenth  centuries  by  the  tiUe  of 
Fabliaiu^  and,  indeed,  every  other  class  of  medieval  poetry,  werp,  accord- 
ing to  the  system  of  M.  Fauriel,  of  Provencal  origin.  In  his  zeal  to 
establish  this  fiEtvourite  position,  the  lecturer  of  the  Borbonne  neglects  or 
confounds  dates  and  facts,  takes  his  own  suppositions  and  misconceptions 
as  evidence,  repeats  old  erroneous  statements  which  have  been  disproved 
and  exploded  over  and  over  again  in  our  modem  increased  knowledge  of 
medieval  antiquities,  and  consequently  produces  a  treatise  which  is  dis- 
figured by  a  multitude,  not  only  of  indefinite  and  confused  statements, 
but  of  downright  blunders.  We  need  only  mention,  to  show  our  readers 
how  Httle  trust  can  be  placed  in  the  accuracy  of  M.  Fauriel's  "  Histoire 
de  la  Poeaie  ProveuQale,"  tliat,  to  support  some  strange  theory  relating 
to  the  origin  of  the  Grerman  national  romances,  he  heedlessly  confounds 
the  ancient  Fdda  with  the  younger  Edda,  and  makes  his  own  error  the 
foundatioa  of  his  subsequent  arguments. 

Among  the  poems  recited  by  the  minstrels,  and  thus  carried  £rom  one 
land  to  another,  were  the  lengthy  metrical  romances  so  much  in  vogue 
during  the  middle  ages,  which  were  founded  sometimes  on  the  imaginary 
annals  of  ELing  Arthur  and  his  knights ;  at  others,  on  the  traditionary 
histories  of  the  wars  and  feuds  of  the  earlier  Prankish  races  of  kings  ; 
and  at  others,  on  mythic  stories,  taken  from  ancient  fable,  and  a  variety 
of  kindred  subjects.  These  romances  are  very  numerous,  and  many 
of  them  are  very  long  ;  the  greater  proportion,  at  least,  were,  no  doub^ 
composed  in  France,  and  ihey  are  found  in  manuscripts,  written  in 
Angb-Norman  and  in  various  French  dialects,  according  to  the  district 
in  which  they  happened  to  be  committed  to  writing,  either  from  other 
copies,  or  from  the  mouth  of  .the  minstrel.  The  number  and  character 
of  the  variations  found  in  different  copies  of  the  same  romance,  show 
that  they  must  have  been  frequently  taken  down  from  oral  recitation^ 
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Some  half-dozen  of  these  romaDces  are  found  written  in  the  ProyeiK9al 
tongue ;  and  M.  Fatiriel  immediately  arrives  at  the  conclusion  that  not 
only  these,  hut  all  other  romances  of  the  same  stamp,  were  invented  bjr 
the  trobadours,  and  that  this  class  of  compositions  also  was  imitated  aod 
copied  from  them  by  the  poets  of  the  north.  Even  the  cycle  of  King^ 
Arthur  and  his  Round  Table  is  not  excepted.  Not  only  is  this  extraor- 
dinary theory  utterly  unsupported  by  any  evidence  better  than  the  various 
suppositions  of  the  author,  but  it  happens  to  be  a  notorious  &ct,  that  all 
these  Proven9al  romances  but  two  are  found  repeatedly  in  manuscripts 
written  in  French  of  an  earlier  date  than  ihe  single  copies  written  in 
Proven9al,  and  that  they  there  occur  in  the  same  words,  maJnng  allowance 
for  the  difference  of  dialects,  and  for  the  usual  various  readinn  of  nuum- 
scripts.  The  two  romances  which  are  exceptions  to  this  belong  to  the 
same  class  of  fictions,  and  are  composed  in  much  the  same  style,  so  that 
there  is  very  little  room  for  doubt  that  all  the  Provengal  ronumoes  are 
mere  copies  from  the  French  romances.  The  allusions  to  so  many  of 
these  compositions  found  in  the  genuine  poetry  of  the  trobadours  is  easily 
explained,  by  the  rapidity  with  which  we  know  diat  the  taste  fi>r  tfate 
French  romances  was  spread  over  neighbouring  countries  by  the  wander- 
ing minstreb.  They  were  translated  into  German,  almost,  if  not  quite, 
at  as  early  a  period  as  into  Ptoven^al. 

M.  Fauriel  perpetrates  a  still  greater  absurdity  in  the  attempt  to  prove 
that  even  the  national  romances  of  Germany  originated  in  his  fietvoorite 
Provence.  With  this  object,  he  actually  gives  a  place  in  his  book  to  a 
long  analysis  and  to  a  dissertation  on  the  history  of  the  celebrated 
romance  of  the  "  Niebelungen,"  which  he  follows  previous  writers  in 
supposing  (with  probability  enough)  to  have  been  compiled  from  older 
popular  baUads,  but  he  seems  to  imagine  that  these  popular  ballads  came 
from  the  south  of  France,  without,  however,  stating  any  kind  of  admis- 
sible evidence  for  such  a  supposition.  No  less  than  three  or  four  long 
chapters  are  also  devoted  to  tne  curious  early  Latin  poem  of  Waltharius, 
or,  as  it  is  here  entitled,  ^'Walther  of  Aquitaine,**  a  romance  closely 
connected  with  the  German  cycle  of  the  '*  Niebelung^n."  This  M.  Fauriel 
pronounces  to  be  an  undoubted  production  of  a  Provencal  writer  of  the 
tenth  century,  and  he  pretends  to  discover  in  the  idioms  of  his  language 
proofs  that  his  mother-tongue  was  no  other  than  Proven9aL  But  when 
he  comes  to  state  his  reasons  for  this  appropriation,  we  find  him  falling 
into  the  same  confusion  of  blundering  citations  and  erroneous  interpre- 
tations which  occur  so  frequently  in  other  parts  of  the  book.  ^^  There 
is  now,"  he  says,  "  no  need  of  further  conjecture  on  the  subject.  Two 
new  manuscripts  of  the  poem  in  question  recently  discovered,  one  in 
Belgium  in  the  municipal  library  of  Brussels,  the  other  in  the  royal 
library  at  Paris,  have  made  known  with  certainty  the  author  of  this  com- 
position. The  manuscript  of  Brussels  points  out  as  the  author  a  monk 
of  the  abbey  of  Fleury,  or  Saint-Benoit-sur- Loire ;  and  this  indication  is 
confirmed  and  developed  by  the  manuscript  in  the  royal  library.  In  this 
last,  the  text  of  the  poem  is  preceded  by  a  dedication  of  twenty-two  dull 
and  half-barbarous  Leonine  verses.  The  author  of  this  poem  speaks  of 
himself  as  the  author  of  the  poem,  and  describes  himself  by  the  name  of 
Gerald.  Without  expressly  calling  himself  a  monk,  he  says  enough  to 
lead  us  to  conclude  that  ne  was  one.  Gerald  dedicates  his  work  to  a 
brother  of  his,  whom  he  names  Archambauld  (Erkambaldus),  and  to 
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whom  he  gtves  the  title  of  hishop.     Thus  it  remains  clearly  and  fully 

established  that  the  poem  of  Walther  of  Aquitaine  was  composed  on  the 

banks  of  the  Loire,  on  the  confines  of  the  Prankish  Gaul  and  the 

Aquitaine  of  the  middle  ages,  and  that  it  was  composed  by  a  monk 

named  Grerald,  of  whom  everything  announces  that  the  maternal   idiom 

was  a  ramane  (Neo-Latin)  ioiom,  and  rather  that  of  the  south  than  that 

of  the  north."     It  would  hardly  be  believed,  if  the  &cts  were  not  before 

the  eyes  of  everybody  who  chooses  to  look  at  them,  that  the  dedication 

here  made  so  much  of,  which  is  found  in  the  two  manuscripts  of  Brussels 

and  Paris,  states  no  more  than  simply  that  the  author  was  a  monk  named 

Gerald,  or  Gerard,  and  that  he  dedicated  his  book  to  a  bishop  named 

Erkambald,  without  the  slightest  allusion  to  assist  in  fixing  the  country 

to  which  either  of  these  personages  belonged.     M.  Fauriel,  in  calling 

the  monk  the  brother  of  the  bbhop,  has  mistranslated  the  Latin  of  the 

original: 

Sia  feliz,  sanctus  per  tempera  plura  sacerdos ; 
Sit  tibi  mente  tua  (^eraldus  cams  addphus. 

The  word  adelphus,  in  the  Latin  of  the  age  to  which  this  poem  belongs, 
was  used  simply  to  designate  a  monk  (Jrater) ;  and  is  thus  a  dbtinct 
statement  of  the  author's  sacred  profession,  which  M.  Fauriel  supposed 
was  only  to  be  presumed  by  indirect  implication.  M.  Fauriel  had  con« 
cealed  from  his  readers,  or  he  had  overlooked  (which  is  equally  unpar- 
donable), the  fact  that  the  statement  that  Gerald  or  Gerard  was  connected 
with  the  abbey  of  Fleury,  instead  of  being  (as  he  says)  found  in  the 
Brussels  manuscript,  was  the  mere  hasty  and  improbable  conjecture  of 
some  one  who  at  a  much  later  period  wrote  in  the  fly-leaf  of  the  Parisian 
manuscript,  that  perhaps  this  Gerard  was  St.  Gerard,  monk  of  Fleury. 
There  are  good  reasons,  on  the  contrary,  for  supposing  that  the  author 
of  the  Latin  poem  of  ''  Waltharius**  was  a  monk  of  St.  Gall,  and  there 
is  scarcely  room  for  doubting  a  moment  that  it  was  written  by  a 
German,  and  founded  upon  German  traditions.  Thus,  between  the 
*^  Niebelungen"  and  *'  Waltharius,"  M.  Fauriel  has  composed  nearly  one- 
half  of  his  first  volume  of  materials  altogether  foreign  to  his  subject 

In  his  anxiety  thus  to  enlarge  the  field  and  influence  of  Provencal 
literature,  M.  Fauriel  has  striven  to  reconcile  dates  by  giving  to  that 
literature  a  much  earlier  existence  than  is  warranted  by  any  historical 
£eu^.  It  is  quite  clear,  from  what  remuns,  that  the  poetry  of  the  tro- 
badours  was  only  rising  into  existence  at  the  beginnmg  of  the  twelfth 
century,  when  there  was  a  contemporary  poetry  equally  extensive  existing 
in  France,  and  another  in  Germany;  that  the  period  at  which  that 
poetry  flourished  was  the  latter  half  of  the  twelfth  century ;  and  that  it 
was  already  declining  at  the  beginning  of  the  thirteenth.  It  is  equally 
dear  that  during  the  twelfth  and  thirteenth  centuries  the  poetry  of 
northern  France  was  carried  to  Provence  by  the  French  minstrels,  and 
taken  from  thence  by  the  minstrels  of  the  south.  We  have  heard  it 
whispered  that  an  English  translation  of  M.  Fauriel's  book  is  or  was  in 
preparation,  under  the  impression  that  it  was  a  capital  work ;  the  subject 
IS  sufficiently  interesting  to  be  treated  in  a  better  manner,  and  if  trans- 
lated, we  sincerely  hope  that  it  may  fall  into  the  hands  of  somebody  who 
understands  it  sufficiently  well  to  be  able  to  correct  the  errors  by  numerous 
notes.  At  the  same  time,  it  is  our  decided  opinion  that  the  character  and 
number  of  those  errors  render  the  book  unworthy  to  be  translated  at  all. 
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FAOM  THE  OB&IIAN  OF  A  SONNBTTEN  KEANTZ,  BT  LOUISE  VON  PLOENNrBS. 

By  Captain  Medwin. 

I. 
I  LAY  beside  the  lake— departing  day 
Flooded  the  horizon  round  with  deepest  gold — 
Above  my  head,  as  Autumn*s  red  leaves  fold, 
Waved  a  rich  cloud  of  crimson — gone  astray — 
And  then  methought  I  stood  on  the  bright  stair 
Of  an  old  temple,  which  its  form  unrolled 
In  wond'rous  state,  and  that  the  vext  lake  growled. 
That  at  its  fane  I  bound  me  not  in  prayer. — 
Then  raised  its  tinkling  voice,  as  silver  clear. 
From  the  o*erhanging  rock,  the  chapeFs  bell, 
And  in  full  clang  echoed  the  organ's  swell ; 
Love-strain  divine,  the  Ave  charmed  my  ear. 
And  sunk  into  my  soul — as  May-bloom  snow 
On  springs,  ice-freed,  that  just  begin  to  flow. 

II. 
The  Eternal  Seed  of  Christ  is  like  a  grain 
Of  wheat,  which,  ages  long  from  moon  or  star 
Hid  beneath  Egypt's  glowing  clime — ^afar — 
In  a  king's  withered  hand  has  buried  lain. 
Dead  seemed  the  grain,  till  to  the  realms  of  rest 
Was  forced  the  Elect,  to  bring  the  weak  one  fortli 
To  day,  and  sow  it  in  the  willing  earth. 
That  took,  and  nursed  it  on  its  fondling  breast. 
Heaven's  beams  now  shine,  and  give  it  being  new, 
The  clouds  of  Heaven  drop  on  it  gentle  dew ; 
Shoot  after  shoot  burst  gladly  from  their  night — 
Thus  on  the  stalk  ripens  the  com  of  Faith, 
And,  Cradled  by  the  winds  that  freshly  breathe, 
Waves  in  a  living  sea  of  golden  light. 

ni. 
It  was,  as  if  in  murmurs  sad  and  low 
Fair  Leman  yearned  to  fold  me  to  her  breast, 
And  lull  me  in  her  circling  arms  to  rest: 
Here  rocks  the  boat  that  waits  for  me — and  lo ! 
Beyond  frowns  Chillon — its  grey  walls  how  drear ! 
As  tho*  their  black  and  gloomy  shadows  steep 
The  water  down  to  its  unlathomed  deep. 
And  there  no  ray  could  dawn  again  to  cheer. 
Had  the  lake  worn  itself  so  deep  a  bed, 
After  tlie  requiem  of  its  plaintive  flow, 
That  it  might  delve  a  grave  to  bury  woe  ? 
Alas !  what  tears  on  tears  have  here  been  shed! 
What  sigh  has  breathed  full  many  a  heavy  heart, 
To  ease  whose  sorrows  we  would  take  our  part. 
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IV. 

How  rich  in  glorious  memories,  intertwined. 
Art  thou,  my  own  dear  Leman*s  lovely  strand ; 
Here,  where  with  Byron,  Shelley  knit  the  band 
Of  Friendship — ^noble  mind  to  noble  mind. 
Well  of  that  islet,  too,  did  Shelley  sing, 
When  on  the  turf*«namelled  shore  he  lay 
Off  the  blue  lake,  that  charmed  his  woes  away, 
As  bis  full  toul  upsoared  on  poet  wing. 
And  thete,  where  day's  last  glories  intervene, 
Hovering  round  Meillerie  like  a  golden  cloud. 
Swept  Rousseau's  genius  o*er  the  hallowed  flood  t 
Banned  from  the  world — a  yawning  gulf  between-- 
Ah!  that  St.  Preux  and  Julie  here  were  itranded! 
That  on  no  Isle  of  Peace  they  ever  landed ! 

V. 

How  sinks  the  sun  in  parting  glories  golden ! 
How  rests  creation — longing,  warm,  and  bright  t 
Heaves  the  flood,  as  above  a  pair,  enfolden 
In  love,  float  visions  drest  in  Heaven's  own  light ! 
Here,  in  the  setting  ray,  of  little  breath. 
Spent  the  poor  remnant  of  their  life,  upwhirled, 
The  countless  tribes  of  the  ephemeral  world, 
About  a  sunbeam  struggling  after  Death — 
But  roan,  his  thoughts  for  ever  on  the  wing. 
Would  with  his  Being's  fondest  yearnings  rest, 
And  lean  upon  another's  fondling  breast ; 
Waiting,  in  love,  with  obstinate  questioning. 
Till  of  the  doubts  that  deep  within  him  lie, 
A  Qod  one  day  may  solve  the  mystery. 

VI. 

O  bliss  I  that  in  thy  breath  of  love  for  me 

Waves  in  full  ear,  the  young  heart's  harvest^reasure, 

That  Hope's  green  promise-blossomi  without  measure 

Love's  inoetode-offering  I  can  tow  to  thee« 

That  thy  toft  eyes,  of  bright  and  liquid  joyanoe. 

As  beads  upon  the  vine,  the  tears  shine  through-^ 

That  free  ftom  all  the  thoms  of  low  annoyance. 

Rose  upon  rosebud  craclling  rock  the  bough. 

O  let  the  vintage  rich  and  richer  swell ! 

Till  in  the  Autumnal  cup  of  glowing  wine, 

Stream  forth  the  fountains  of  lifl^  golden  well  t 

O,  let  the  roses  fiiir  and  fairer  blow ! 

And  in  late  years,  upon  thy  grave  and  mine. 

With  ever-during  perfume  May-like  glow. 
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RUSSIA  AND  THE  DANUBE. 

Thk  trade  between  the  two  Principalities  and  the  remainder  of  Turkey 
has  been  hitherto  conducted  exactly  as  between  foreign  states.     This  is 
injurious  to  both  parties,  as  well  as  to  the  commercial  interests  of  Great 
Britain,  while  it  is  profitable  to  Russia  alone,  who  exercises  her  politftcal 
influence  for  the  purpose  of  disuniting  the  Moldo- Wallachians  m>m  the 
Ottoman  Empire  in  circumstances  and  feelings,  if  not  in  fact.     It  would 
be  superfluous  here  to  enter  into  a  lengthened  and  detailed  demonstration 
of  her  views  with  regard  to  the  Principalities^  as  they  are  hardly  denied 
even  by  her  best  friends,  and  they  are  sufficiently  proved  by  a  long  series 
of  historical  facts,  one  of  the  most  striking  of  which  has  recently  been 
recorded  by  M.  Thiers,  in  his  work  *'  Le  Consulat  et  TEmpire,*'  where 
he  states  *^  that  the  Emperor  Alexander  of  Russia  offered  his  coasent  to 
the  invasion  of  Spain  by  Napoleon  Bonaparte,  on  the  express  condition 
that  no  opposition  would  be  made  to  his  own  designs  on  the  Danubian 
PrincipaHties."    That  her  unvarying  poHcy  has  ever  been  to  raise  a  barrier 
between  the  two  banks  of  the  Danube  cannot  for  a  moment  be  doubted 
by  any  one  who  has  turned  his  attention  to  the  subject;  and  one  of  the 
means  employed  is  the  obstruction  of  the  commercial  relations  of  their 
respective  inhabitants.     Russsia  exercises  protection  over  the  two  Ihrin- 
cipalides,  whether  legitimately  or  not  has  already  been  seen ;  and  that 

Protection  is  nominally  extended  to  their  trade,  through  the  medium  of 
er  influence  over  the  boyards,  although  virtually  its  effects  are  eminently 
prejudicial  to  their  best  interests.      Thus   the   produce  of  the   right 
bank  pays    duly  on  entering  the  Principalities;    merchandise,    having 
already  paid  full  duties  in  Turkey,  is  again  taxed  on  the  left  bank  of  the 
Danube,  although  it  is  still  within  the  empire,  and  grain  purchased  in 
Bulgaria  cannot  be  brought  to  the  opposite  provinces  of  the  same  em* 
pire,  even  for  the  purpose  of  immediate  exportation.     This  prohibition 
forms  a  great  impediment  to  the  exportation  of  wheat  and  Indian  corn 
from  the  Danube.     The  opposition  made  to  its  abolition  displays  a  com- 
plete ignorance  of  the  principles  of  trade  and  of  the  results  produced  by 
similar  measures  elsewnere;  and  the  Moldo- Wallachians,  who  suppose 
that  they  derive  any  benefit  from  it,  and  that  the  opening  of  their  ports 
would  be  hurtful  to  the  Principalities,  are  either  blinded  by  a  traditional 
respect  for  the  inspirations  of  Kussia,  or  biassed  by  aversion  to  the  Otto- 
man Porte,  inasmuch  as  the  latter  Power  is  certainly  a  loser  by  the  op- 
pression of  trade  in  Bulgaria.    It  is  self-evident,  that  every  port  in  which 
there  exists  a  large  quantity  of  grain  for  exportation,  from  wherever  it 
be  derived,  must  always  draw  to  itself  both  merchants  and  capital ;  that  a 
great  number  of  vessels  will  frequent  it;  that  freights  will  be  lower  in 
consequence,  and  rates  of  exchange  higher;  and  that  a  greater  facility  of 
obtaining  money  will  be  secured.     These  are  positive  advantages  which 
must  necessarily  accrue  to  the  growers.     The  latter  argue,  that  wheat 
beine  cheaper  m  Bulgaria  than  m  the  Principalities,  their  own  could  not 
stand  against  the  competition  ;  but  the  price  is  fixed  by  the  demand;  and 
do  they  imagine  that  they  prevent  the  Bulgarian  g^^ain  from  reaching  the 
English  mancet?  or  do  they  believe  that  so  small  a  quantity,  in  conipn- 
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rison  with  the  supply  tent  firom  other  oountries  to  Great  Britaiiiy  woold 
materially  a£bct  the  current  prices?  These  may  possibly  be  somewhat 
lower  at  the  shipping  port  when  a  greater  quantity  is  for  sale^  but  oon- 
sumption  always  increases  as  prices  fall;  and  the  difference  in  the  latter 
would  be  more  than  compensated,  especially  in  a  country  where  the 
qualities  of  gnun  differ,  for  the  landed  proprietor  would  be  amply  repaid 
for  the  loss  on  his  best  wheat  by  the  sale  of  his  inferior  produce,  whidi 
would  then  be  more  easily  disposed  of  than  it  is  now. 

Prices  might  fall,  it  is  true,  but  it  is  hardly  probable  that  even  ihat 
result  would  be  involved,  as  the  prices  in  the  place  of  production  always 
depend  on  those  of  the  place  of  consumption ;  if  they  do  not  &II9  theoi 
not  only  is  consumption  increased,  as  generally  happens  where  the  supply 
augments,  but  also  production,  for  good  prices  invariably  enhance  pro- 
duction.    By  keeping  out  Bulgarian  gnun,  the  Princ^[»aiities  only  pre- 
vent its  being  sold  so  advantageously  as  it  might  be,  but  whose  is  the 
profit?     The  consumers,  to  be  sure,  and  not  that  of  the  Danubian  trade. 
Moldavia,  Wallachia,  and  Bulgaria  are  all  losers  by  this  prohibition,  and 
the  Ottoman  Forte  also  suffers ;  the  gainers  are  the  merchants  who  buy 
the  Bulgarian  produce  to  ship  it  on   the  Black  Sea  at  an  unneces- 
sary  expense,   and   Russia,   who  fiirthers  her  political  views  by  pro- 
moting disunion  among  the  provinces  of  Turkey.     Russia  is  well  aware 
that   the  abolition  of  this  prohibition  would  encourage  cultivation  in 
Bulgaria ;  and  there,  as  well  as  in  the  Principalities,  and  in  eveiy  other 
part  of  Turkey,  she  will  always  endeavour  to  impede  the  material  pro- 
gress of  the  country;  by  £usihtating  the  exportation  and  sale  of  grain 
grown  on  the  Bulgarian  side  of  the  Danube,  she  would  enhance  the  pros- 
perity of  that  vast  tract  of  agricultural  territory;  and  this  would  be  incon- 
sistent with  her  proverbial  policy.     Besides  this,  she  would  also  cause 
immediate  injury  by  so  doing  to  her  own  Black-Sea  trade,  and  it  cannot 
be  wondered  at  that  such  should  be  her  conduct ;  it  is  more  astonishing 
that  she  should  find  any  one  to  agree  with  her  on  this  point  within  the 
Turkish  Empire,  which  is  so  seriously  harmed  by  it.     Tlie  opponents  of 
the  abolition  contend  that   the  consequent  increase  of  cultivation  in 
Bulgaria,  and  a  greater  &ciliiy  of  exporting  its  produce,  would  materially 
lower  the  prices  in  the  consuming  markets;  but,  however  correct  in  prin- 
ciple this  arg^ument  may  be,  when  it  is  considered  how  small  this  augmen- 
tation can  be  in  proportion  to  the  whole  com  trade  of  Europe  and 
America,  certainly  not  one  per  mille  on  the  quantity  exported  from  all 
countries,  it  cannot  be  estimated  that  this  would  cause  any  aensible  differ- 
ence.    The  Ottoman  Porte  is  equally  interested  in  the  Moldo-Wallachian 
and  in  the  Bulgarian  trade.     Why  is  the  one  allowed  to  injure  the  other 
without  benefiting  itself?     The  opposition  raised  in  the  Pnncipalities  to 
their  equalisation  must  fall,  one  would  think,  before  the  force  of  reason; 
the  case  is  as  simple  as  an  easy  syllogism,  and  it  will  at  last  be  understood 
and  rightiy  appreciated,  in  spite  of  the  attempts  to  distort  it  which  are 
made  by  the  Russian  party;  and  the  growers  will  surely  be  convinced  in 
time,  that  the' amount  of  their  returns  would  be  increased  by  the  change^ 
as  the  matter  thus  stands,  in  logical  form : 

From  the  price  at  the  place  of  consumption,  which  regulates  their  in- 
come, must  be  deducted  all  charges  of  transport,  freight,  insurance^ 
merchants*  commission  or  gain,  cost  of  obtaining  money,  &c,  and  the 
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mnftindir  ti  the  pri^  paid  tothe  culttvaton;  every  OMMiire  wlueh  low«en 
these  oharget  b  profitable  to  them;  and  the  charges  are  alwaya  lower 
where  trade  is  carried  on  more  extensiTelj,  and  where  larger  dep&te  exist 
More  tesMls  frequent  the  ports,  and  freights  are  ocmseqtientlj  cheapo'; 
capital  if  attracted,  and  money  is,  therefore,  obtained  on  more  fitvoinble 
terms;  an  adYantageous  system  of  bills  of  exchange  takes  the  place  of  Uie 
expensive  process  of  bringmg  coin  to  make  purchases,  which  still  exists  to 
a  certain  degree  at  Galata  and  Ibraila,  and  value  is  represented  without 
loss;  while  merchants  doing  a  large  business  can  work  for  a  smaller  ooro- 
mission,  and  are  remunerated  by  less  profit,  than  those  dobg  a  smsdl 
business* 

The  f^  commercial  intercourse  between  the  two  banks  of  the  Lower 
Danube,  a«  well  as  the  clearing  of  the  Sulina,  would  therefore  be 
profitable  to  both,  and  also  highly  beneficial  to  the  empire  of  which  both 
n>rm  parts,  while  all  those  states  which  are  interested  m  Danubian  trade 
would  derive  great  advantage  from  these  desirable  changes.  The  present 
state  of  matters  is  thus  injurious  to  many,  but  it  is  favourable  to  one,  and 
that  one  no  friend  to  any  of  them;  for,  by  throwing  obstacles  in  the  way 
of  the  commerce  of  the  Danube,  an  impulse  is  given  to  Russian  produce, 
and  to  the  traffic  of  the  Black  Sea,  whilst  the  ambitious  political  views  of 
the  cabinet  of  St  Petersburgh,  with  regard  to  the  Turkish  Empire,  find 
an  efficient  means  of  furtherance  in  those  two  obstructions  to  the  welfiire 
and  connexion  of  a  part  of  its  population. 

There  is  a  third  weapon  in  the  hands  of  Russia,  which  is  no  leas 
powerful  in  efiectmg  the  disunion  of  the  Turkish  provinces,  the  oppres- 
sion of  their  trade,  and  the  hindrance  of  ours  in  this  part  of  Europe ;  and 
it  is  equally  illegitimate  and  unwarrantable.    The  sanitary  cordon  esta- 
blished by  ner  idong  the  left  bank  of  the  Danube  is  founded  on  the  sti- 
pulations of  the  '[j^aty  of  Adrianople.     It  is  employed  as  a  barrier 
intruded  between  the  Priacipalities  and  the  remainder  of  Turicey,  and  as 
a  political  police,  to  keep  the  former  under  the  control  of  Russia.    As 
such,  there  can  be  but  one  opinion  on  its  injustice.     In  a  commercial 
point  of  view,  it  is  productive  of  the  most  injurious  efiects  to  the  three 
Ottoman  provinces  through  which  the  Lower  Danube  flows,  and  it  is 
burdensome  in  the  extreme  to  the  trade  of  England  and  other  countries 
which  have  established  mercantile  relations  with  them.     It  should  there- 
fore be  energetically  combated  by  them ;  and  as  it  is  a  weak  point  in  the 
Russian  policy  with  regard  to  Turkey,  there  is  e^erj  probability  of  its 
being  combated  successfully.    As  a  measure  adopted  for  the  protection 
of  public  health,  which  is  the  only  ground  on  which  its  defence  can  be 
attempted,  it  will  be  found  incapable  of  standing  for  a  moment  against  a 
straightforward  attack. 

AUowing  that  the  Russianised  administrations  of  Moldo*Wallachia 
have  the  right  to  put  a  quarantine  on  all  communication  with  the  remainder 
of  the  Ottoman  Emmre,  and,  consequently,  on  all  British  vesseLi  arriving 
in  the  Danube,  as  they  must  pass  by  Constantinople,  that  right  can  only 
extend  as  for  as  may  be  required  to  guarantee  the  two  provinces  fiK>m  the 
contaeion  of  the  plague,  and  it  can  never  equitably  be  construed  as 
stretching  one  iota  further,  Now  diere  is  a  strict  quarantine  instituted 
at  Constantinople,  not  by  the  Turidsh  government  alone,  but  also  with 
the  co-operation  of  the  representatives  of  several  European  powers,  who 
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send  delegates  to  the  Board  of  Heahh  as  members  of  that  saxiitary  com- 
mission. It  is,  therefore,  absurd  that  a  clean  bill  of  health  emanating 
firom  them  should  not  entitle  its  bearer  to  free  pratique  on  his  arrival  in 
the  Danube.  In  foct,  the  very  govemment  which  arrogates  the  power  of 
thus  obstructing  the  commerce  of  other  nations,  protests  against  its  own 
acts  hj  sanctioning  the  issue  of  such  certificates  on  the  part  of  a  public 
body  of  wUch  it  nominates  one  of  the  members ;  aud  it  nirther  falls  into 
an  open  contradiction  of  itself  by  receiving  ships  at  Odessa,  which  come 
from  Constantinople,  on  better  terms  than  are  aQowed  to  them  at  Ibraila 
and  GalatK ;  for  at  the  Russian  port  they  perform  only  four  days'  quaran- 
tine, while  at  those  of  the  Danube  they  must  submit  to  fourteen.  If 
Russia  adnuts  the  right  of  British  ships  to  receive  a  clean  bill  of  health 
at  Constantinople,  how  can  she  deny  them  free  pratique  in  the  Danube  ? 
And  if  Great  Britain  participates  in  the  act  of  granting  such  documents, 
how  does  she  suffer  that  they  should  not  be  respected  ?  Every  govern- 
ment having  a  member  on  the  Sanitary  Commission  at  Constantinople 
has  an  incontestable  right  to  cl^m  free  pratique  in  the  Danube.  We 
have  that  right,  and  yet  our  ships  are  subjected  to  quarantine. 

Whether  the  plague  be  contagious  or  not,  and  whether  quarantine 
establishments  can  keep  it  out  of  a  country  or  not,  are  questions,  the  de- 
cision of  which  is  hot  required  to  prove  the  case  in  point,  as  the  plague 
does  not  exist  in  any  part  of  Turkey  at  present,  and  tne  untenable  nature 
of  the  Russian  policy  in  maintaining  tier  system  of  quarantine  in  the 
Danube  can  be  sufficientiy  demonstrated  without  them.  It  may,  there- 
fore, be  assumed  that  quarantine  is  useful  in  preventing  the  plague  from 
extending,  although  experience  in  the  Principalities  tends  to  show  the 
contrary,  for  it  cannot  be  sidd  that  the  Danubian  cordon  has  ever  pre- 
served them  from  that  disease  durin?  the  twenty  years  it  has  been  in 
force ;  in  order  to  argue  that  it  has  done  so,  it  would  be  necessary,  first, 
to  establish  that  the  advance  of  the  plague  has  actually  been  stopped  in 
the  lavarettos ;  and  secondly,  that  the  epidemics,  which  have  been  called 
^hus  or  malignant  fevers,  occasionally  prevailing  in  different  Moldo- 
Wallachian  towns,  were  not  the  plague ;  and  neither  of  these  two  facts 
can  be  satisfactorily  proved.  It  cannot,  however,  be  alleged  that  the 
belief  in  contagion  and  in  the  efficacy  of  quarantine  prompts  the  conduct 
of  Russia  in  wis  respect,  for  she  snows  less  fear  at  Odessa,  and  she  is 
free  to  establish  twenty  cordons  if  she  likes  on  the  Pmth,  which  is  her 
own  fit)ntier.  But  she  wishes  to  attain  other  objects  within  her  neigh- 
bour's frontier ;  and  she  probably  considers  herself  Yery  skilful  in  using 
so  plausible  a  pretext^  and  very  fortunate  in  having  been  allowed  to  use 
it  hitherto  witn  impunity  and,  indeed,  without  opposition. 

The  direction  of  the  quarantine  establuhment  is  intrusted  to  a  board 
at  Bucharest,  and  another  at  Yassy ;  and  these  two  bodies  are  super- 
intended by  an  inspector-general,  who  is  nominally  appointed  by  the 
two  princes  and  the  consul-general  of  Russia,  but  who  is  virtually  a 
Russian  functionary.  The  officers  of  the  department  were  formerly 
Moldo-Wallachians,  but,  in  the  gradual  and  stealthy  progress  of  tiie 
cabinet  of  St.  Petersburgh  towards  the  usurpation  of  paramount  authority 
in  the  Principalities,  Russian  agents  have  lately  been  placed  at  all  the 
quarantine  stations  of  Wallachia  and  Moldavia,  holding  the  entire  and 
efiSective  control  over  them  without  responsibility,  as  they  only  giye 
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verbal  orders,  and  sign  no  papers.  The  regulations  of  the  establish tnent 
have  been  brought  by  them,  from  a  system  of  comparative  facility  and 
aocommodation»  to  tne  practice  of  the  utmost  rigour;  as  much  00^  in 
fact,  as  it  could  be  if  the  plague  were  actually  on  board  eveiy  ship  that 
arrives.  And  yet  the  plague  has  not  been  heard  of  for  many  yeaiB  in 
any  part  of  Turkey.  Ana  even  Austria  has  abolished  her  quazantine  oil 
the  Danube  as  being  incompatible  with  the  state  of  public  health  on  the 
right  bank,  and  injurious  to  trade. 

In  the  organic  law  of  both  the  Principalities,  certain  regulations  are 
laid  down  for  the  quarantine  establishment.     These  are  framed  on  the 
Russian  sanitary  system,  and  not  according  to  that  which  is  universaUj 
adopted  by  the  other  governments  of  Europe.     The  difference  between 
the  two  systems  consists  chiefly  in  the  following  particulars : — By  the 
Russian  system  a  vessel  never  gets  pratique  at  aD,  unless  it  be  speciallj 
applied  for  by  the  captain,  who  must  thus  volunteer  to  undergo  all  the 
vexatious  manceuvres  imposed  on  him.     The  sails,  running  rigging,  &c., 
must  be  put  into  the  hold  and  fumigated  with  all  the  clothes  of  the  crew, 
during  four-and-twenty  hours,  with  the  hatches  shut  down.      Every 
person  on  board  is  obliged  to  remun  on  deck  for  a  whole  day  and  night, 
whatever  may  be  the  state  of  the  weather.     The  hatches  are  then  opened, 
the  master  and  crew  have  to  strip  in  presence  of  a  medical  officer  and  the 
quarantine  agents  on  deck,  and  go  below  naked  to  put  on  the  clothes 
which  had  been  smoked  in  the  hold,  and  those  left  on  deck  by  them  are 
taken  to  the  lazaretto  by  health-officers  to  be  smoked.     It  is  to  be 
remarked  that  there  are  sometimes  females  on  board  English  merchant 
ships.     The  term  of  quarantine  then  commences.     In  other  countries 
the  quarantine  of  vessels  commences  from  the  time  when  their  susceptible 
goods  are  landed,  and  after  a  fixed  number  of  days  they  must  take 
pratique  without  any  of  these  barbarous  formalities. 

The  expense,  loss  of  tune,  inconvenience,  and  annoyance  occasioned 
hy  the  Russian  system  may  easily  be  conceived.     The  captain  of  an 
English  brig  that  lately  performed  quarantine  at  Gralatz  declared  that 
this  elaborate  process  cost  him  no  less  than  260  piastres,  and  it  was 
undergone  when  no  apprehension  of  plague  could  possibly  be  entertained. 
Another  captain  of  an  English  vessel  paid,  a  few  months  ago,  at  Galatz, 
135  piastres  for  the  quarantine  tax  on  nine  persons  composing  his  crew, 
two  a^d  a  half  piastres  for  the  ticket  given  him,  435  piastres  for  the  pay 
of  the  guard  wno  remained  on  board  during  the  term  of  observation,  150 
piastres  for  the  pay  of  two  guards  charged  with  watching  his  ship  during 
the  time  of  expuigation,  and  ninety  piastres  for  the  hire  of  a  carriage  to 
bring  the  inspector  to  visit  the  vessel  daily  :  in  all,  820  pastres.    This 
ship  was  kept  sixty-five  days  in  quarantine,  merely  because  she  had  a 
cargo  on  board,  and,  consequently,  could  not  go  through  the  process  of 
smoking  her  sails,  running  rigging,  &&,  in  her  hold.     l%e  manu£EU!tared 
goods  which  she  carried,  and  which  were  classed  as  susceptible  of  con- 
veying contagion,  were  enclosed  in  tarpaulin  covers,  with  certificates 
from  the  Russian  consul  at  the  shipping  port ;  she  was  furnished  witli  a 
clean  bill  of  health  from  Constantinople,  and  she  was  thirty  days  under 
the  observation  of  the  local  authorities  before  her  quarantine  commenced, 
as  she  went  from  Galatz  to  Ibraila,  and  thence  to  Ziglina,  where  a  guard 
was  first  placed  on  board.     She  was  in  a  most  hazardous  position  during 
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her  quarantine,  as  the  sudden  breaking  up  of  the  ice  on  the  Danube 
inight  have  endangered  the  lives  of  her  crew,  as  well  as  the  property  of 
the  shippers,  which  was  worth  8000^  A  survey  of  her  condition  was 
made  officially  by  two  British  masters,  who  reported  that  her  safety  im- 
peratively  required  the  landing  of  her  cargo  before  the  ice  should  break 
up,  whi<»i  was  daily  expected  to  take  place.  Every  possible  remonstrance 
-was  made  by  the  competent  authorities,  and  yet  the  Russian  quarantine 
department  of  this  Turldsh  province  refused  to  give  her  pratique^  or 
even  to  let  the  cargo  be  landed,  until  the  stated  term  had  expired. 

A  vessel  arriving  at  Galatsc— even  should  she  come  direct  from  Eng- 
land, without  having  opened  hatches  at  Constantinople — if  she  be  laden, 
andy  still  more,  sailing  perhaps  in  ballast,  is  obliged  to  remain  on  tiie 
opposite  side  of  the  Danube  tor  twenty-four  hours,  and  the  crew  is  ex- 
amined by  the  medical  officer  of  the  quarantine  establishment,  who  is 
required  to  ascertain  that  they  have  not  brought  the  plague  from  Con- 
stamtinople,  or  from  London,  which  is  equally  probable  at  present     Al- 
though this  system  of  examination  has  been  continued  for  twenty  years, 
no  one  instance  is,  of  course,  on  record  in  which  tiie  presence  of  the  dis- 
ease has  been  detected.     The  ship  is  then  allowed  to  come  to  the  Molda- 
vian shore,  and  to  commence  its  quarantine.     A  wall  has  been  built 
along  the  river,  at  a  distance  of  a  few  yards  from  the  water's  edge;  and 
on  this  strip  of  ground  masters  of  vessels  and  thdr  crews  are  allowed  to 
land.     There  is  no  house  or  shelter  of  any  kind  on  it,  into  which  they 
may  retire  from  the  heat  of  the  sun  or  tiie  inclemency  of  the  weather. 
No  proper  means  are  prepared  for  the  commimication  of  the  captain  with 
his  consul  or  merchant ;  but  he  must  stand  in  the  crowd,  on  one  side  of 
a  railing,  to  bawl  out  his  private  business  to  another  crowd,  which  is 
beyond  another  railing,  at  five  or  six  yards'  distance.     The  few  cells, 
which  are  called  parUUoriy  or  places  for  such  conversations,  are  dark, 
and  in  every  way  unfit  for  the  purpose ;  and  they  have,  moreover,  been 
taken  possession  of  by  the  g^uds  as  sleeping-rooms.     If  the  captain 
writes  to  his  consul  or  merchant,  his  note  is  put  into  the  smoking^box, 
and  thence  it  readies  its  destination,  or  not,  according  as  it  may  suit  the 
convenience  and  fidelity  of  the  quarantine  agents,  who,  fearmg  com- 
plaints, and  hoping  to  gain  favour  by  reporting  anything  of  interest,  act 
as  spies  even  on  commercial  correspondence.     Then  comes  the  expense 
of  porterage,  for  carrying  grain  from  the  spouts  in  the  wall  to  the  ships, 
wbch  averages  6/.  per  vessel ;  whereas,  were  the  quarantine  abolished, 
the  carts  might  come  near  tiie  ships,  and  the  porters,  who  now  shoot  the 
grain  into  me  quarantine  spouts,  might  shoot  it  into  their  holds,  as  else- 
where.    Mastm  must  also  receive  provisions  and  other  necessaries  for 
their  ships  tiirongh  a  spenditorey  or  ship-chandler,  who  first  fixes  his  own 
price,  without  control,  and  then  charges  ten  per  cent,  commission  on 
eveiytiiing  he  siropUes;  thus  it  la  calcuUited  that,  on  an  average,  each 
vessel  loses  5L  through  tiiis  practice  during  its  stay.     And,  besides  all 
this,  tiie  fees  on  taking  pratique  cost  about  SL,  after  a  delay  of  four- 
teen days,  with  injuiy  to  the  materials  and  stores  of  the  vessel,  and  the 
damage  to  which  its  cargo  is  exposed  if  it  be  laden. 

In  cases  of  sickness,  no  mediod  assistance  can  be  obtained  on  board  the 
sMp ;  and  however  ill  a  sailor  may  be,  he  must  come  on  shore  to  the 
office  of  tiie  captain  of  the  port  to  be  seen  by  the  medical  officer,  or  die 
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on  board  wiihoat  help,  if  he  be  unaUe  to  move.  Should  it  luppear  neoes* 
sary  to  separate  him  from  the  other  aailors,  he  is  takea  to  the  lazaretto, 
without  any  of  the  piecautions  which  his  state  may  require,  and,  when 
there,  he  is  obliged  to  strip  naked,  and  get  other  clothes  from  the  town. 
He  is  then  kept  four  days  m  quarantine^  during  which  time  the  quaran- 
tme  surgeon  may  look  at  him,  but  must  not  feel  his  pulse^  and  at  the 
expiration  of  these  four  days  he  is  moTed  into  town,  whatever  may  be  the 
state  of  his  health  or  of  the  weather,  having  paid  about  22,  for  la$  short 
stay  in  the  laxaretto.  This  is  an  evil  which  cannot  be  too  speedily 
remedied,  as  it  has  doubtless  already  caused  the  death  of  many  British 
seamen,  from  the  difficulty  of  obtainmg  medical  assistance  for  woee  who 
have  died  on  board  their  ships,  from  the  want  of  attention  and  Quietness 
suffered  by  those  who  have  been  brought  on  shore  to  die^  and  from  the 
aggravation  of  illness,  occasioned  by  the  fatigue  and  exposure  of  removal 
to  a  considerable  distance,  having  sacrificed  the  lives  of  those  who  might 
have  recovered  if  they  had  not  been  taken  to  the  husaretto.  The  Protes- 
tant cemetery  of  Galats  is  abundantly  eloquent  on  this  subject 

When  freights  are  low  from  the  Danube  to  the  United  iKingdom,  and 
when  many  Britiih  vessels  are  at  Galats  or  Ibnula,  without  chuters  for  a 
return  caigo,  ihrir  captains  are  not  free  to  seek  the  best  terms,  and  to 
obtain  the  highest  rates,  in  the  hope  of  rendering  the  loss  to  thw  owners 
as  light  as  possible;  and  they  find  themselves  confined,  as  it  were^  in  a 
prison,  and  perfectly  helpless  to  protect  the  interests  of  their  ships. 
When  in  quarantine^  they  are  entirely  at  the  mercy  of  a  few  ship-brokcffSy 
who  do  not  even  speak  their  language,  and  they  are  generally  forced  to 
accept  such  terms  as  are  offered.  'Hiey  are  also  at  a  great  disadvantage 
in  the  settlement  of  their  accounts  for  freight,  &c^  as  the  merchants 
generally  send  them  in  only  when  the  ships  are  ready  for  sea.  They  are 
thus  subjected  to  heavy  losses  from  the  low  rate  of  exchange  allowed  them, 
and  they  have  no  remedy,  except  by  delaying  the  saiUng  of  their  vesseb 
for  several  days,  in  order  to  get  pratiaue,  and  learn  the  real  state  of  the 
money-market  In  these,  as  in  all  toe  other  particulars  of  the  system, 
there  is  no  alleviation  to  be  expected  until  the  stringent  and  even  oppres- 
sive practice  of  Bussian  quarantine  be  altogether  abolished  as  uiyust  to 
all  parties  concerned,  ana  ruinous  to  trade  in  generaL 

AmoDg  other  evils^  the  custom  of  foromg  ship-masters  in  quarantine 
to  transact  their  business  surrounded  by  a  mob  of  doubtful  chaiacters  has 
occasioned  the  robbery  of  vessels  on  their  way  down  the  Danube,  when 
money  has  been  publicly  put  on  board  them,  as  it  is  not  always  practi- 
cable to  effect  a  transfer  by  bills  of  exchange. 

But  some  of  the  official  chaiges  are  barmy  less  piratical  in  their  nature. 
The  consular  certificate  is  an  instance  of  dus.  All  goods  called  toaaap* 
tible,  which  come  from  Great  Britain,  must  have  the  bales^  oases^  or 
casks  containing  them  covered  with  tarpaulins^  and  must  be  sealed  by  the 
Buasisa  consul  at  the  port  where  the  packages  axe  shipped,  while  that 
functionary  gives  a  certificate.  The  seals  and  certificates  of  the  oonsnls 
of  no  other  countries  are  received  or  respected.  The  cost  of  this  process 
is  about  I6s.  for  each  jpackage.  The  Danubian  quarantine  thus  entaila 
on  British  trade  an  adgitiooiJ  expense^  besides  all  other  costs  in  perfomi- 
ing  quarantme^  of  7200/.  on  9000  bales  of  manufactures  and  twist  imported 
annually  from  England;  4000/.  on  5000  barrels  and  casks  of  sugar,  and 
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other  artidles  brought  yesAj  inio  OabU  And  Ibnila  from  Great  Britain  s 
and  1800/.  <m  Britdah  veiielfl  for  additfonal  porterage,  attendance^  Ice.  t 
mftking  a  total  of  13,0001  sterling  per  annum.  Added  to  this  are  tlie 
trmiUe  to  merchants,  ineonTenienee  to  ship-maaters,  iiquiy  done  to  many 
articles  by  having  water  thrown  over  them»  damage  to  sueh  paokagee  aa 
may  have  the  tarpauUns  torn  or  the  seals  brokeni  and,  above  all,  delay, 
an  time  is  money  in  trade.  We  may  state  ihese  items  in  our  financial 
tables  as  a  small  involuntary  tribtue  to  the  political  ambition  of  Russia. 

As  an  example  of  the  loss  sustained  by  delay  in  oonsequenoe  of  the 

Danubian  quarantine  may  be  mentbned  tnat  of  dischargmg.   At  IbraOa 

there  are  so  few  discharging  berths,  that  vessels  must  wait  to  unload  until 

their  turn  comes.   A  fevf  months  ago  twelve  ships  were  waiting  to  deliver, 

seven  of  them  being  British;  and  they  were  thus  losing  their  time, 

although  they  are  charged  quayage.    It  may  be  said  that  the  buildings  of 

the  establishment  might  be  enlarged ;  but  if  trade  increases  as  it  has 

hitherto  done,  that  would  be  almost  tantamount  to  converting  the  town 

into  a  vast  laiaretto,  for  it  is  but  a  small  place,  while  the  uselessness  of 

the  quarantine  points  out  a  better  remedy  than  that  of  erecting  such  a 

monument  of  foreign  usurpation  in  a  country  belonging  to  a  friendly 

Power.     That  Turkey  is  no  party  to  the  oppression  of  British  trade  in 

the  Danube,  through  the  rigour  of  the  quarantine  regulations^  is  suffi-* 

oiently  attested  by  the  firman  bearing  date  the  2nd  of  Augu8<^  1848,  in 

which  the  Prince  of  Moldavia  was  ordered  to  discontinue  their  application 

to  our  ships ;  but  that  disposition  in  our  frvour  was  overruled,  and  they 

still  exist 

Political  economists  tell  us  that  the  eonsumer  pays  all  expenses,  and  we 
believe  them  s  but  it  is  no  less  true  that,  were  the  quarantine  expenses 
saved,  our  merchandise  would  be  imported  cheaper,  and  the  provinces 
would  consume  a  laiger  quantity  of  British  proauoe.  It  must  also  be 
home  in  mind  that  all  goods  coming  to  the  Principalities  from  Germany, 
either  down  the  Danube  or  by  land,  are  admitted  frse  of  this  onerous 
.  quarantine  tax,  which  on  ordinary  merchandise  amounts  to  2  per  cent.,  and 
the  trade  of  (Germany  has  consequentiy  so  great  an  advantage  over  that  of 
Great  Britain,  that  Gennan  produce  is  preferred  to  English,  when  the 
cost  to  the  consumers  on  the  Danube,  exclusive  of  quarantine  charges, 
would  otherwise  be  equal  Were  tiie  obstacles  opposed  by  the  sanitary 
cordon  removed,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  sale  of  Bntish  manufiie<' 
tuies  would  be  considerably  extended  by  purchases  made  by  traders  from 
the  small  towns  and  villages  of  Bulgaria,  as  well  as  of  Wallachia  and  Mol- 
davia, where  assortments  do  not  exist,  and  this  without  diminishing  the 
quantity  sent  direct  into  the  former  province. 

Steam  navigation  has  broueht  those  rich  countries  nearer  to  us,  and  it 
has  opened  to  them  a  career  of  internal  improvement,  which  will  multiply 
their  wants  and  make  them  eager  purchasers  of  our  goods.  We,  on  our 
part,  seek  new  markets  for  our  maoufectures,  and  we  must  do  it  actively, 
for  we  have  the  formidable  competition  of  the  other  states  of  Europe  to 
straggle  agamst ;  we  should  be  vigilant  where  surplus  com  is  produced, 
in  order  that  we  may  make  a  profitable  exchange,  tending  to  supply  our 
own  wants ;  and  the  Danubian  trade  combines  those  qualities  and  features 
which  imperatively  demand  the  attention  of  England.  The  value  of  our 
exports  to  France,  Belgium,  and  Holland,  which  have  a  population  of 
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42,000,000,  and  have  manufacturers  of  their  own,  is  7,000,000i[.  steTluig' 
per  annum,   while  that  of  oar  Danubian  exports  is  little  more    thiua 
700,000/.,  including  those  to  Bulgaria ;  in  the  west  of  Europe,  6,000,000 
of  the  population  imports  1,000,000^  worth  of  our  goods;  the  popalsitioEi 
of  the  tihree  Danubuin  provinces  is  upwards  of  8,000,000,  and  by  re- 
establishing the  proportion  we  would  add  nearly  700,000/.  to  the  annual 
value  of  our  exports,  almost  doubling  the  amount  of  our  trade  on  the 
Danube.     Is  it  not  then  worth  our  while  to  endeavour  to  extend  and 
fiicilitate  our  commercial  relations  with  those  countries  ? 

At  a  time  when  the  belief  in  the  contagious  nature  of  the  plagne  is 
rapidly  fi^vine  way  before  inquiry  and  experience,  and  when  Turkey  is 
entirely  me  m>m  it,  surely  Kussia  will  not  be  Allowed  to  follow  up  her 
'  dengns  by  using  quarantine  as  an  instrument,  and  using  it,  too,  with  such 
palpable  detriment  to  others.     Can  Turkey  and  those  who  wish  her  well 
suffer  the  free  mercantile  intercourse  between  three  of  her  provinces  to 
be  impeded  by  custom-house  regulations,  framed  to  favour  the  Russian 
desire  of  seeing  two  of  them  detached  from  the  Ottoman  Empire,  when 
all  the  energies  of  enlightened  statesmen  are  directed  towards  the  deve- 
lopment of  trade,  as  beinff  the  only  true  foundation  of  national  prosperity? 
Aiid  in  the  very  year  wnen  (xreat  Britain  has  determined  to  overcome 
the  gigantic  difficulties  of  a  canal  across  tiie  Isthmus  of  Panama,  will  she 
quietiy  look  on  when  Russia  is  closing  a  canal  formed  by  nature,  and  thus 
crushing  the  trade  of  a  not  unimportant  part  of  Europe  ?   Will  she  not 
assert  her  rights  at  Sulina  ?  If  these  three  subjects  are  rightiy  treated,  a 
salutary  check  will  be  imposed  on  the  crafby  advances  of  a  rival,  the  most 
opportune  and  beneficial  support  will  be  given  to  the  just  cause  of  a  friend, 
and  the  immediate  interests  of  our  own  trade  will  receive  a  profitable  im- 
pulse.    There  will  then  only  remain  the  obnoxious  presence  of  the  Rus- 
sian Army  of  Occupation  to  combat  in  the  Danubian  Principalities,  and 
the  preponderant  influence  which  is  exercised  by  the  Russian  agents  over 
the  councils  of  their  administration.     But  the  latter  will  soon  fall  if  the 
visible  signs  of  power  are  removed,  and  the  Moldo-Wallachians  will  throw 
off  the  ascendancy  of  Russia,  which  is  not  cemented  by  common  interests, 
immediately  when  they  perceive  that  the  Czar  is  not  omnipotent.    Give 
them  another  support,  and  they  will  cling  to  it. 

When  England  is  fully  informed  of  these  facts,  which  have  hitherto, 
perhaps,  remained  comparatively  unnoticed,  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  she  will 
take  them  into  serious  consideration. 
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THE  THREE  DRAGONS. 

a    hungabian    tale. 

By  John  Oxsnfobd. 

Of  all  the  wonderful  heroes  that  ever  lived,  or  that,  without  living  at 
all,  were  ever  talked  about,  never  was  one  to  equal  the  ''  Iron  Laci,** 
celebrated  in  the  popular  stories  of  Hungary.  For,  mark  well,  belov^ 
reader,  whom  I  propose  to  feed  on  a  rich  banquet  of  absurdity,  that  the 
marvels  I  am  about  to  relate  are  no  mere  ofF-spinnings  of  a  modem  brain, 
but  are  in  substance  derived  from  the  real  proper  traditions  of  the  Magyar 
race,  and  are,  as  such,  respected  by  the  savants  of  Germany. 

Our  hero,  Laci,  begins  in  a  mystery.  There  is  no  sufficient  reason  extant 
why  he  should  have  such  'a  metallic  appeUation  as  the  ''  Iron  Laci.''  He 
seems  to  have  been  made  of  good  flesh  and  blood  at  first,  though  he  did  get 
a  little  modified  as  he  went  on;  and  there  is  no  fable,  to  my  knowledge,  which 
informs  us  that  he  was  dipped  into  the  molten  sea  of  an  iron-foundry  as 
Achilles  was  into  the  Styx,  or  plated  with  iron  as  the  great  Siegfried  was 
cased  in  horn,  by  a  wholesome  anointing  widi  dragon's  h,t  But  wher- 
ever he  got  his  name,  this  much  is  certain,  that  he  was  the  youngest  son 
of  a  king  (of  some  country  or  other),  whose  feunily  numbered  three  sons 
and  three  daughters,  and  that,  in  hu  early  years,  he  was  one  of  the  most 
uncouth,  lawless,  ill-conditioned,  youdis  mat  ever  frightened  the  mater 
famUias  out  of  her  wits,  or  drove  the  pctter  famUias  into  a  towering 
passion. 

It  was  no  accident  when  he  ran  against  an  irritable  old  woman  with  a 
basket  of  eggs  under  her  arm,  and  converted  it  into  a  basket  of  smash — 
the  event  was  the  result  of  a  lubberly  love  of  mischief.  It  was  no  accident 
when  the  old  lady,  by  way  of  retaliation,  cursed  him  by  prophesying  that 
<<  his  next  wish  should  be  fulfilled/'  for,  paradoxical  as  the  curse  sounded, 
she  knew  very  weH  what  she  was  about,  and  meant  to  deal  a  good  hard  blow 
of  misfortune.  Laci,  to  be  sure,  did  not  trouble  himself  much  about  the  im- 
precation ;  on  the  contrary,  the  old  woman  and  her  words  slipped  clean 
oat  of  his  memory,  and  h^  amused  himself  with  playing  at  ball  with  his 
sisters,  just  as  if  nothing  had  happened. 

Finely  dressed  ladies  were  those  three  sbters.  They  would  have  set  tlie 
fashion  in  the  kingdom,  had  it  not  been  for  the  simple  &ct  that  their 
costume  was  so  very  recherche  as  to  defy  imitation,  however  remote. 
When  I  say  that,  according  to  the  historian  from  whom  we  derive  our  in- 
formation, the  first  had  a  dress  like  the  sun ;  the  second,  one  like  the 
moon;  and  the  third,  one  like  the  stars,  I  feel  that  all  further  expression 
to  prove  they  were  something  out  of  the  common  way  would  be  super- 
fluous. 

Now,  these  same  well-dressed  young  ladies  had  often  su£fered  no  little 
annoyance  from  their  younger  Inrother's  turn  for  practical  humour,  and 
they  deemed  it  a  pleasant  retaliation  to  hit  him  with  the  ball  as  oflen  and 
as  smartly  as  they  could.  A  blow  in  the  ribs  was  not  unendurable,  and 
the  same  may  be  said  of  one  which  he  recdved  between  the  shotdder- 
blades ;  but  when  the  ball  came  with  full  force  upon  the  nose  of  our  hero, 
the  sensadon  was  so  intensely  disagreeable,  tha^  in  an  agony  of  pain  and 
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wrath,  he  shouted,  ^'  I  mAi  the  eardi  swallowed  yoa  all  up^ iritfa  a 

remarkable  empliasis  on  the  ^^  up." 

Then  was  it  manifest  that  tne  old  woman  of  the  smashed  eggs  had 
spoken  with  words  of  power,  for  down  went  the  three  princesses  under 
ground,  and  the  astonished  Laci  rubbed  his  eyes  instead  of  his  nose  ^vrhen 
he  found  himself  alone  with  the  unlucky  ball.  A  pretty  bungling'  story 
he  told  his  &ther,  when  the  latter  asked  him  what  had  be^me  of  liis 
three  sisters ;  and  when  at  last  the  truth  oozed  out,  the  result  ^i^as  « 
general  mourning,  and  a  prohibition  against  the  eating  of  eggs  witbsn 
ten  miles  of  the  royal  residence. 

The  eldest  son,  deling  a  practical  anxiety  about  his  sisters,  and  finding 
the  court-life  wearisome,  wandered  forth  in  search  of  the  lost  thiee^— so 
also  did  the  second;  but  as  they  did  not  come  back  again,  they  ooly  in- 
creased the  fi^eneral  sorrow.     The  mourning  was  deepened,  and  the   pro- 
hibition against  eggs  was  extended  to  a  radius  of  twenty  miles. 

In  the  mean  wmle,  Laci,  'who  had  become  a  good  deal  steadier  since  the 
imfortunate  game  at  ball,  had  grown  to  man's  estate,  and  had  come  to  tbe 
yery  rational  conclusion  that,  as  he  had  caused  all  the  mischief,  he  oujs^Iit 
to  contribute  his  mite  towanis  repairing  it.     He  therefore  requested  the 
kiDg  his  father  to  allow  him  to  look  wer  his  lost  brothers  and  sisters  ; 
and  the  monarch,  not  kno^ng  how  soon  the  old  disposition  might  break 
out  anew,  was  but  too  happy  to  grant  his  request.     So  off  set  our  hero^ 
not  yery  particular  as  to  wnich  way  he  took--^  indeed,  what  could  direct 
his  choice  as  to  north,  south,  east,  or  west,  when  the  ladies  had  nmplj- 
gone  downwards  ?)-<-and  he  had  trayelled  a  day  or  so,  when  he  came  to 
an  old  woman,  who  was  with  difficulty  trying  to  place  a  bundle  of  wood 
upon  her  back.     The  unfortunate  result  of  the  egg-smashing  had  taught 
him  that  it  is  as  well  occasionally  to  be  civil  to  old  ladies,  and  accord- 
ingly he  nlaced  the  bundle  on  tSe  aged  shoulders,  ia  the  politest  and 
most  kindly  manner  possible. 

The  old  woman — whom,  though  my  historian  does  not  teU  me  so^  I 
strongly  suspect  to  have  been  the  egg-bearer — proved  not  only  grateful, 
but  exceedingly  well-informed.  She  Knew  the  object  of  his  journey  just 
as  well  as  he  knew  it  himself ;  and  she  also  had  some  notion  as  to  how 
that  object  might  be  attained — a  point  with  respect  to  which  he  was  pro- 
foundly ignorant.  Stamping  on  the  ground,  she  caused  an  iron-bound 
chest  to  rise,  and  directing  our  hero  to  enter  it,  told  him  that  it  would 
bear  him  to  the  spot  where  his  eldest  sister  was  to  be  found. 

Laci  entered  ^e  chest,  which  immediately  sank  with  him  below  the 
surface  of  the  earth,  and  carried  him  on,  with  an  easy  sort  of  motion,  till 
at  last  it  came  to  a  stand-still.  He  got  out,  and  found  himself  at  the 
foot  of  a  bridge,  composed  of  tfiears  with  the  points  u{>wards,  which  as 
they  constantly  opened  and  shut  made  a  clattering  noise,  exceedingly 
terrible  and  jarring  to  the  ear.  There  was,  to  be  sure,  a  silver  castle  on 
the  other  side  of  the  stream,  which  was  crossed  by  this  formidable  bridge, 
and  that  was  probably  the  residence  of  llie  sun-dad  sister;  but  who  could 
approach  it  iy  means  of  a  road  that  promised  to  snip  off  amis  and 
legs  by  way  ot  toll? 

'* Don't  oe  frightened,  m^  dear  boys  HI  carry  you  safe  enough,"  said 
a  squeaking  voice ;  and  Laci  turning  round,  perceived  that  the  chest  was 


accosting  him  through  the  lips  of  a  merry  little  iron  face  tliat  f 
one  of  its  chief  ornaments.     "  Don't  be  frightened,"  said  die  chest ; 
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carry  you  safe  enough  to  ihe  casde.''  It  then  added,  in  a  less  cheerfvl 
toDei  *'  But  how  you  will  get  back  agun,  I  can't  say." 

This  was  not  a  moment  to  weigh  remote  contingencies,  so  Laoi  had 
soon  re-entered  his  chest,  and  in  a  few  minutes  was  over  the  water,  at  the 
foot  of  the  castle-stairs.  Here  he  took  leave  of  the  chest,  with  that 
politeness  which  had  been  taught  him  by  the  misfortune  of  his  youth, 
and  ascended  the  steps  with  no  other  vehicle  than  bis  own  legs. 

^'  Wherefore  hast  thou  come  hither,  beloved  brother  ?"  sa^  the  sister 
of  the  sunny  raiment;  for  lo!  there  she  was,  at  the  top  of  the  stairs. 

^'  To  fetch  you,  beloved  sister,*'  was  the  answer. 

'*  Sooner  said  than  done,"  observed  the  lady,  "  for  I  am  in  the  power 
of  a  dragon  with  six  heads." 

''The  more  heads  he  has,  the  more  I  can  cut  off,"  retorted  Laci,  hero- 
ically; and  he  stalked  with  his  sister  into  the  armory,  to  find  proper 
implements  to  receive  the  dragon,  who,  very  fortunately,  happened  to  be 
from  home. 

While  looking  over  the  swords  and  spears  he  came  to  a  sort  of  jug, 
on  which  was  engraved  the  following  lucid  distich : 

Whoever  will  empty  this  flagon. 
Will  find  himself  strong  as  tiie  dragon. 

These  splendid  lines  were  no  sooner  read,  than  the  contents  of  the  jug 
were  down  the  throat  of  Laci,  who  would,  doubtiess,  have  reflected  on 
the  stupidity  of  the  dragon  in  leaving  in  such  an  accessible  place  so 
valuable  a  liquid,  had  he  not  been  prevented  by  a  tremendous  crash, 
which  made  the  silver  castle  rinc^  to  its  very  foundations. 

"  It's  only  the  dragon,"  said  the  princess  \  ''  when  he  comes  within 
ten  miles  of  the  castle  he  is  in  the  habit  of  flinging  his  dub  against  the 
door,  which  it  opens  immediately." 

''  Answering  the  double  purpose  of  a  knocker  and  a  key,"  said  Laci ; 
and  at  that  moment  the  dragon  stood  before  him,  with  all  the  nx  heads 
looking  wonderously  fierce. 

*'  What  do  you  want  here  ?"  said  the  heads,  in  a  sestett. 

"  To  fight  with  you,"  was  the  reply. 

''  First,"  quoth  the  dragon,  '^  I  must  see  whether  you  are  worthy  to 
combat  so  august  a  monster  as  I  happen  to  be ;"  and  he  made  a  sign 
to  the  princess,  who  forthwith  brought  him  a  stone  loaf  and  a  wooden 
knife. 

'^  There !"  exchdmed  he,  triumphantiy,  when  he  had  cut  a  slice  off 
the  loaf  with  the  blunt  implement,  as  featiy  as  if  he  had  been  cutting 
butter  with  a  razor. 

''  There!"  retorted  Laci,  likewise  triumphantly,  when  with  the  same 
implement  he  had  divided  the  loaf  into  two  equal  parts. 

The  six  heads  bowed  courteously,  and  the  dru^n,  admitting  that  he 
had  found  a  worthy  opponent,  they  both  walked  down  the  steps  into  the 
court-yard.  Here  the  combat  began.  Lad  caught  the  dragon,  and 
dashea  him  so  hard  upon  the  ground,  that  though  the)r  were  fightine  upon 
lolid  iron,  he  sank  up  to  his  knees  as  though  it  had  been  so  much  mud. 
A  fline  of  retaliation — for  the  dragon  did  not  remain  long  fixed— im- 
mersed Laci  up  to  his  hips  in  the  hard  metal;  but  the  next  throw  covered 
the  dragon  up  to  his  neck,  so  that  it  was  no  difficulty  for  Lad  to  shave 
off  the  heads  by  a  single  operation.  He  then,  with  afi  the  promptness  of 
genius,  extricated  the  body  finmi  its  stubborn  endosure,  and,  taking  off 
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the  skin,  spread  it  over  the  shears  which  composed  the  bridge.  Tfai 
might  now  clatter  as  they  pleased ;  they  could  not  penetrate  the 
tegument;  and  Laciand  his  sister  crossed  the  bridge  with  no  other  inoon- 
renience  than  the  fidgety  sensation  of  a  constant  moyement  beneath  their 
net* 

On  the  other  side  they  found  the  old  womaui  who  took  charge  of  the 
princess,  promising  to  convey  her  home  to  her  father,  and  gave  Laci 
directions  to  visit  a  certain  smith,  her  brother,  who  would  asfflst  him  in 
his  further  labours. 

The  smith  was  a  hard-featured  sort  of  man — a  consequence,  no  dodbt^ 
of  the  singular  peculiarity  that  he  was  made  of  sted — and  as  like  affiMsts 
like,  the  smithy,  wherein  he  dwelt  and  worked,  was  made  of  steel  alao. 

^<  So!"  said  l^e smith  to  our  hero,  *'  you  are  (»lled  '  Iron  Lao,'  axe  you? 
I  can't  see  why,  but  that  is  no  business  of  mine.  If  you  are  made  of  iron, 
it  is  of  no  use  m  the  combat  you  wiU  have  to  undergo,  and  it  is  now  mj 
office  to  temper  you  into  steel." 

By  a  process  more  invigorating  than  pleasant  Laci  was  tempered  ac- 
cordingly; and  proceedmg  on  his  new  journey,  he  came  in  sight  of  a 
golden  castle.  Greatly,  however,  was  he  annoyed  to  find  that  tue  castle 
constantly  receded  as  he  approached  it ;  and,  investigating  the  cause  of 
this  phenomenon,  he  perceived  that  the  edifice  was  possessed  of  a  number 
of  ducks'  feet,  with  wnich  it  might  have  waddled  on  for  ever,  had  he  not» 
by  a  sudden  spring,  caught  one  of  the  feet  with  one  hand,  while  wi&  the 
other  he  forc^  open  the  door  and  leaped  into,  the  castle. 

The  sight  of  a  dragon  with  nine  heads  did  not  greatly  alarm  him,  for 
when  one  has  seen  and  killed  a  monster  with  six  heads,  a  head  more  or 
leH  make,  no  mstetial  difibreuce.  The  dwgonB  mode  of  fighting  was 
pecuuar. 

*'  You,*'  said  he  to  Laci,  ^'  shall  be  a  wheel  of  iron,  and  I  will  be  one 
of  paper,  and  we  will  roll  against  each  other  from  opposite  mountains." 

Laci  agreed  to  the  plan,  with  the  alteration  that  he  himself  should 
become  the  paper- wheel,  and  that  the  dragon  should  have  the  harder  mate- 
rial. This  arrangement  being  carried  into  efiect,  the  two  wheels  rolled 
slowly  up  opposite  slopes,  and  then,  rolling  down  again  with  tremendous 
spee<(  came  together  with  such  a  shock,  tmit  one  of  the  nails  dropped  out 
of  the  iron  one.  The  dragon  was  evidently  not  gratified  by  this  result, 
and,  changpjfig  the  plan  of  combat,  he  proposed  that  he  and  his  adversary 
should  become  two  flames  —himself  blue,  and  Laci  red.  This  plan  was 
also  adopted,  save  that  Laci  was  blue,  and  the  dragon  red;  and  whilo  a 
strange  contest  of  flashing  and  blazing  was  carried  on  between  the  rival 
flames,  a  great  ugly  cormorant  flew  over  them,  flapping  its  unwieldy 
wings. 

*' Cormorant!  cormorant!**  shouted  the  dragon;  ^'just  let  the  least 
drop  of  water  fall  into  the  blue  flame,  and  I'll  give  you  a  head  for  your 
rewud." 

<' Drop  it  into  the  red  flame,  and  you  shall  have  nine  heads,**  shouted 
Lad. 

The  cormorant  yielded  to  the  highest  bidder.  Down  foil  a  drop  of 
water  into  the  red  flame,  which  went  out  with  a  hiss,  and  left  the  corpse 
of  the  dragon  in  its  place.  Laci,  resuming  his  proper  shwe,  honourably 
pud  the  cormorant  according  to  contract,  and,  having  taken  his  moon- 
dad  sister,  who  had  been  imprisoned  in  the  duck-legged  castle,  to  the 
smith,  he  set  out  in  quest  of  tne  other  members  of  his  family. 
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The  first  thing  that  struck  his  heroic  eyes  was  a  blaiing  haystack, 
with  an  unfortunate  snake  peeping  through  the  flames. 

<^Look,  gentle  passer-by!  Behold,  illustrious  passenger!  Mark, 
acute  observer !  Here's  a  pretty  predicament.  How  would  you  like  to 
be  cased  up  after  this  fashiou  ?  Help !  help^  I  say,  and  I  will  be  grateful 
to  the  most  unreasonable  extent.'* 

No  great  exertion  was  reouired  to  accomplish  the  act  of  beneficence. 
Laci  simply  grasped  the  snaKo  just  under  the  chin,  and  slipped  it  out  of 
the  blazing  hay. 

^' Thank  ye,"  sud  the  snake;  '*  you  will  doubtless  be  pleased  to  hear 
that  the  reptile  you  have  deliyered  is  no  other  than  the  suake-king*s 
daughter.  To  show  my  gratitude,  I  will  at  once  conduct  you  to  my 
father's  house,  with  the  direction  that,  if  he  offers  you  a  rewai'd  for  saying 
the  life  of  his  loyely  child,  you  will  ask  for  the  worst  horse,  the  most  rusty 
sword,  and  a — shirt  that  has  had  the  least  possible  fiEuniUarity  with  the 
laundress.'* 

When  Laci  had  arrived  at  the  snake-king's  palace,  having  been  intro- 
duced by  the  half-toasted  princess,  he  bore  the  advice  in  mind ;  so,  when 
the  jolly  old  monarch  offered  him  gold  and  jewels  to  whatever  extent  he 
might  name,  he  stuck  closely  to  the  three  apparently  worthless  articles. 

*'  Ah,  but  ye're  a  knowing  boy,"  said  the  snake-king,  giving  Laci  a 
nudge  in  the  ribs.  "  You've  not  been  flirting  with  my  daughter  for  no- 
thing. Here  are  the  three  articles ;  and  I  may  as  well  inform  you  that 
the  horse  is  a  magic  horse ;  that  the  sword,  provided  it  be  not  whetted, 
will  vanquish  every  enemy ;  and  that  the  shirt,  provided  it  be  not  made 
more  fanailiar  with  the  laundress  than  it  is  at  present,  will  resist  every 
blow,  however  stoutly  dealt.  Thus  equipped,  you  may  proceed  to  the 
castle  of  the  twelve-headed  dra^^n,  and  rescue  your  third  sister." 

'*  Castle  of  the  twelve-headed  dragon  I"  said  LacL 

'^  Yes,''  replied  the  snake-king.  <*  Go  up  the  high  road,  then  take 
the  first  tummg  to  your  right,  then  to  your  left,  and  then  inquire.*' 

Acting  on  these  circumstantial  directions,  Laci  came  to  the  dragon's 
castle;  and  there  he  found  his  star-dad  sister  sitting  by  a  roaring  fire, 
with  a  face  as  long  as  his  arm. 

<<  Why  so  sad,  daughter  of  my  fitther?"  said  he.  ^'  It  can't  be  the 
cold  that  makes  you  pull  such  a  dismal  countenance." 

'*  Not  at  all,  dearest  brother,"  she  replied;  '<  but  my  office  is  the  most 
disagreeable  that  can  be  i magged.     Look  ye  now.     Your  two  brothers 
are  hanging  up  in  the  chimney  to  dry,  and  it  is  my  business  to  keep . 
heaping  wood  on  the  fire  till  the  drying  process  is  complete." 

« I  have  a  sword,"  murmured  Lad,  muightily,  '^  that  will  soon  put  an 
end  to  all  that  sort  of  thing."  . 

*^  Sword,  indeed,"  said  the  princess,  with  something  between  a  sigh 
and  a  sneer;  ''  swords  will  be  of  veiy  littie  use  in  our  case.  The  witch 
who  is  the  twelve-headed  dragon's  wife  has  taken  a  solemn  oath,  that  if 
any  one  fights  with  her  husMnd,  we  are  lost  for  ever.  We  must  be 
liberated  by  the  way  of  purchase." 

A  roll  of  wheels  was  now  heard,  and  the  dragon  and  his  wife,  who 
had  come  home  in  their  state  carriage,  made  their  appearance. 

"Halloah,  Laci! — ^heyday.  Lad! — wliat'doye  do  here,  Laci?"  said 
the  dragon. 

''  You  know  my  name,  it  seems,"  returned  our  hero.    **  But— to 
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answer  your  question—*!  am  here  upon  business.  I  want  to  buy  my 
sister,  and  take  my  two  brothers  as  make-weights.'' 

'( Hm — m— m!"  said  the  dragon,  with  commercial  hentation.  ''Well, 
I  don't  know.  You  have  about  you  a  certain  shirt ;  and — and — a  certain 
sword.  If  you  will  give  me  those,  I  don't  mind  parting  with  the  worthless 
live  stock  to  which  you  allude." 

<^Done!''  shouted  Laci;  and  in  a  moment  the  shirt  and  the  sword 
were  in  the  hands  of  the  dragon. 

*'  Now,"  cried  the  monster,  "  a  pretty  bargain  you  have  made.  Why 
you  were  called  *  Iron  Laci'  nobody  knows ;  but  if  you  had  been  named 
^  Wooden  Lad,'  the  reason  might  have  been  easily  perceived.  ^The  magic 
sword  being  in  my  power,  you  are  minced  meat  as  soon  as  I  choose  to 
make  use  of  it." 

<^  That  never  struck  me!"  exclaimed  Laci,  with  a  &ce  of  blank 
astonishment.  ''  Still,  as  you  are  victorious,  be  also  magnanimous,  and 
allow  me  to  take  leave  of  my  faithful  steed." 

The  dragon  assented  to  this  reasonable  request;  and  Laci  visiting 
the  magic  horse  in  the  stable,  where  he  had  been  placed,  asked  him  his 
opinion  as  to  the  state  of  affairs. 

*^  My  opinion,"  said  the  sagacious  quadruped,  '^  is,  that  you  and  the 
dragon  are  the  greatest  fools  I  ever  knew.  You  are  a  blockhead  for 
giving  him  whatever  he  asked,  without  reflecting  on  the  nature  of  the 
transaction ;  and  he  is  no  better,  inasmuch  as,  when  he  asked  for  the 
shirt  and  the  sword,  he  neglected  to  ask  for  me.  This  stupidity  on  his 
part  is  so  much  luck  for  you.  Only  ask  that  your  corpse  may  be  bound 
on  my  back,  and  you  will  find  all  right." 

Laci  acted  on  the  horse*s  advice  when  he  returned  to  the  dragon, 
and  the  monster  granted  his  request  at  once,  though,  to  secure  him- 
self from  all  chance  of  a  resuscitation,  he  cut  up  our  hero  into  a 
thousand  Httle  pieces.  These,  wrapped  up  in  a  shabby  handkerchief, 
were  bound  to  the  horse's  back,  and  off  went  he  with  his  minced  master, 
as  if  he  were  wafted  along  by  a  whirlwind.  Anger  for  the  fate  of  Laci 
had  ^ven  new  speed  to  the  feet  of  the  feuthful  animal;  and  the  snake- 
king  was  not  incorrect  in  his  reasoning,  when  he  aug^ured,  from  a  violent 
sound  of  hoofs  which  approached  his  residence,  that  something  had  gone 
wrong  with  his  daughter's  proteg^.  Acting  on  a  homoeopathic  principle, 
he  kindled  a  g^at  fire  at  the  castle-gate  for  the  horse's  reception,  and 
his  method  had  the  desired  result,  for  the  creature  no  sooner  arrived 
than  he  swallowed  the  flames,  which  had  a  cooling  effect,  and  uttered 
the  short  but  pithy  exclamation — 

■ 

« I  came  here  all  the  faster. 
Because  they  minced  my  master.** 

Short-sighted  dragon,  to  think  that  the  vitality  of  our  hero  could  be 
extinguished  by  such  a  vulgar  process  as  mincing,  when*  he  had  such  a 
patroness  as  the  snake-king's  daughter !  The  monarch  instantly  sent  out 
all  his  snakes  to  collect  herbs  of  the  most  healing  power ;  and  with  a 
decoction  of  these  he  washed  the  firagments  of  our  hero,  who  not  only 
came  together  again  like  the  dismembered  Turk  in  a  fantoccini,  but  was 
ten  times  handsomer  than  he  had  ever  been  in  his  life.  The  horse,  to  be 
sure,  had  so  shaken  the  bundle  that  the  right  shoulder  had  fallen  out^  and 
was  not  to  be  found ;  but  the  snake-king  was  too  good  a  dasdc  not  to 
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have  read  the  story  of  Ceres  and  Pelops,  and,  therefore,  a  shoulder  of 
silver  and  gold  was  readily  manufactured  to  supply  the  deficienoy. 

With  chajacteristic  perseyeranoe  and  courage  Lad,  as  soon  as  he  was 
restored,  returned  to  the  dragon's  castle ;  and,  that  he  might  he  the  less 
easily  discoTered,  he  chang^  himself  into  a  horse.  History  is  silent  as  to 
the  means  hy  which  he  effected  this  transformation ;  and  therefore  my 
readers,  if  they  assume  that  they  were  furnished  hy  the  maryeUous  de- 
coction of  herbs,  will  at  any  rate  haye  a  theory  which,  if  it  cannot  be 
proyed,  cannot  be  contradicted.  That  the  horse  was,  after  sll,  but  a  bungling 
sort  of  horse — not  too  like  the  real  thing--»may  be  readUy  ^inferred ;  for 
the  dragon's  wife  no  sooner  set  eyes  upon  him  than  she  guessed  he  con- 
cealed some  sort  of  devildom,  without  exactly  knowing  in  what  that 
consisted. 

Now  began  a  smart  contest  of  magical  ingenuity.  The  dragon's  wife, 
to  dispose  of  the  suspimous-lookiag  animal,  feigfned  an  ardent  longing  to 
eat  his  liver;  and  her  too-compliant  husband  ordered  him  to  be  slaughtered 
accordingly.  But  Laci  had  contrived  to  tell  his  star-dad  sister  to  take  up 
the  piece  of  earth  on  whidi  his  blood  should  fall,  and  bury  it  in  the 
dragon's  garden.  This  was  done ;  and  when  the  horse  was  killed,  and 
the  liver  was  eaten,  the  dragon's  wife  was  not  a  little  surprised  to  find 
the  ffarden  decorated  with  a  large  tree  that  bore  golden  apples.  Retain- 
ing her  suspidons,  and  sticking  to  her  point,  she  inrasted  toat  her  dinner 
should  be  cooked  with  the  wood  of  this  tree.  It  was,  therefore,  cut 
down,  but  not  before  it  had  directed  the  princess  to  throw  a  couple  of 
splinters  into  the  dragon's  pond;  and  on  the  following  day  the  most 
conspicuous  object  in  the  pond  was  a  remarkably  handsome  gold  fish. 
Catcning  a  fish — espedally  such  a  shrewd  fish  as  our  Lad — is  not  such  a 
matter  of  course  as  killing  a  horse,  or  hewing  down  a  tree ;  and  thouc^h 
the  dragon  and  his  wife  made  several  attempts,  they  were  but  a  series 
of  £ulures.  At  last  the  dragon,  who  was  an  expert  swimmer,  resolved  to 
attack  the  enemy  in  his  own  country ;  and  laying  down  the  znag^c  sword, 
and  putting  o£f  the  magic  shirt,  he  leaped  into  the  pond.  However,  no 
sooner  was  he  in  the  water  than  Lad  was  out,  and  had  secured  the  pre- 
dous  articles.  The  witch,  sedng  the  turn  that  affiurs  had  taken,  went 
off  on  a  broomstick ;  but  the  draron,  recollecting  Lad's  expedient,  re- 
quested that,  when  he  was  dead,  he  might  be  tied  to  a  horse's  back. 
Lad,  after  striking  off  the  twelve  heads,  complied  with  the  request ;  but 
the  dragon's  horse,  when  once  it  had  departed,  was  never  heard  of  more. 

The  star^clad  sister  and  the  two  brothers  were  now  taken  to  the  snake- 
king's  court  by  their  gallant  deliverer,  the  young  gentlemen  being  not 
so  much  dried  as  to  be  beyond  the  healing  power  ot  the  sage  monarch. 
That  they  returned  home,  where  they  found  their  sisters,  my  readers  will 
have  antidpated  as  a  matter  of  cottr8e,-^but  they  will  probably  not  be 
aware  that  Lad  married  the  snake-king's  daughter;  with  which  pleasing 
fitot  I  oondude  this  famous  histoiy. 
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THE  GREAT  FORESTS  OF  ANTIQUITY  AND  OF  PRESENT 

TIMES. 

Thb  very  idea  of  a  forest  is  replete  with  poetiy  and  romance.    A.  Ibreot 
at  once  captivates  attention  by  me  majesty  of  its  aspect,  the  imposing 
character  of  its  mass,  and  the  various  tints  with  which  it  colours  the  land- 
scape.    After  mountains  and  plains,  forests  constitute  the  most  remark- 
able features  in  the  great  picture  of  nature.    Together  they  form  the  oiost 
striking  points  in  the  physiognomy  of  a  country.     They  are  so    manj 
great  tines  to  which  are  attached  a  crowd  of  merely  secondary  details. 
Vegetation,  that  admirable  garb  in  which  Nature  loves  to  clothe  herself, 
has  no  more  magnificent  products.     Some  forests  assume  a  character  of 
sublimity  by  their  vastness.     Others,  as  the  Hercynian  and  Caledonian 
forests,  are  famous  in  history.     The  ancients  worshipped  forests,    and 
imagined  a  great  part  of  theur  gods  to  reside  in  them.     Temples  urere 
frequently  built  in  their  remotest  recesses,  where  tlie  gloom  and  silence 
naturally  inspired  sentiments  of  devotion,  and  turned  men's  thoug'hts 
within  themselves.     For  the  tike  reason,  the  Druids  made  forests    the 
place  of  their  residence,  performed  their  sacrifices,  instructed  their  youth, 
and  gave  laws  therein.     There  were  not  only  forest  divinities  and  sacred 
trees,  but  forests  have  from  all  times  been  peopled  with  satyrs,  fauns,  elfs^ 
kobolds,  trolds,  nymphs,  and  fairies,  and  been  made  the  scenes  of  enchant- 
ments and  of  the  evocation  of  spirits.      Tombs  were  erected  in  their 
darkest  recesses,  and  monks  and  hermits  sought  there  for  sedusion  from 
the  distractions  of  the  world.     Nor  are  the  wild  men,  or  the  wild  beasts 
and  birds  that  actually  inhabited  them,  or  were  supposed  to  inhabit  them, 
without  interest.     A  forest  life  is  the  type  of  savage  life.     Its  influence 
upon  man  is  established  by  aU  experience :  wild  men  of  the  woods  do  not 
exist  solely  in  ballads  or  legends.     The  backwoodsman  of  America  is 
often  but  a  few  steps  removed  firom  the  Red  Indian. 

Geology  teaches  us,  that,  in  ante-historical  times,  England  and  France 
were  in  part  covered  by  a  vast  arborescent  vegetation,  which  partook 
more  or  less  of  a  tropical  character.  At  a  period  still  less  distant,  mag^ 
nificent,  but  now  extinct  forests,  tined  both  sides  of  the  Channel.  These 
forests  have  left  their  vestiges  in  the  submarine  forests  discovered  at 
Saint  Brieux,  Reseller  in  Finisterre,  &c.  In  Great  Britain,  submarine 
forests  have  been  found  on  the  coast  of  lincolnshire,  on  the  Bristol 
Channel,  at  Mount's  Bay,  Cornwall,  on  the  Firths  of  Forth  and  Tay,  and 
in  several  other  places. 

In  actual  times,  the  most  extensive  forests  are  met  with  in  tropical  or 
intertropical  countries.  Such  ctimates  are  most  favourable  to  vegetation 
of  all  descriptions,  and  it  is  there  that  it  attains  most  quickly  an  extreme 
development  More  stunted  in  its  gprow'tii  in  temperate  climates,  so  also 
it  becomes  more  vigorous,  and  its  timber  more  useful.  Everywhere 
vegetation  reflects  in  its  physiognomy  the  character  of  the  soil,  and  the 
temperature  and  climate  of  the  country.  Thus,  in  Europe,  we  have  the 
zone  of  cork  oaks,  and  oaks  with  sait  acorns;  then  the  zone  of  chestnut- 
trees;  next  that  of  the  beech;  then  that  of  pines  and  firs;  finally  suc- 
ceeded by  that  of  the  birch.  The  same  thing  results  from  gradual  eleva- 
tion. Thus,  if  we  take  tiie  Apennines  for  an  example,  we  have  first  a 
zone  of  evergreen  and  cork  oaks;  above  this  a  z<Hie  of  hardier  oaks 
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(^Qjuercus  robur^  Q.  cerris)  and  chestnuts;  then  a  zone  of  heech,  followed 
by  another  of  the  Finns  sylvestris;  beyond  which,  shrubby  plants,  as 
Vaccinium  myrtiUuSy  Arbutus  uva  ursi,  and  Juniperus  nana,  are  alone 
met  with. 

In  India,  the  seat  of  ancient  life,  both  human,  animal,  and  vegetable, 
the  forests  have  resisted  the  progress  of  civilisation,  and  still  constitute 
one  of  the  most  characteristic  features  of  the  country.  There  the  teak, 
or  Indian  oak,  constitutes  by  itself  forests  of  prodigious  extent.  But  the 
generality  of  forests  are  composed  of  a  more  varied  vegetation,  and  one 
of  a  more  tropical  character — a  character  to  which  the  fan  palm  and 
oily  palms  contribute  in  no  small  degree.  The  tall  trunks  of  these 
indigenous  trees  give  support  to  innumerable  climbing  plants  and  bind- 
weeds— the  lianes  of  the  French  writers;  while  progress  below  is 
effectively  obstructed  by  spiny  and  prickly  shrubs,  mimosas,  cassias,  and  an 
infinitely  various  vegetation.  The  latter,  without  the  forest-trees,  consti- 
tute the  celebrated  jungle  of  the  East — a  word  from  the  Sanscrit,  '^  jangal," 
a  forest) — the  resort  of  the  jungle  gau,  buffaloes,  tigers,  elephants,  and 
rhinoceroses.  Upon  the  delta  of  the  Ganges,  the  sundari  (Heritiera 
minor)  covers  whole  tracts,  hence  denominated  Sunderbunds^  just  as  the 
delta  of  the  Euphrates  and  Tigris  is  covered  by  a  particidar  species  of 
bog-rush  (Mariscus  elongatuSf  "  Res.  in  Assyria,"  &c.,  p.  1 34),  or  the  banks 
of  the  rivers  by  forests  of  date-trees,  foUowed  by  an  almost  interminable 
jungle  of  tamarix. 

Still  more  remarkable  are  the  forests  of  mangrove — a  tree  that  positively 
advances  into  the  ocean,  and  throws  out  its  roots  over  spots  covered  by 
high  water.  Not  less  so  are  the  forests  of  cocoa-nut-trees  in  Ceylon, 
Malabar,  &c  ;  and  the  forests  of  sandal- wood  in  Seringapatam.  One  of 
the  most  extensive  forests  in  the  world  is  met  with  at  the  foot  of  the 
fiimmaleh,  and  is  called  the  Saul  forest,  from  the  dominant  and  conse- 
quently characteristic  tree,  the  Shorea  robusta.  This  forest  covers  an 
-area  of  1500  miles ;  and,  besides  the  usual  wild  animals,  is  firequented  by 
tk  curious  hare,  described  by  Mr.  Hodgson  ("  Joum.  of  Asiatic  Society  of 
Bengal,"  vol.  xvi.)  by  the  name  of  Lepus  hispidus.  On  the  Himmaleh, 
three  kinds  of  rhododendron  form  so  many  differently  elevated  zones. 
But  the  forests  of  this  great  mountain-chain  present  an  infinite  variety  of 
vegetable  forms,  which  have  been  well  described  by  the  botanists  Wallich, 
Oerard,  Royle,  Hooker,  &c.  The  forest  and  high  dense  grass-jungle  of 
Assam,  and  which  is  said  to  exceed  in  extent  that  of  any  other  country  of 
the  same  area,  has  been  well  described  in  the  "  Sketch  of  Assam,  by  an 
Officer."     The  forests  of  cabbage-palm  give  their  name  to  Fula-Fenang. 

The  Molucca  Islands  are  remarkable  for  their  singular  marine  forests, 
the  abode  of  crocodiles  and  dangerous  serpents.  The  Philippine 
Islands  and  other  coral  groups  of  the  Pacific  have  also  their  ^'  Virgin 
Forests."  Of  the  forests  of-  Australia  we  have  spoken  elsewhere  in  the 
New  Monthly,  The  trees  belong  mostly  to  the  same  family  of  plants ; 
the  leaves,  instead  of  spreading  out  as  elsewhere,  rise  upwajxls  or  verti- 
cally, and  their  verdure  is  deficient  in  brilliancy.  In  ^ew  Zealand  the 
forests  are  more  imposing,  the  trees  are  taller  and  more  expansive,  and 
the  forests  themselves  are  more  extensive. 

The  American  forests,  especially  varied  and  beautiful,  have  also  had  the 
great  advantage  of  being  depicted  by  the  gifted  De  Humboldt ;  and  hence 
they  and  thdr  unrivalled  scenery  are  more  fiunilar  to  the  educated  reader 
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than  any  other  forests  of  the  four  quarters  of  the  globe.     It  is  caJcolated 
that  of  571,000  square  leagues  occupied  by  South  America,  one-fomth 
is  covered  bj  mountainSy  of  which  a  laige  portion    are  c^lothed 
forest-trees  and  shrubs,  which  descend  at  times  into  the  plains,  ajid 
rupt,  by  their  long  continuous  strips,  the  relief  of  that  rast   cofitiognt. 
The  yirnn  forests  (Motto  virgem)  of  Brazil  have  been  particulaEiy 
described  by  Von  Martins  and  St.  Hilaire.     In  the  eastera    prorinces 
there  is  a  g^reat  forest-district,  known  as  the  Motto  gerale^  or  geaeial 
forest.      In  the  interior,  the  forests  alternate  with  Catingas,   a    nsune 
derived  from  two  Indian  words,  cau  tinga,  white  wood ;  but  ia.  reality, 
jungle,  with  occasional  trees,  among  which  the   Chorisia  v^ntrict^soj 
so  called  from  attaining  a  greater  circumference  above  the  haee,  is  the 
most  remarkable  for  axe.      In  the  west  th^:e  are  two  great   £>teBt- 
difltricts — the  Motto  da  Corda^  formed  in  part  of  catingas;  and  the  JUatio 
grosso,  which  is  itself  again  divided  into  different  sones.     Upon   the 
uplands   there  are  districts  of  mere  brushwood  without  trees,    called 
Corascos, — and  what  are  designated  as  Carasquenos  make  the  traneitioit 
between    these  and   the  catingas.     The  progress  of  colonisatioii   and 
civilisation  has  as  yet  done  little  towards  clearing  the  land  in  this  eountij 
of  virgin  forests.     Rio  de  Janeiro  is  itself  still  encompassed  by  a  Tast 
girdle  of  forest  nearly  fifty  leagues  in  width.     De  Humboldt  has  re- 
corded, that  the  beautiful  and  well-known  sketch,  by  M.  de  Clarac,  of  a 
virgin  forest  on  the  borders  of  the  Rio  Bonito,  reminded  him  alike  of 
the  forest-fcenery  of  Brazil,  Venezuela,  New  Glranada,  and  Guyana. 

On  the  western  coasts  of  South  America  forests  are  rare.  Tbe 
island  of  Chiloe  is  most  wooded,  and  the  character  of  its  forests  ha^'e 
been  well  depicted  by  Darwin.  In  Patagonia  the  mountains  are  stiil 
covered  with  forest-trees,  among  which  the  famous  Betula  antarctica 
takes  pre-eminence  for  size.  Further  south,  and  at  the  Straits  of  Ma- 
gellan, nothing  remains  but  a  shrubbery  of  Fagus  betuhides* 

In  the  north  of  South  America  we  have  three  distinct  zones;  the 
littoral,  with  its  forests  of  mangroves  and  cactuses,  and  its  tierras  cul- 
tivadas ;  the  savannahs,  called  ike  Zona  de  los  pastos ;  and  bey ond,  the 
24ona  de  los  hosquea ;  a  continuation  of  the  great  forests  of  Brazil,  which 
are  said  to  occupy  an  area  of  120,000  square  leagues.  Guyana^  with 
its  magnificent  virgin-forests  and  its  marvels  of  vegetation,  among  whidi 
stand  pre-eminent  the  Victoria  regioy  has  been  well  described  by  Sir 
Robert  Schomburg.  For  an  equally  characteristic  descriptioa  of  the 
vegetation  of  Peru,  we  must  refer  to  the  pages  of  TschudL 

In  Mexico,  a  country  of  such  remaraably  contrasted  configuration^ 
vegetation  naturally  varies  with  the  altitude.  In  the  tierrae  caUentee 
we  have  pecidiar  forms  of  palms;  in  the  temperate  regions  {tierras 
templadas)  we  have  chiefly  oaks;  but  in  the  vicinity  of  Tampico,  one 
kind  of  tree  alone  (the  Ficus  Indica)  constitutes  who4e  forests.  In  this 
country  the  gigantic  alamo  and  the  peibo  are  the  symbols  of  vegetative 
luxmiance.  According  to  Stephens,  in  his  account  of  Yucatan,  these 
trees  are  rapidly  extending  their  empire  over  the  ruins  of  Teocalhs, 
Uxmal,  Copal,  and  Palenque,  and  are  trans£;>rming  the  cities  of  the 
Tolteks  and  Asteks  into  forests.  Nor  oag^t  we  here  to  omit  notioiBg 
the  forests  of  mahogany  in  Honduras,  or  those  of  l<^wood  in  the  dis- 
trict of  Campeachy,  bodi  so  important  in  a  commercial  point  of  view. 

Fine-forests  extend  aU  along  the  coasts  of  Western  North  Amenefl> 
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and  impart  to  California  and  the  Oregon,  alike,  an  imposing,  yet  monoto- 
nous and  sombre  character.  Some  of  these  pines  are  the  kings  of  their 
tribe,  and  attain  au  elevation  of  upwards  of  one  hundred  feet,  their 
cones  alone  being  fifteen  inches  in  length.  In  the  valley  of  the  Mis- 
sissippi and  its  tributaries  we  find  the  forest  cypresses  and  cedars,  which 
attain  there  so  luxuriant  a  growth  that  a  single  tree  is  said  to  have 
afforded  shelter  to  Cortez  and  his  entire  army,  at  that  time,  we  should 
suppose,  very  much  reduced  in  numbers.  M.  Maury,*  to  whose  ad* 
mbable  work  we  are  indebted  for  many  interesting  details,  has,  ap- 
parently, mistaken  the  rafts  of  these  cypresses,  constructed  by  the  inde- 
fatigable  lumberers,  for  the  snaggs  accidentally  springing  up  from 
cypresses  imbedded  in  the  riv^  miid.  When  many  of  these  sunken 
trees  are  gathered  together,  they  form  vast  sub-fluviatile  forests,  of 
which  the  most  remarkable,  called  the  "  Great  Dismal,"  has  been  de- 
scribed by  Sir  Charles  Lyell. 

On  the  Allegan^  or  Apalachian  Mountains,  we  find  zones  of  rhodo- 
dendrons and  kalmias  succeeded  by  forests  of  oak,  and  these,  again,  by 
pine-trees.  In  Florida  and  Louisiana  we  have,  as  on  the  Mississippi, 
cedar  swamps,  and  forests  of  magnolias,  catalpas,  and  tulip-trees ;  in 
Car(^ina,  pine-forests,  or  pine  barrens,  as  they  are  locally  termed,  in 
which  the  trees  rival  in  growth  those  of  the  western  coast.  To  the 
northward  we  have  forests  of  oak,  birch,  sycamore,  mulberry,  maple, 
&c.,  &c. ;  but  there  is  a  deficiency  of  evergreens.  When  the  leaves  of 
the  deciduous  trees  have  fallen,  the  Equisetum  hyemale  is  the  most 
striking  feature  of  the  forest.  In  New  England,  excepting  patches  of 
oak,  chestnut,  and  plane-trees,  and,  on  the  borders  of  the  great  lakes^ 
larch-trees,  there  is  already  a  predominance  of  fir  and  pine-forests,  more 
especially  of  spruce-fir ;  and,  in  Canada,  these,  with  a  h^r  poplars  and 
birch- trees,  constitute  almost  the  whole  of  the  forest  vegetation. 

America  is  the  country  of  forests  par  excellence,  and  most  travellers 
have  exhausted  themselves  in  endeavouring  to  impart  an  idea  of  their 
extreme  magnificenqe,  and  of  the  general  marvellous  character  of  their 
vegetation.  There  is  in  these  countries,  upon  which  the  indefatigable 
backwoodsman,  and  the  still  more  energetic  lumberer,  have  failed  almost 
to  make  an  impression,  a  constant  destrucdon  and  reproduction  going  on, 
and,  strange  to  say,  with  a  succession  of  different  forms  of  vegetation — 
phenomena  which  have  naturally  been  made  the  subject  of  scientific 
observation  and  of  careful  study. 

Africa  is  by  no  means  so  wanting  in  forests  as  is  generally  imagined. 
The  mangrove  forms  real  forests  at  the  mouths  of  most  of  the  great 
rivers.  In  Senegambia,  travellers  make  mention  of  extensive  forests  of 
gum-trees.  The  ananas  form  dwarf  forests  around  Sierra  Leone.  Around 
the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  we  have  forests  of  holly,  laurel,  bay,  olives,  and 
still  more  of  acacias.  Extensive  growths  of  euphorbias,  mesembryan- 
thema,  aloes,  and  strelitzias,  impart,  by  their  strange  and  fantastic  forms, 
a  peculiar  stamp  upon  the  vegetation  of  other  districts.  The  luxuriant 
forests  of  the  interior  of  Southern  Africa,  and  of  the  mountainous  range 

*  Hifltoire  des  Grandes  For^ts  de  la  Gaule  et  de  FAncienne  France,  pr^c^dte 
de  recherches  sor  rHistoire  des  For^U  de  rAngkterre,  de  TAllemagne  et  de 
lltalle,  et  de  Considerations  sur  le  Caract^re  des  Fordts  des  diveraes  parties  da 
Globe.    Far  L.  F.  Alfred  Manxy. 
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to  tbe  westward,  so  lately  opened  to  the  enterprise  of  scientific  travellers, 
have  not  yet  been  accurately  described.  Madagascar  boasts  of  four 
great  forests,  called  Alamazaotra,  Ifohara,  Bemarame,  and  Betsimihisatra. 
It  is  firom  these  forests  that  the  poisonous  almond  of  the  Tatighinia  vene- 
nijlua  is  obtained. 

The  forests  of  the  Atlas  are  chiefly  composed  of  oak  (  Quercus  bcUlota)^ 
Aleppo  pines,  sumacs,  thuyas,  and  pistacliio  nut-trees.  The  ash  shows 
itself  in  the  forest  of  Mazuran,  and  the  cedar  of  Lebanon  in  the  moun- 
tains of  Riga.  There  are  many  pine-forests  in  Kabilia,  which,  M.  Carette 
("Etudes  sur  la  Kabilie")  informs  us,  are  each  disting^shed  by  the  pre- 
dominance of  different  species.  In  the  forest  of  Akfeidu,  it  is  the  oak 
zan ;  in  the  Tamjut,  another  oak ;  in  the  Kendiru,  the  waluut-tree ;  in 
the  Jurjura,  the  ash.  According  to  Richardson  (''  Travels  in  the  Great 
Desert  of  Sahara''),  the  thai  (Acacia  gummifera)  gpives  birth  to  exten- 
sive woody  districts  on  the  arid  and  rocky  soil  of  the  Desert.  The  forest 
of  Manrat,  and  the  other  wooded  districts  of  Abyssinia,  have  been  only 
lately  made  known  to  us  by  the  labours  of  Dr.  Beke  and  of  Sir  C. 
Harris.  Weme  has  depicted  the  forests  of  the  Upper  Nile,  and  the 
petrified  remains  near  Cairo  would  attest  to  the  existence  of  forests  in  the 
valley  of  the  Lower  Nile  in  ancient  times ;  but  these  have  now  entirely 
disappeared,  leaving  only  a  few  groves  of  palm  and  date -trees. 

The  Old  Testament  speaks  often  of  the  forests  of  Judea,  under  the 
denomination  of  iarim,  which  may,  however,  mean  no  more  than  wood- 
land. Some  of  these,  as  the  forest  of  Ephraim,  and  that  of  Hareth,  to 
which  David  withdrew  to  avoid  the  fury  of  Saul,  have  disappeared. 
Traces  still  remain  of  the  forest  of  oaks  on  the  mountains  of  Bashan;  and 
the  forest  of  cedars  on  Mount  Lebanon  (1  Kings  vii.  2,  &c)  is,  it  is 
well  known,  now  represented  by  a  clump  of  trees,  which  is  made  one  qf 
the  shows  of  the  Holy  Land.  Syria,  Al  Jezireh,  and  Irak  Arabia,  have 
few  forests.  "  On  ne  retrouve  plus  les  for^ts  que  dans  les  montagnes  de  la 
Chald6e,  oh  des  chines  forment  des  massifs  importants  de  1600  k  2500 
pi^ds  Anglais  au  dessus  du  niveau  de  la  mer,"  says .  M.  Maury,  quoting 
Mr.  Francis  Ainsworth's  "Visit  to  the  Chaldeans." 

This  is  scarcely  critically  correct,  for  the  Lebanon  and  Anti-Lebanon 
still  furnish  abundant  timber,  and  the  forest  growth  keeps  increasing  to  the 
northwards,  through  the  Ansairy  districts,  to  the  well-wooded  Casius, 
and  it  attains  a  maximum  development  in  the  forests  of  Rhosus  and 
Amanus,  renowned  in  all  antiquity.  The  Kurdistan  Mountains  present 
five  distinct  zones  of  vegetation — a  lower  limit,  of  vine,  pistachio, 
oleander,  and  lilacs ;  a  second,  of  oaks ;  a  third,  of  jasmine,  and  honey- 
suckle ;  a  fourth,  of  astragalus,  paeony,  fennel,  and  rhubarb ;  a  fifth,  of 
gentians  and  alpine  plants.  The  great  forests  which  furnish  the  gall-nuts 
of  commerce  fill  up  the  valley  of  Amadiyeh  and  other  secluded  districts 
•of  the  Gordysean  Mountains. 

The  Taurus  is  also  throughout  well  wooded ;  and  the  pine-forests  of  the 
Chamlu  Bel,  or  Fir  Mountains,  the  ancient  Paryadres,  are  deserving  of 
notice.  So  also  is  the  celebrated  Aghatsh  Dengiz,  or  '^  Sea  of  Trees," 
in  Bithynia,  as  well  as  the  woods  of  Paphlagonia  and  Pontus.  The 
Olympus  is  still  clad  with  magnificent  forests,  reminding  one  of  Ida ; 
and  the  woods  of  Thymbra  and  of  Claros,  both  with  temples  celebrated  in 
.antiquity,  are  still  extant.  Lycia  is  well  wooded,  as  we  see  in  the 
•descriptions  given  by  Messrs.  Spratt  and  Forbes ;  and  it  would  appear 
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diat  these  woods  are  prolonged,  by  the  mountainous  and  hiUy  districts 
of  Raramania,  as  far  as  to  the  Cilician  Taurus.  Persia  also  boasts  its* 
forest-clad  mountains  of  Kurdistan,  Ghilan,  and  Mazanderan ;  and  wood 
becomes  still  more  abundant  as  we  approach  the  Caucasus. 

Greece  was  already  deprived  of  its  forests  in  the  time  of  the  Romans. 
The  rapid  progress  of  agriculture  had  reduced  to  mere  groves  the  woods 
of  Erymanthus  and  of  NemaBa,  to  which  the  well-known  traditions  of 
heroic  times  are  attached.  Tempo  was,  at  the  commencement  of  our 
era,  only  a  shady  valley ;  and  Dodone  saw  its  renowned  oaks  fade  away 
with  th^  celebrity  of  its  oracle.  Some  of  the  islands  of  the  Archipelago^ 
as  Imbros  and  Lemnos,  are  still  well  wooded.  Turkey  in  Europe  offer, 
in  the  present  day,  many  fine  oak-forests,  chiefly  composed  of  seven 
species,  to  which,  in  Albania,  Epirus,  Thessaly,  and  Macedonia,  three 
others  are  to  be  added.  Servia  and  Bosnia  have  particularly  extensive 
forests. 

Russia  also  still  presents  in  many  parts  that  wooded  state  which 
belonged  to  the  greater  part  of  the  globe  before  the  prog^ress  of  industry 
and  civilisation  laid  it  open  to  purposes  of  agriculture.  The  so-called 
^' Black  Forest,"  composed  chiefly  of  oak,  is  said  to  cover  an  area  of 
4000  versts.  The  Crimea  has  lost  many  of  its  more  important  forests, 
but  it  is  still  well  wooded  in  parts.  The  forest  physiognomy  of  Russia 
naturally  varies  very  much.  In  Archangel,  the  pines  predominate ;  in 
Kostroma  and  Toula,  lime-trees.  The  Russian  language  is  extremely 
rich  in  forest  expressions.  Thus,  a  wood  of  pines  is  called  pichtovnik ;  a 
wood  of  birch,  hereznih.  When  France  presented,  in  olden  times, 
a  state  analogous  to  that  of  Russia,  the  language  of  natural  history 
was  equally  rich;  but  chesnaie^  aulnaie^  vemaie,  botdaie,  popeliniere^ 
fresnaicy  and  other  words  descriptive  of  particular  kinds  of  forest,  have 
all  now  fallen  into  desuetude,  or  oecome  obsolete. 

Lithuania  still  foims  a  vast  frontier  forest  between  Russia  and  Poland. 
The  deepest  recesses  of  the  Bialoweitza  alone  conceal  the  wild  ox,  or  urus, 
now  nearly  extinct.*     Poland  contains,  in  the  present  day,  few  forests; 

*  The  anroch,  or  urus,  was  formerly  met  with  in  all  the  forests  of  Europe. 
It  was  abundant  in  Bohemia  and  Carinthia  in  the  thirteenth  century.  In  the 
time  of  Cioyis,  it  was  already  so  scarce  in  Gaol,  that  the  kings  reserved  the 
hunting  of  it,  in  their  own  domains,  solely  to  themselves.  To  make  amends, 
however,  bears,  wolves,  lynxes,  foxes,  badgers,  stags,  and  wild  boars,  abounded 
in  the  recesses  of  the  forests.  Many  of  these  have  now  disappeared  from  their 
haunts,  or  arc  but  rarely  met  with.  A  constant  change  has  been  going  on  in  this 
respect  on  the  surface  of  the  globe.  The  fossil  bones  of  giant  stags  (CJerpiw  eury' 
cents  or  hiberniciu,  C,  damas  giganteus,  and  C.  primtQeniua)  and  of  a  primordial 
ox  (Bos  primiyenius)  found  in  the  peat  bogs  of  Irelanil  and  France,  and  in  caves, 
where  they  were  dragged  by  wild  animals,  attest  the  former  existence  in  these 
countries  of  quadrupeds  of  very  great  size.  At  that  time  feline  animals,  also  of 
gigantic  size,  hunted  the  forests  like  the  lions  and  tigers  of  the  jungles  of  India 
and  the  American  forests  of  our  own  days.  Such  were  the  Fdu  spdaoj  which 
appears  to  have  resembled  the  lion  in  its  form,  and  the  FeUs  anUqyay  which 
resembled  more  the  tiger.  An  enormoos  bear  {Ursua  speUms)  abounded  alike  hi 
England,  Belgium,  and  Qermany.  The  formidable  hyaena  of  the  same  epoch 
(Hvana  spslaa)  is  said  still  to  exist  in  the  caves  of  Africa,  as  the  moa,  supposed 
to  be  extinct,  has  been  lately  recovered  in  New  Zealand.  The  uros,  we  have  seen, 
also  exists  in  the  forests  of  Lithuania.  The  existence  of  the  great  Irish  elk— Cmms 
{Megaeeros)  hibernieus — has  also  been  traced  dovm  to  historical  times.  Bears  are 
still  met  with  in  some  of  the  mountain  districts  of  Emrope,  as  in  the  Alps,  Apen- 
nines, and  Pyrenees,  and  in  afew  valleys  <tf  the  same  region,  aa  that  of  OsMuitCaUed 
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that  of  Wodwosoo  u,  indeed,  alone  deserving  of  the  name.  Hungary 
and  Transylvania  are  still  rich  in  forest  lands.  The  most  extensive  are 
those  of  (r&rdinovacz,  Kovill,  and  Ejity.  Croatia  b  the  most  woody  of 
all  the  military  frontier.  Styria  also  contains  a  few  pine-forests ;  and  the 
forest  of  Wienerwald  still  adorns  the  Kahlen  range  of  hills.  In  Bohemia, 
the  forests  are  remarkably  productive.  Norway  and  Sweden  are  also 
renowned  for  forest  regions.  Few  remains  exist,  however,  of  the  once 
magnificent  and  oft  celebrated  forests  of  Italy  and  Sicily;  and  Spain 
is,  in  the  present  day,  one-half  less  wooded  than  France,  but  one-half  more 
so  than  England.  ■ 

In  England,  as  in  France,  the  Norman  kings  and  barons  exerted  them- 
selves to  their  utmost  to  ^ve  all  possible  extent  to  the  forests.  John  of 
Salisbuiy,  who  wrote  in  the  twelfth  century,  raises  his  voice  loudly 
against  this  feudal  abuse.  The  New  Forest,  only  threatened  with  anni- 
hilation in  our  own  times,  has  been  a  constant  field  of  iniquity — 

A  dreaiy  desert  and  gloomy  waste, 

To  savage  beasts  and  savage  laws  a  prey. 

It  would  seem  as  if  Heaven  had  also  made  this  forest  a  place  of 
pimishment  for  wicked  princes,  for  not  only  did  William  Rufus  meet  his 
death  there,  but  also  Richard,  brother  of  Henry  I.,  and  Henry,  nephew 
of  Robert,  and  eldest  son  of  the  Conqueror,  remained  there  one  whole 
day  suspended,  like  Absalom,  by  the  hair  of  his  head. 

England  was,  however,  always  well  wooded.  Csesar  speaks  of  it 
generally  as  horrida  sylvis.  It  is  said  that  50,000  men  perished 
in  clearing  away  the  woods  of  Scotland  by  the  orders  of  Severus.  The 
ancient  Sylva  Caledonica  is  supposed  to  have  occupied  an  area  of  twenty 
miles.  Geoffiroy  of  Monmouth,  who  makes  it  the  seat  of  Merlin's  adven- 
tures, calls  it  Nemus,  or  Sylva  Caiidonis,  and  notices  its  noble  oaks  : 

£t  patulas  Caledonls  prsefero  quercus. 

The  troubadours  sang  of  it  as  the  '*  Bos  de  Colidon  :" 

De  si  fd  bos  de  Colidon 
S*  en  al^nt  fuiant  suson. 

Roman  de  BruL,  v.  9423-24,  t.  11,  p.  47, 
ed.  Le  Roux  de  Lincy. 

This  vast  forest  is  now  gone.  Coill-more,  or  Great  Wood,  is  the  only 
fragment  that  remains,  but  relics  of  the  olden  forest  are  still  frequently 
dug  out  of  the  great  peat  bog  of  Moss  Flanders. 

Domesday  Book  notices  five  forests  in  England  at  the  time  of  the  Con- 
quest. These  were  the  New  Forest,  Windsor  Forest,  Gravelinges  in 
Wiltshire,  Winbume  in  Dorsetshire,  and  Wliichwood,  or  Huchewode, 
in  Oxfordshire.  Fragments  of  the  two  first  alone  remain  in  the  present 
day.     Mrs.  Bray  states  that  the  forest  of  Wistman,  in  Dartmoor,  much 

in  olden  times  Urnni  aaltui.  The  Ijnz — ^rare  in  the  Pyrenees — ^is  still  met  with 
in  the  Alps,  and  is  said  to  abound  in  the  Hartz.  The  shepherd  of  the  Landes 
still  tends  his  flock  with  a  gun,  to  keep  off  the  wolves,  which  also  frequent  many 
of  the  burger  forests  of  France.  Oar  own  forests  still  boast  of  the  badger,  the 
wild-cat,  and  the  marten.  Stags  and  deer  also  abound.  The  forests  of  Mar,  of 
Corrichibah,  and  Glenartney,  are  especially  well  provided  with  these  noble 
denizens  of  the  woods.  The  wood  of  Dirimore  is  said  to  contain  deer  of  a  peculiar 
description;  and,  under  the  careful  superintendence  of  tiie  present  duke,  the  forest 
of  Athol,  which  in  1776  scarcely  contained  one  hundred  stags,  is  said  now  to  pos- 
five  or  aix  thousand. 
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fkronred  hy  the  Draids,  has  almost  disappeared.  Traces  of  the  forest  of 
Rockingham,  which  shaded  the  castle  of  William  the  Conqueror,  still  re- 
main. So,  also,  of  the  Gloucester  forest,  to  which  was  attached  a  fairy 
legend  that  has  heen  handed  down  to  posterity  by  Genrais  of  Tilbory. 
There  are  also  traces  extant  of  the  Cheshire  forests,  more  espedally  that 
of  Delamere,  in  the  midst  of  which,  tradition  says,  .£delfleda  laid  the 
foundations  of  Eaderburg,  ^'  the  happy  town,"  yestiges  of  which  were 
called,  in  subsequent  times,  the  <'  Chamber  in  the  Forest."  The  forest 
of  Pirheal,  or  Wirall,  afterwards  called  that  of  Maclesfield,  may  be  said 
to  exist  only  in  the  traditions  of  the  house  of  Hooton,  who  derive  their 
origin  from  Alain  the  Forester.  The  forest  of  Galtres,  which  extended 
up  to  the  gates  of  York,  is  now  only  to  be  traced  some  miles  to  the  north 
of  that  city.  The  upland  of  Harrowgate  was  formerly  connected  with  a 
magnificent  forest,  and  in  the  North  Riding  the  name  of  Swaledale  Forest 
recals  the  existence  of  scenes  of  sylvan  grandeur  where  there  is  now 
scarcely  a  tree.  The  name  of  Robin  Hood,  or  "  Robin  of  the  Wood,"  as 
Mr.  Thomas  Wright  has  it  Q^  Popular  Cycle  of  the  Robin  Hood 
Ballad^'),  is  connected  with  several  forests  and  a  number  of  old  oak-trees, 
but  among  these  Sherwood  {Limpida  sylvd)^  with  which  was  also  asso- 
ciated Needwood,  was  the  most  odebrated.  The  forests  of  Dunsinane 
and  Birnam,  alluded  to  by  Shakspeare,  have  entirely  disappeared.  A  few 
groves  of  oaks  and  the  woods  of  Til^ate  and  Hastings  are  all  that  remain 
of  the  once  extensive  woodlands  of  the  Weald,  or  Wald,  called  by  the 
Bretons  Coit-^andred,  or  the  Great  Wood.  In  Queen  Elizabeth's  time, 
the  woods  of  Tanbridge  were  partitioned  off  into  fifty'^three  parks. 

Ireland,  according  to  Sir  Robert  Kane  for  a  long  time  called  the  Woody 
Island,  had  still,  in  the  days  of  Giraldus  Cambrensis,  forests  of  thirty 
miles  in  length.  Arthur  Young  says  he  did  not  examine  a  hundred 
acres  of  soil  tiiat  did  not  show  traces  of  having  once  been  forest  land.  In 
addition  to  the  other  general  causes  always  in  activity  in  reducing  the 
ma£^iitude  of  forests  and  encroaching  upon  their  solitude,  the  destruction 
of  the  woodlands  of  Ireland  was  also  in  part  brought  about  by  the  wish  to 
destroy  the  places  of  refuge  of  the  Whiteboys,  as  occurred  in  Scotland  in 
regard  to  the  Covenanters,  and  in  England  to  the  outlaws.  John  of 
Lancaster  employed  24,000  workmen  to  cut  down  the  forests  of  the  border. 
Robert  Bruce  also  destroyed  many  of  the  Scottish  forests  on  his  expedi- 
tion to  Inverary  against  Cumin,  and  the  Danes  burnt  down  many  of  the 
forests  of  the  north.  An  order  of  General  Monk,  bearing  date  1654, 
has  been  found,  which  prescribed  the  destruction  of  the  wood  of  Aberfoylo, 
because  the  Royalists  had  taken  refuge  therein. 

The  disappearance  of  forests  is  a  fact  attacliing  intimately  to  the 
progress  of  civilisation.  Nature  presents  herself,  in  her  primitive  con- 
dition, with  a  wild  or  savage  aspect,  bristling  with  rocks  and  forests;  and 
it  will  be  seen  that  the  latter  have  invariably  diminished  in  extent  with 
the  progress  of  civilisation.  Hence  Great  Britain  is,  at  the  present  day, 
the  country  least  provided  irith  forest  timber  of  almost  any  country  in  the 
world. 

The  man  of  the  woods,  the  inhabitant  of  forests,  has  become  the  type  of  the 
savage.  In  Qerman,  the  word  wHd,  savage,  belongs  to  the  same  radical  as  walij 
forest;  the  fVendi  word  wmagt^  in  Italian  aeivaggioj  is  derived  from  the  Latin 
sghm.  Hie  middle  ages  rmetented  smeh  a  man  as  a  hairy,  hideous  beings  the 
guardian  of  mysterious  abodes  and  enchanted  castles,  which  popular  imagination 
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placed  in  the  midst  of  shady  solitudes.  This  may  be  seen  upon  seyeral  monu- 
ments of  the  time  which  have  been  described  by  M.  A.  de  Longperier  Q*  Sur  les 
Figures  velues  du  Moyen  Age,"  Revue  Archeologique,  t.  lli  p.  507).  Forests  have, 
in  fact,  been  from  all  times  and  in  all  countries  the  place  of  refhge  for  the  pro- 
scribed, for  brigands,  and  banditti.  It  was  in  tlie  forests,  now  almost  all  dismantled, 
of  England,  that  the  oudaios  secreted  themsdlyes;  and  it  was  in  the  wooded  moun- 
tain chains  of  Germany  that  bands  of  robbers  lay  in  ambu^  when  peace  had  de- 
prived them  of  a  more  legitimate  way  of  levying  tribute.  Robin  Hood  and  Witi- 
kind  (  Witu  Chindj  child  of  the  wood)  have  been  indebted  for  their  names  to  this 
lund  of  life.  In  Corsica,  the  highwayman  still  takes  i^oge  in  the  mSquia  of  tfa& 
country. 

Forest  life  drives  civilised  man  back  into  a  state  of  barbarity.  What  example 
to  that  effect  can  be  more  striking  than  that  related  by  M.  Castren?  In  the 
forests  of  Touba  in  Siberia,  the  priest,  the  Russian,  the  German,  the  Tatar,  are 
obliged  alike  to  cast  off  their  native  costume,  and  to  adopt  the  coarse  garments 
of  the  Kirghiz  of  the  forest.  The  squatters  and  backwoodsmen  of  America 
are  not  long  in  retrograding  into  a  condition  almost  as  wild  as  that  of  the  Indian 
tribes. 

It  is  in  the  jungle  of  India  that  the  Hindoo  takes  reftige  firom  foreign  domina- 
tion. The  inhabitants  of  the  districts  which  neighbour  Orissa  are  said  to  fly  into 
the  woods  at  the  mere  sight  of  a  stranger.  The  Bhils,  the  Tondas,  and  ColeSy 
wrecks  of  the  primitive  population  of  India,  have  taken  refuge  in  the  forests  of 
India;  as  have  also  some  of  the  low  Hindoo  castes,  to  avoid  persecution  and  con- 
tempt. In  Ceylon,  the  forests  of  Bintenueand  of  Veddaratta  have  served  as  a 
place  of  refuge  for  the  Veddahs,  descendants  of  the  Takkas,  aborigines  of  the 
inland,  persecuted  by  foreign  conquerors.  They  are  said  to  preserve  their  cus- 
toms and  olden  superstitions  in  the  recesses  of  these  forests.  In  Madagascar,  the 
forests  are  exclusively  peopled  by  the  Jiyelahi ;  a  caste  of  robbers  who  dwell  in 
caverns  secreted  by  the  trees.  In  America,  the  descendants  of  the  Muscogis,  or 
Creeks,  persecuted  on  all  sides  by  European  colonists,  have  taken  refuge  in  the 
marshy  forests  or  everglades  of  Florida,  and  hence  been  designated  as  SemimoUs. 

The  deteriorating  effect  of  forest  life  upon  the  physical  as  well  as  on 
the  moral  man  is  very  marked.  The  Hindoo  of  the  jungles  is  a  poor 
sickly  creature,  of  spare  habits,  slow  movements,  and  mistrustful  character. 
This  is  particularly  seen  in  the  Sudras  of  the  Sunderbunds.  The  force 
of  vegetation  absorbs  the  elements  of  human  vitality,  and  leaves  a  pre- 
dominance of  malarious  and  mephitic  exhalations.  The  indications  of  the 
influence  of  these  are  to  be  seen  in  the  Pignadas,  or  pine-forests  of  the 
Landes ;  and  we  have  seen  the  same  thing,  only  in  a  far  more  painful 
and  apparent  degree,  in  the  marshy  parts  of  the  Aghatsh  Dengiz  and  the 
mountain  forests  of  Kurdistan.  Some  of  the  Malays  and  Dyaks,  dwell- 
ing in  their  swampy,  dismal  forests,  teeming  with  a  hot  moisture  and 
gases  exhaled  by  a  decaying  vegetation,  are  very  little  removed  from  the 
other  men  of  the  woods — the  orang-otan— wnose  name  and  country 
they  alike  rejoice  in.  These  great  monkeys  are,  indeed,  looked  upon  by 
some  of  the  tribes  as  real  men  of  the  woods — men  condemned  by  Pro- 
vidence to  privation  of  speech  and  degradation  of  form  in  expiation  of 
crime.  Others  assert  that  they  are  idle  fellows,  who  have  fled  to 
the  woods  and  refuse  to  speak,  so  that  they  may  not  be  obliged  to  work. 
There  is  in  these  popular  superstitions  a  kmd  of  expressed  sense  of  the 
deteriorating  eflects  of  forest  life  on  the  human  species. 

But,  while  forest  life  is  so  degrading,  the  forest  itself,  by  its  lugubri- 
ous and  sombre  aspect,  and  particular  trees,  by  their  bearing  and  dura- 
bility, have  been  from  all  times  an  object  of  fear  or  veneration  among 
primitive  people,  and  they  play  a  part  in  the  worships  of  all  the  nations 
of  antiquity.     Many  who  did  not  worship  a  tree  as  such,  still  looked 
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upon  it  as  the  abode  of  spirits  or  divinities.  Frequent  reference  is 
mieide  in  the  Old  Testament  to  idolatrous  worship  in  groves  and  under 
green  trees.  The  tree  of  life,  and  the  tree  of  knowledge  of  good  and 
evil)  which,  according  to  Cruden,  are  to  be  regarded  as  sacramental 
pledges,  are,  according  to  M.  Maury,  only  forms  of  the  Israelitish  super- 
stitions in  regard  to  trees,  and  which  are  confirmed  by  Kabbinical  tra- 
ditions. Abraham  built  an  altar  to  the  Lord  in  the  grove  (or  plain,  in 
the  ordinary  translation)  of  Mamre.  Mamre  is,  however,  described  else- 
where (Gen.  xziiL  17, 19 ;  xzzv.  27)  as  a  grove  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Hebron ;  and  the  oaks  of  Mamre  are  also  spoken  of  in  the  authorised 
version  of  the  Scriptures.  Worship  was  still  paid  to  the  genii  and  spirits 
of  the  same  grove  as  late  as  in  the  fourteenth  century.  Asa,  King  of 
Judah,  removed  Maachah,  his  mother,  from  being  queen,  because  she 
had  made  an  idol  in  a  grove.  Ahab,  King  of  Israel,  and  Manasseh| 
King  of  Judea,  are  alike  rebuked  in  Scripture  for  rearing  up  altars  in 
groves ;  an  act,  as  well  as  that  of  plantmg  groves,  frequently  referred 
to  in  Holy  Writ  as  displeasing  to  Goid. 

The  jAjtd^s  of  Yemen  used,  before  the  introduction  of  Islamism,  to 
worslup  an  enormous  date-tree.  Chardin  and  Sir  William  Ousely  have 
given  many  curious  details  of  the  worship  of  trees  in  Persia  ;  a  practice 
dating  from  the  most  remote  antiquity.  These  trees  are  generally  planes 
or  cypresses.  They  are  called  Dirakht  i  fazel,  or  ^^exceUent  trees," 
and  tae  Persians  cover  them  with  nails,  bits  of  doth,  rags,  and  other 
offerings,  just  as  we  see  the  Irish  decorate  a  tree  or  bush  in  the  same  re- 
mote rodcy  solitudes  even  in  the  present  day.  A  cvpress  near  Persepolis 
was  for  a  long  time  an  object  of  pilgrimage,  and  near  Naktchuan,  in 
Armenia,  there  is  an  aged  elm  which  is  held  high  in  esteem.  Through- 
out Western  Asia,  where  shade  is  so  inviting  and  so  much  sought  for,  a 
great  plane-tree  is  always  an  object  of  profound  regard.  Such  a  tree  gene- 
rally adorns  the  fountains  or  the  neighbourhood  of  the  mosques  and  kiosks. 
The  perishing  way£urer  is  buried  under  some  lone  tree,  and  shading 
the  cemetery  with  cypresses  is  a  weU-known  practice  of  the  Mussulmans. 
Sheikhs,  or  holy  men,  are  also  buried  in  groves,  which  thence  assume 
a  sanctified  character.  Sacred  trees  are  also  called  Hr  in  Persia,  as 
are  holy  mountains.  Authors  are  not  agreed  as  to  the  meaning  of  the 
word ;  it  is  made  to  signify,  no  doubt  metaphorically,  at  once  a  saint,  an 
old  man,  or  a  head  or  leader. 

The  Zendavesta  attests  to  the  worship  by  the  Persians  of  old  of  the 
spirits  of  water  and  trees.  The  forest  of  Mazanderan  is  still  supposed 
to  be  frequented  by  the  Divs.  Pine-trees  and  firs  are  more  particularly 
designated  as  Div-dar;  as  the  Arabs  call  some  trees,  shejeret  el  jiUy  the 
tree  of  jins,  and  others  sheferet  AUahy  or  holy  trees.  The  Persians  also 
look  upon  certain  trees,  as  the  olive  and  the  date,  as  mubarekf  or  holy; 
but  tiiat  is  probably  only  in  the  sense  of  protection,  on  account  of  the 
great  value  of  the  produce,  just  as  the  New  Zealander  tabous  his  bread- 
tree,  to  protect  it  from  plunder,  by  adding  sacrilege  to  the  more  simple 
crime  of  theft. 

Dendrolatry,  or  tree-worship,  is  common  throughout  India.  Almost 
every  village  lias  its  banyan,  wUch  is  at  once  an  asylum  and  a  sanctuary. 
This  tree — the  Ficus  Indica — it  is  weU  known  attains  a  prodigious  age. 
The  Ficus  reUgiosa  is  most  venerated  in  Ceylon,  where  it  attains  huffe 
dimensions.    The  first,  called  FolSd,  is  considered  to  be  the  male ;  toe 
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second,  Akvatha,  the  female ;  and  onions  between  l^e  two  are  made  l^ie 
snbject  of  religions  ceremonies. 

The  worship  of  trees  and  the  sanctity  of  woods  and  groves  dates  from 
the  earliest  epochs  of  Greek  civilisation.  The  oaks  of  Dodone,  the 
ancient  centre  of  Pelasg^  civilisation,  were  dedicated  to  Zeus,  or  Jovie^ 
and  the  most  celebrated  oracles,  those  of  Claros,  Thymbra,  and  01yinpas» 
were  placed  within  or  close  to  a  holy  grove,  called  by  the  Greeks  akvos^ 
and  Iticus  by  the  Romans.  The  divinities  that  dwelt  in  these  groves  were^ 
among  the  Greeks,  Dryads,  and  Hamadryads,  the  NapeaB,  with  Artemis 
or  Diana  for  a  qaeen;  Pan,  with  his  fauns  and  sat3rr8,  as  subsequently  in- 
troduced into  the  Roman  dendrolatr}'.  Silvanus,  although,  according  to 
the  received  Roman  mythology,  the  son  of  an  Italian  shepherd,  was,  ac- 
cording to  the  poets,  of  Pelasgic  origin : 

Silvano  &ma  est  veteres  sacrisse  Pclasgos 
Arvorum  pecorisque  deo  lucamque  diemque. 

JSnmd. 

Pales,  the  goddess  of  sheepfolds  and  of  pastures  rather  than  grove% 
was  nevertheless  supposed  to  reside  in  the  recesses  of  forests. 

The  worship  of  forests,  groves,  and  trees,  was  equally  met  with  among- 
all  the  Germanic  populations.  Lucas  ac  nemora  consecrant,  says 
Tacitus.  The  Heiligeforst  and  the  Haines  were  accepted  by  the  whcde 
Teutonic  race.  Tacitus  also  speaks  of  the  forest  of  the  Semnons,  and  of 
the  Castum  nemus  sacred  to  Hertha.  The  oaks  of  Hercynia  participated 
in  the  veneration  given  to  that  tree  in  all  Druidical  countries  : 

TJt  procul  Hercynia  per  vasta  silcntia  sQvw 
Venari  lato  Itceat,  lacosque  vetusta 
ReKgione  truces  et  robora  numinis  instar. 

The  Franks,  the  Lombards,  the  Prussians,  the  Slavonians,  the  Saxons, 
and  the  Angles,  all  present  this  great  feature  in  common  with  the  Grer- 
mans.  The  oak  at  Upsal  was  as  sacred  to  Thor  as  in  the  south  it  was  to 
Zeus  or  to  Jupiter.  The  saci-ed  forests  of  the  Scandinavians,  called  Lund, 
pi.  Lunder  (whence  it  is  supposed  by  some  that  London  derives  its  name), 
were,  however,  generally  presided  over  by  Odin.*  Throughout  Europe, 
the  superstitions  connected  with  trees  resisted  longer  than  any  others  the 
dissemination  of  Cbristianity,  and  required  to  be  combated  with  the 
strong  arm  of  the  law  before  they  could  be  extirpated.  Even  in  our  own 
country  we  still  see  a  trace  of  the  feeling  of  olden  time  in  the  practices 
which  obtain  at  Christmas,  although  it  has  been  attempted  to  unite  tiliese 
practices  to  Christianity,  by  giving  to  them  a  typical  and  emblematic 
character. 

The  Celtic,  Germanic,  and  Scandinavian  nations  not  only  consecrated 
their  forests  to  their  gods,  but,  like  the  Pelasgian  races,  they  believed  in, 
or  imagined  the  existence  of,  divinities  or  spirits  who  dwelt  in  the 
recesses  of  forests,  or  acted  as  guardians  of  the  spot.  The  German 
peasants,  according  to  Grimm,  had  their  wildenleuten,  waldleuten,  holz* 
leuten,  and  moosleuten,  whom  they  represented  as  pig^es.  In  Scandi* 
navia  these  waldgeist  received  the  name  of  trold,  or  troll.  The  forests 
had  also  their  elfs,  their  kobolds,  their  nymphs,  and  their  feiries.  The 
annalists  and  chroniclers  of  the  middle  ages  spoke  of  the  same  imaginary 

*  Thus  l^e  Bku^  Forest  owed  its  name  of  Ode&wald  to  its  Mngr  sacred  to 
Odin. 
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denizens  of  the  forest,  under  the  names  of  fauniy  homines  sylvestreSj 
syliksm^  femxrue  sylvatrus. 

Popular  imagination  imparted  two  different  forms  to  the  spirits  of  the  woods. 
When  they  represented  them  as  the  personification  of  the  forces  that  animated  the 
earth  and  presided  oyer  yegetation,  it  conceived  them  to  be  graceful,  plajiU 
little  creatures,  of  yarious  aspect,  who  led  in  glades  and  groyes  an  amusing,  joyous 
life;  such  were  the  elfs,  kobolds,  trolds,  nymphs,  and  fairies.  On  the  contrary,  if 
these  spirits  presented  themselves  to  their  minds  as  the  personification  of  the 
savage  life  of  the  forest,  imagination  represented  them  as  wild,  uncouth,  hideous 
beings;  such  were  the  satyrs,  the  sy Ivans,  and  the  waldleuten;  real  demons  of  the 
woods,  who  served  as  types  for  the  wild  men  of  the  middle  ages,  for  Volundr,  the 
forest  blacksmith,  with  the  form  of  a  satyr  (^l^eland  le/orgeron;  Paris,  1823),  for  the 
nom  foresti  of  Pulci  {Morgante^  v.  38),  and  for  those  wild  men  of  the  woods, 
who  no  longer  exist  but  on  the  sign-boards  of  Inns,  more  x>articularly  in  Switzer- 
land, (Germany,  and  France. 

The  memory  of  these  sacred  forests,  haunted  by  divinities  that  were  trans- 
formed into  demons  after  the  introduction  of  Christianity,  of  forests  flrequented 
by  Druids,  Semnothese,  Eubages,  and  the  priests  of  Thor  and  of  Jupiter,  treated 
hi  afterwtimes  as  ma^cians  and  sorcerers,  gave  birth  to  those  ideas  of  enchanted 
ibrests,  which  occupied  so  prominent  a  pUuce  in  the  marvels  of  knight-exrantry, 
and  which  furnished  the  immortal  Torquato  Tasso  with  his  sublime  description 
of  the  forest  over  which  Ismen  sprei^  his  enchantments  to  evoke  the  evil 
spirits. 

It  would  appear  that  the  ideas  of  mag^c  and  conjuration,  which  have  attached 
themselves  among  the  Celts  to  trees,  the  object  of  worship,  gave  birth  to  the 
magical  alphabet  and  marvelous  ruins  which  repnesented  the  different  letters  by 
their  shoots  and  buds.  These  signs  received  each  the  name  of  the  tree  upon  the 
wood  of  which  they  were  inscribed  or  engraved,  and  the  incised  words  were 
afterwards  shaken  up  together  so  as  to  draw  prophecies  for  the  fUture  from  the 
manner  in  which  they  came  out.  At  a  later  period,  this  assemblage  of  signs  ftir- 
nished  the  elements  of  the  fdphabet  ciUled  Runic,  and  which  preserved  the  name 
of  Ogham  Craobh— that  is,  the  lettered  tree.-— (Davies's  **  Celtic  Besearches."") 

The  worship  paid  by  the  Gauls  to  the  trees  of  forests,  and  to  oaks  in  particular, 
is  a  fact  known  to  everyone:  it  constitutes  the  most  characteristic  feature  of 
Druidism,  which  is  said  to  derive  its  name  from  the  same  particularity.  Lucan 
has  given  a  magnificent  description  of  one  of  these  sacred  forests,  against  which 
the  Romans  raued  their  axes  with  many  apprehensions: 

Sed  fortes  tremuere  manus,  motique  verenda 

Mf^estate  loci^  si  robora  sacra  ferirent 

In  sua  credebant  redituras  membra  secures. 

Latin  inscriptions  have  been  found  which  testify  to  the  worship  paid  to  trees  by 
the  Gallo-Romans.  The  apostles  of  Christianity  experienced  great  trouble  in 
eradicating  this  superstition,  and  they  in  general  only  succeeded  by  consecrating 
to  the  new  creed  the  same  trees  whiwi  had  been  the  object  of  popular  veneration. 
In  France,  the  elders  of  the  forest  were  handed  over  to  the  patronage  of  the 
Virgin  or  the  saints. 

Such  was  the  oak  called  Lapalud,  near  Angers,  and  which  was  covered 
with  nails  to  the  height  of  ten  feet  or  upwards ;  such,  also,  was  the  re- 
nowned "  Oak  of  the  Virgin,"  in  the  Ban  de  Mailly,  in  the  tnmk  of 
which  a  niche  had  heen  cut  to  receive  a  Madonna.  Throughout  Great 
Britain  and  Ireland  almost  every  country  churchyard  has  still  its  tree, 
now  only  respected  for  age,  beauty,  the  solemnity  of  the  locality,  or  the 
memories  attached  to  it.  The  existence  of  such  trees  may,  howerer,  be 
traced  to  the  same  origin. 

When  St.  Colnmba  began  to  preach  the  Gosnel  in  Ireland,  he  earned 
two  monasteries  to  be  founded  in  the  midst  of  tne  sacred  grores ;  one  at 
the  spot  which  for  a  long  time  preserved  the  name  of  Doire,  bot  which, 
by  corruption,  became  Deny ;  uie  other  at  Doin*magfa,  or  Durrow,  in 
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King's  CouDty.  The  word  Doire  (oak-forest)  is  met  within  innumerable 
names  of  churches,  as  may  be  instanced  in  the  cases  of  Doire-more,  Kil- 
doire  or  Eildare,  and  Eil-derry. 

The  forest  of  Ardennes,  the  most  extensive  aad  most  celebrated  in  all 
Gaul,  was  personified  by  a  goddess  whom  the  Romans  assimilated  to 
Diana.  The  vast  extent  of  country  embraced  by  this  forest,  whose 
synonyme  is  met  with  in  this  country,  in  the  well-known  forests  of  Dean 
and  Arden,  remained  for  a  long  time  immured  in  the  darkness  of 
Paganism.  Gregory  of  Tours  tells  us  that  the  worship  of  Diana  was 
still  upheld  at  Treves  in  the  sixth  century.  It  was  in  the  century  fol- 
lowing that  Saint  Hubert  and  Saint  B6r6gise  uprooted  the  Pagan  creeds 
from  this  impenetrable  forest,  which  for  a  long  time  afterwards  was  of 
almost  boundless  extent,  stretching  out  on  the  one  hand  to  the  Meuse 
and  the  Rhine,  and  on  the  other  only  arrested  in  its  extreme  ramifications 
by  the  North  Sea ;  for  the  forests,  which  extended  from  Boulogne  to 
Ostend  and  the  forest  of  Therouane,  near  St.  Omer  (  Tristiacensis  sylva 
et  vastus  saltus\  were  considered  as  parts  of  the  same  hunting-ground 
in  the  time  of  Charlemagne.  It  is  curious  that  M.  Alfred  Maury  has 
neglected  to  notice  the  forest  deity  whose  colossal  effigy  is  still  preserved 
at  the  Cathedral  of  St.  Omer,  under  the  name  of  the  Grand  dieu  de 
Therouane, 

Such  was  the  profound  impr^sion  made  upon  minds  by  the  majesty  and  horror 
of  the  forest  of  Ardenne,  that  we  see  it  associated  during  the  whole  course  of  the 
middle  ages  with  the  adventures  related  by  the  romancers,  and  it  was  made  the 
scene  of  a  thousand  fictions.  It  was  represented  as  the  haunt  of  wild  beasts  un- 
known to  our  climates,  as  lions,  tigers,  and  leopards: 

Devers  Ardene  vit  venir  uns  leuparz, 

says  the  song  of  Roland.  In  the  romaimt  of  Farthenopex  of  Blois,  that  knight 
and  King  Clovis  are  represented  as  hunting  in  the  forest,  to  which 

Cil  qui  erroient  par  mer 
N'i  ossoient  pas  ariver, 
For  elefans,  ne  por  lions, 
Ne  por  guivres,  ne  por  dragons, 
Ne  por  autres  mervelles  grans 
Dont  la  forest  ert  formians. 

A  description  which,  at  the  same  time  that  it  attests  the  ignorance  of  the  romancer 
in  matters  of  natural  history,  shows  what  strange  fabulous  traditions  were  attached 
to  the  dark  forest  of  Ardcnne.  The  peasants  believed  that  they  could  hear  the 
sound  of  the  horn  and  the  shouts  of  nocturnal  huntsmen  in  its  gloomy  glades. 
Then  suddenly  they  saw  wild  boars,  deer,  and  stags  fall  dead,  struck  with  an 
invisible  sword.  These  credulous  inhabitants  of  the  forest  identified  the  mys- 
terions  huntsman  with  Saint  Hubert,  apostle  of  the  coimtry,  who  still  exercbed 
lus  olden  profession  of  a  huntsman.  A  celebrated  legend  records  his  miraculous 
conversion  in  this  forest."* 

The  ancient  Celts  selected  the  umbrageous  sanctuaries  of  the  forest 
as  hurial-places.  Tumuli  and  various  kinds  of  sepulchral  mounds  have 
been  frequently  met  vtrith  in  such  places.  A  Druidical  monument  still 
■'  '         — ' — ~~~ — — — — — — g . 

*  Upon  the  subject  of  the  Forest  of  Ardenne,  M.  Maury  refers  to  the  fol- 
lowing works:— CsBsar  "De  Bell  Gall.;"  Strabo;  Tacitus;  Gregory  Turon's 
"History  of  France;"  the  "Annales  ForestiSres,"  several  articles;  "Die  Wilde 
Jagd  in  den  Ardennen  in  the  Neiderlandische  Sagen.  The  reader  will  remember 
that  a  similar  well-known  tradition  attaches  itself  to  the  Hartz.  Belpaize,  "  Sur 
les  Changements  de  la  Cote  d*Anvers  ^  Boulogne;**  Bertrand,  "Precis  de  I'His- 
toire,  &c,  de  la  Yille  de  Boulogne-sur-Mer;"  Piganiol,  De  la  Force,  "  Noavelle 
Description  de  la  Ftanoe,"  &c.,  &c 
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exists  in  a  fine  forest  in  Inverness-shire.  The  Calvaire  de  la  Moite^ 
in  the  forest  of  DuanU  in  Brittany,  is  surrounded  hy  a  dolmen,  which 
the  natives  look  upon  as  the  stone  upon  which  St.  Gu6nol6  passed  from 
England  to  Brittany.  The  district  of  Kirhy  Moor,  Heathwaith,  and 
Woodland,  in  North  Lancashire,  formerly  covered  with  forests,  presents 
the  remains  of  a  vast  Celtic  hurial-ground.  ( Jopling,  in  vol.  xxxi.  of  the 
**  Archaeologia.")  The  Hunengraeher,  or  ancient  tomhs  of  Germany, 
are  met  with  in  similar  positions.  Innumerahle  other  instances  might 
he  given. 

The  Belgpian  peasantry  still  helieve  the  remains  of  their  once  vast 
forests  to  he  inhaoited  hy  mysterious  beings,  the  Woodmannen  or  Bosch' 
godeUy  who  come  at  night  to  plays  tricks  upon  them.  The  Pfingsttanen^ 
or  firs  of  Pentecost,  are  the  inheritors  of  those  holy  trees  which,  accor- 
ding to  the  Germanic  belief,  had  the  g^ft  of  language.  It  was  still  more 
particularly  in  the  forest  that  the  fairies  loved  to  dwell. 

Raymondin  met  Melusine  in  the  forest  of  Colombiers,  in  Poiton.  It  was  in 
that  of  Leon,  in  Brittany,  that  Gngemer,  when  hunting,  met  the  fairy  who  plays  so 
important  a  part  in  the  mysterious  adventure  that  befel  him.  It  was  in  another 
forest  that  Graelent  saw  the  fairy  who  carried  him  away  from  his  home  at 
Avallon.  The  marvels  of  the  forest  of  Brecheliande,  where  the  enchanter  Merlin 
resided,  are  well  known.  A  little  wood  in  Lorraine  is  called  to  this  day  Haye  des 
FSes.  A  white  lady,  or  fairy,  used  to  show  herself,  according  to  the  peasants, 
near  the  forests  that  surround  la  roehe  du  Viable,  and  a  menhir,  called  Kvnhd  (la 
QuenouUkt  or  the  distaff),  attests  the  existence  of  Druidic  worship  in  the  same 
place.  The  celebrated  liocke  aux  Fiea  was  formerly  in  the  midst  of  the  forest  of 
Teil,  in  Brittany,  but  is  now  an  open  ground.  It  was  at  the  foot  of  trees  that 
fairies  loved  to  show  themselves.  Witness  that  fairy-tree  where,  in  the  time  of 
Jeanne  d'Arc,  the  superstitious  Inhabitants  of  Domremy  had  mass  sung  to  drive 
away  these  mischievous  creatures.  These  are  only  so  many  relics  of  the  ancient 
worship  paid  by  the  Gauls  to  their  forests.* 

It  is  impossible  to  follow  out  M.  Maury's  details  relative  to  the 
great  and  numerous  Gaulic  forests.  Two  thousand  years  ago  the  Jura 
was  only  a  mountainous  forest,  towering  over  the  Ardenne  on  the  one 
hand,  and  the  Hercynian  forest  on  the  other.  Icy  winds,  called  the 
Joran  or  Juran  of  the  mountain,  swept  down  from  the  frozen  swamps 
above,  and  congealed  the  traveller  who  ventured  into  those  dark  defiles. 
Lakes  now  nearly  dried  up  filled  the  hollows  of  the  mountains.  The 
forests  of  the  Jiita  {Saltus  setjtuinus)  were  only  separated  by  the  Rhine 
from  the  Silva  Marciana^  now  the  Schwarzwadd  or  Black  Forest, 
which  the  Emperor  Julian  traversed  on  his  way  to  the  sources  of  the 
Ister.  The  SUva  Herqfnia^  or  Orcynia,  once  comprised  all  the  forests 
of  Central  Germany.  Charlemagne  hunted  there  the  urus.  The  word 
Hart,  or  Hartz,  identical  with  forest  in  the  Teutonic,  and  several  tcalds 
and  forsts,  words  bearing  the  same  signification  in  modern  German, 
as  in  the  Spesshart,  the  Alman-wald,  Lussart-wald,  &c,  &c.,  lead  us  to 
the  existing  vestiges  of  the  once  magnificent  Hercynian  forest  The 
HartZy  although  a  pine-forest,  is  still  one  of  the  finest  and  most  inte- 
resting woods  in  Germany.  The  stag,  the  wild  boar,  the  lynx,  the  wild- 
cat, and  the  badger,  frequent  its  recesses.  It  has  been  occasionally 
devastated  by  fire  and  hurricanes,  and  still  more  so  by  visitations  of 
tree-eating  or  xylophagous  insects — the  Hylurgus  piniperda  of  ento- 

*  '<  Histoire  de  Melusine,"  par  F.  Nodot.  <'  Le  Lai  de  Gugemer,**  and  *<  Le  Lai 
de  Graelent,"  in  the  ^  Poesies  de  Marie  de  France;**  and  the  ^  Proems  de  Jeanne 
d'Arc,'*  by  Laverdy  and  by  J.  Quicherat,  fiec. 
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mologists.  Ad  invasion  of  this  kind  has  been  known  to  destroy  a  nuUion 
and  a  half  of  pine-trees.  And  if  there  can  thus  exist  a  temporary 
infliction  of  the  kind  upon  a  forest,  how  easy  it  is  to  seek  for  the  spreading 
of  an  epidemic  among  animals  or  the  human  race  in  something  analogous? 
The  Hartz  abounds  in  traditions,  relics  of  Pagan  worship,  especially 
attaching  to  the  Brocken. 

The  greater  part  of  the  royal  forests  of  old  were  in  France  only  dis* 
memberments  of  the  antique  Ardenne.  Different  kings  favoured  different 
spots  as  hunting-places,  distinguishing  them  as  parks,  and  as  garenna  or 
warennas  (warrens),  words  still  retained,  but  in  a  difEerent  significa- 
tion in  this  country;  and  enacting  iniquitous  laws  for  the  preserva- 
tion of  timber  and  game,  which  the  Normans  carried  over  with  them 
to  England*  Such  practices,  however,  belong  to  the  remotest  antiquity. 
The  Persian  kings  boasted  of  their  large  hunting-forests,  and  their 
satraps  imitated  the  luxurious  splendour  of  their  masters,  as  we  read  in 
Xenophon  of  the  forest  of  Balesis. 

The  Chronique  rimee  de  Philippe  Moushes  gives  especially  details' 
of  the  foundation  of  the  New  Forest  by  William  the  Conqueror  and 
William  Rufus,  to  the  exclusion  of  numerous  chapels,  and  the  destruction 
of  whole  villages : 

Cil  rois  GuiUanmes,  jMur  desroi 
Lee  fist  abatro  et  bos  i^anter 
Des  kaillos  fist  son  gart-muer 
Et  quant  vint  al  cief  de  vii  ans 
Si  fu  li  bos  creus  et  grans 
Ciess  i  mist  et  bisses  et  dains; 
Fors,  coomns,  livres  et  ferains. 

Thus,  according  to  the  metrical  chronicler,  in  the  space  of  seven  years 
the  wood  was  already  large  and  well  grown,  and  the  forest  well  filled 
with  stags  aud  deer,  wild  boar,  rabbits,  hares,  and  other  wild  beasts.    ■ 

In  the  time  of  St.  Louis,  the  forest  of  Montargis  was  the  favourite 
royal  hunting-ground.  A  fortress  called  Chastellier  dominated  the 
whole  extent  from  a  central  situation.  This  forest  was  frequented  by 
spirits  as  well  as  others,  and  in  this  case  they  particularly  favoured  the 
Chateau  du  Chat,  dot  far  from  the  Pierre  du  Gros  Vilainy  supposed  to 
have  been  a  Menhir  or  Druidical  monument.  Forests,  of  which  the 
woods  of  Vincennes  and  of  Boulogne  are  vestiges,  formed  a  ^dle  round 
ancient  Paris,  or  Lutetia,  of  many  miles  in  width.  The  Castle  of  Eman, 
or  Emans,  captured  by  Stephen,  King  of  England,  from  Roger  the 
Stammerer,  had  attached  to  it  a  forest  that  fed  ^ve  hundred  swine.  The 
forests  of  Fontainebleau,  of  Laye,  of  Montmorency,  of  Bondy,  of  Servais, 
of  Retz,  and  of  Compeigne,  were  aU  gradually  diminished  by  the  wants 
of  the  metropolis,  which  has  now  to  be  supplied  by  the  woods  of  Bur- 
gundy and  the  Morvan.  Lyons  was  once  similarly  surrounded  by 
forests.  The  forests  of  Poitou  boasted  of  certain  remarkable  stags,  with 
small  black  heads,  different  from  those  of  other  provinces.  A  colony  of 
peculiar  people,  who  have  employed  themselves  from  time  immemorial  in 
the  manu£Eu:ture  of  wooden  shoes,  still  exists  in  the  heart  of  the  forest 
of  Bellesme — a  fragment  of  the  Sylva  Pertica,  or  Scdius  Perticus^  one 
of  the  most  extensive  forests  of  ancient  Gaul.  The  Knight  Templars  had 
an  establishment  in  this  forest,  called  afterwards  La  Perche,  ovLe  Socage 
Percheron.     The  forest  of  Mans,  celebrated  for  an  adventure  by  whidi 
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Charles  YI.  lost  his  reason,  and  which  is  also  nolaced  in  the  romance  of 
^^  Berte  aux  grans  Pi^s/'  is  now  altogether  extinct.  The  forests  of  the 
Vosges,  with  their  great  lakes  and  rocky  culminating  points,  Hautes 
Chavmes  ( Calvi  mantes),  rivalled  the  Ardenne  in  extent  and  magni- 
ficence. The  granitic  rocks  and  schistose  plains  of  Brittany  were  once 
shaded  hy  vast  forests,  of  which  only  the  vestiges  remain.  That  called 
Broc^lian,  or  Brechelien,  from  Broich  Liach,  the  Breton  stone,  is  more 
particularly  associated  with  the  mythological  and  heroic  traditions  of 
Armorica.  The  celehrated  trouhadour  Rohert  Wace,  however,  sought  in 
vain  for  the  fairies  said  to  frequent  this  mysterious  forest ;  and  returning 
dissf^pointed,  he  chants,  '^  Fat  y  allois^  fol  nCen  revins,"  The  Monu- 
ment, or  the  Stone  of  Treasure,  described  by  M.  Rallier,  formerly  existed 
in  the  forest  of  Foug^res.  That  of  Teil  also  contained  a  Menhir,  and 
embraced  within  its  limits  the  Boche  aux  F6es  d*Ess6.  The  country  of 
the  unfortunate  Waldenses  was  so  called  from  its  forests. 

Helvetia  and  the  Savoy  were  once,  indeed,  almost  covered  with  forests, 
which  clothed  the  valleys  between  the  Jura  and  the  Alps.  Such  were  the 
canton  ofyaud(P<i^tt«  Waldensis)  and  the  Waldstetten^  or  Etatsfarestiers. 
The  forest  of  Gougg^sberg  is  renowned  in  Swiss  song.  On  the  Alps  the 
forests  attain  a  great  elevation.  The  chalet  of  Handeck  is  embosomed 
in  a  forest  of  secular  pines,  at  an  elevation  of  4400  feet.*  Fortresses  on 
the  Bliine,  once  called  Waldenburg,  or  forts  of  the  forest,  and  others 
designated  as  gates  of  the  forest,  have  now  become  so  many  towns  or 
dties. 

The  monks  did  a  great  deal  in  former  times  towards  clearing  away 
forests.  At  first  a  fow  hermits  led  the  way,  as  Ursinus  at  the  source  of 
the  Doubs,  where  is  now  Sainte  Ursanne,  and  Saint  Grerald  in  the  Sauve 
Majeure  {Sylva  Major)  of  the  Landes.  Holy  pioneers  of  the  forest, 
many  of  the  monks  passed  their  lives  in  clearing  portions  of  land,  and  sub- 
jecting them  to  the  purposes  of  agriculture.  Pontius,  Romanus,  and  Lupi- 
cinus  founded  hermitages  on  the  heights  of  the  Jura.  Sigonius  placed 
his  cell  on  the  heights  of  the  Balm,  or  Baulmes.  The  valley  of  the  Suse, 
called  Nugeval  or  the  Black  Valley,  was  opened  by  the  axe  of  Imier  and 
his  valet  Albert.  Marius,  by  similar  labour,  laid  the  foundations  of 
Payeme.  Saint  Germain  and  his  monks  opened  the  valley  of  Montiers — 
Grand-val.  Saint  Gall  and  Saint  Mang,  his  friend  and  disciple,  traversed 
the  woods  of  Zurich,  penetrated  to  the  borders  of  hake  Constance, 
ascended  the  mountains  frequented  only  by  wolves,  bears,  and  wild  boars, 
and  opened  the  country  to  cultivation.  A  host  of  Swiss  monasteries,  as 
those  of  Roggenbourg  near  the  Weissenhom,  of  Einsiedlen  in  the  Black 
Forest,  and  of  Romtunmoutier,  have  no  other  origin.  The  feudal  barons, 
struck  with  the  services  rendered  to  agriculture  oy  the  monks,  in  many 
instances  founded  monasteries  themselves.  The  holy  forest,  Heiligeforsty 
now  called  the  forest  of  Haguenau,  was  in  part  cleared  by  the  monks  of 
the  Abbey  of  Saint  Walbourg. 

Not  only  do  vestiges  of  ancient  forests  attest  the  generally  wooded 
character  of  Western  Europe  several  centuries  back,  but  it  seems  certain 
that  a  few  trees  still  remain  which  belonged  to  those  very  times — patriarchs 

*  The  splendid  beech-forest  of  La  Grande  Chartreuse  rises  to  an  elevation  of 
1400  yards ;  beyond  that  it  is  succeeded  by  maples  and  pines.  The  beech  also  con- 
stitutes extensive  forests  in  the  low  Pyrenees. 
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of  the  forest,  eminenti j  deserving  respect.  In  most  of  the  royal  forests  of 
France  the  inhabitants  still  point  out  what  they  call  "  Royal  Oaks/'  with 
which  historical  recollections  are  associated,  and  whose  dimensions  and 
appearance  attest  a  great  antiquity.  The  celebrated  botanist  De  Candolle 
has  expressed  his  belief  that  there  exist  at  the  present  day  oaks  that  have 
stood  from  fifteen  to  sixteen  centuries.  The  lime-tree  of  Trons,  in  the 
Grisons,  already  renowned  in  1424,  was  fifty -one  feet  in  drcum£srence  in 
1798.  Pennant  estimated  the  age  of  a  yew  at  Fountain's  Abbey  at  1214 
years.  Evelyn  measured  another  yew  at  Crowthurst,  in  Surrey,  which 
was  supposed  to  be  1400  years  old.  But  the  yew  of  Fothergill  was  con- 
sidered to  number  2600  years,  and  that  of  Brabum,  in  Kent,  3000  years. 
The  oak  of  Welbeklane  was  about  1400  years  old  in  the  time  of  Evelyn. 
The  oak  of  GofF,  which  still  exists  near  the  old  palace  of  Oliver  CromweU, 
four  miles  from  Enfield,  was  planted  in  1066,  by  Sir  Theodore  Godfrey, 
or  Goffby,  who  came  into  England  with  William  the  Conqueror.  The 
tree  whence  glanced  the  arrow  which  slew  William  Rufus,  is,  it  is  well 
known,  still  shown  in  the  New  Forest.  It  would  be  positive  sacrilege  to 
destroy  these  monuments  of  antiquity.* 

Near  Friburg  is  a  lime-tree  plaiited  in  1476,  to  commemorate  the 
battle  of  Morat  The  renowned  Cupressos  de  la  Reina  Sultana^ 
which  witnessed  the  love  of  a  sultana  for  an  Aberoerrage,  and  the  great 
Plane,  of  Buyuk  Dereh,  on  the  Bosphorus,  are  both  threatened  with 
destruction.  The  site  of  the  Fountain  of  Daphne,  near  Antioch,  and 
a  hundred  other  of  the  lesser  sites  of  antiquity,  are  still  marked 
in  the  East  by  some  aged  tree  of  gigantic  dimensions.  Pausanias  has 
enumerated  the  trees  celebrated  in  Greece  for  antiquity :  such  was  the 
Palm  of  Apollo  at  Delos,  and  the  fig-tree  of  the  Ruminal  at  Rome, 
which  tradition  connected  with  the  nursing  of  Romulus  and  Remus. 
The  banyans  of  India,  the  boahabs  of  Africa,  and  some  other  trees  of 
intertropical  countries,  probably  exceed  all  these  in  age,  and  have  been 
traced  back  by  the  number  of  their  concentric  layers  to  an  almost  fiahu- 
lous  antiquity.  No  one  can  help  experiencing  feelings  of  regret  at  the 
disappearance  of  trees  which  were  so  long  spared  by  our  forefathers. 
Guillaume,  the  Breton,  laments,  in  his  "  Philippide,"  the  destruction  of 
the  elm  of  Gisors.  In  this  country,  the  old  trees  of  our  rural  church- 
yards have  happily  begun  to  excite  the  attention  of  the  curious  and  the 
learned.  Their  history  has  been  in  many  instances  successfully  inquired 
into,  and  this  is  one  great  step  towards  the  preservation  of  these  living 
memorials  of  past  times. 

*  Such  also  are  the  oaks  caXledle  Charlemagne  ;  those  which  bear  the  names  of 
CIovls,  of  Henry  lY.,  and  of  Sully ;  the  cake  de  la  reine  Blanche,  dee  Vendeurs, 
dee  Partisans,  du  Druide,  et  du  Qmte  l^ibaud. 
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ALL   THE   WORLD   AND    HIS  WIFE; 

OB, 

WHAT  BBOUGHT  EVEEYBODY  TO  LONDON  IN  1851. 

Chaptbb  IV. 

THS  WOBXD^S  JB-AIK;  what  was  likely  to  be  8EEI7  AT  IT;  AND  WHO 

WEBB  XiIKELT  TO  BE  FOUND  IN  IT. 

The  cause  which  had  set  in  mofaon  the  few  acton  in  the  great  dirama 
of  '^The  Worid'B  Fair,*'  whom  we  have  sdected  from  the  rast  mass 
of  Yisitors  now  crowding  to  our  shtNres,  was  at  the  same  time  beginning 
to  create  a  mightv  stir  amongst  the  multitudes  who  had  hitherto  only 
▼agudy  eonsiderea  the  question,  hut  who  now  felt  that  the  time  was  fast 
approaching  when  the  lutndiwork  of  ther  several  countries  must  be  col- 
lected into  one  brilliant  focus,  to  challenge  admiration,  awaken  astoniA- 
ment,  and  endure  the  test  of  comparison. 

It  was  not  only  the  ingenious  artisans  of  Europe  who  sent  the  produce 
of  their  toil,  nor  the  equally  Ingenious  chetaUers  cTinduHrie  who  came 
to  trade  upon  their  sole  capital — ^their  wits;  but  from  the  remotest 
regions,  and  the  most  opposite  dimes,  the  labour  of  a  worid  was  in  pro- 
gress towards  one  common  destination,  and  the  countless  thousands  who 
represented  that  labour  were  preparing  speedily  to  follow. 

The  word  had  gone  out  to  the  uttermost  ends  of  the  earth,  that  in  that 
small  island  of  the  West,  whose  influence  is  acknowledged  tdierever  the 
speech  of  man  is  heard,  a  festival  was  at  hand,  the  like  of  which  had 
never  been  witnessed  in  any  age  or  country,  and  compared  with  which 
the  annual  gatherings  in  Northern  and  Southern  Europe,  in  Central  India> 
and  on  the  confines  of  distant  Tartary,  were  to  dwindle  into  utter  insigni- 
ficance. The  great  fair  of  Beaucaire,  which  assembles  all  the  c<Mtly 
produce  of  the  shores  of  the  Mediterranean,  and  is  the  only  example  left 
of  the  manner  of  traffic  of  the  middle  ages;  the  enormous  marts  of 
Nijnei-Novgorod  and  Astrakhan,  of  Bokhara  and  Benares;  all  these 
combined  would  not,  it  was  bruited,  exhibit  a  tithe  of  the  various  pro- 
ductions of  art,  of  luxury,  of  beauty,  and  of  utility,  that  were  to  be 
gathered  together  beneadi  the  crystal  roof  of  the  Great  Palace  of 
Industry  in  London  in  the  summer  of  1861. 

Fitly  to  contend  in  this  vast  arena  of  commerce,  the  energies  of  every 
land  yrere  bent,  and  in  every  language  "  The  Great  Exhibition''  became 
a  familiar  expression,  the  meaning  of  which  was  known  to  all.  • 
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A  hasty  glance  at  the  allotted  space  will  suffice  to  show  who  were  the 
expected  contributors^  and  what  the  general  nature  of  the  contributioiis. 

first  on  the  Ibt  were  the  kingdoms  of  Arabia  and  Persia,  ^rith  thetx* 
carayans  Weighted  with  rich  tissues  and  the  work  of  delicate  looms,  firom. 
Mushed  and  Tehran;  with  myrrh  and  frankincense  from  Hadramaut, 
<<  musk  from  SLhoten,"  pearls  from  the  Sea  of  Oman,  and  aUar  gul  from 
the  sardens  of  *Shiniz.     Then  came  ^'small-eyed  China,"  sending  her 
fragUe  porcelains,  her  painted  screens,  her  snow-white  and  crimson  silks, 
her  gold  and  silver  stuflPs,  her  paper  made  of  rice,  her  ivory  fans  so 
curiously  carved,  and  her  mother-of-pearl  ornaments,  so  laboriously  and 
exquisitely  graven.     Brazil  and  Mexico,  which  one  wide  sweep  embraced^ 
were  ready  with  diamonds  and  rich  ores,  and  many-tinted  flowers,  whose 
hues  were  borrowed  from  the  ruby  throats  and  emerald  wings  of  the 
coUbru     Turkey,  reaching  from  the  mouths  of  the  Euphrates  to  the  GulF 
of  Venice,  from  Trebisond  to  Tunis,  held  out  her  jewelled  weapons  with 
their  Damascus  blades,  her  perfumed  skins,  gaudily  dyed  and  stamped 
with  rare  devices,  her  splendid  caparisons,   her  fragrant  and  richly 
ornamented  pipes,  her  costly,  variegated  carpets.     Greece,  no  longer  able 
to  astonish  the  world  with  the  sculpture  of  Phidius  and  IVaxiteles,  or  tha 
marvels  of  Apelle8*s  art,  could  vie  with  her  former  ruler  in  the  beauty 
and  elegance  of  her  mountain  costumes,  and  the  elaborate  workmanship 
which  we  bestowed  on  weapons,  now  little  suited  to  her  hands.    Egypt, 
imder  the  impulse  of  a  newly-awakened  industry,  had  dnu;8,  and  dyes^ 
and  perfumes, — sofb  cottons  and  cloths  of  finest  texture,  ue  plumes  of 
the  ostrich,  and  raiment  of  the  camel's  hair.     Italy  was  prepared  to 
display  her  manufactures  from  the  fertile  plains  of  Lombaidy  to  the 
sunny  diffi  of  Sorrento:   Genoa,   rich   in    velvets    and  embroidery; 
Bologna,  decked  in  the  gayest  silks  and  ribauds ;  Rome,  proud  of  her 
cameos,  her  mosaics,  her  fwe  pearls,  and  her  hats  (a  particular  sort  of 
the  article  occasionally  giving  some  slight  trouble) ;  Venice,  still  famous 
for  her  glass,  though  its  occult  virtues  are  flown  ^  Leghorn,  renowned 
for  its  everlasting  straw  bonnets ;  Fabriano,  with  a  paper  reputation  not 
yet  torn  to  pieces ;  Ancona,  whose  waxen  images  tempt  the  '^  Decora* 
tives"  to  St.  Peter's,  and  whose  tapers  light  them  on  the  vray;  2uid 
Naples,  inventive  in  lava  and  coral,  devising  out  of  those  substances  a 
thousand  charms  to  avert  the  evil  eye,  and,  saving  gauds  like  these^  content 
with  tnaccaroni  and  pizze^  and  the  dolcefai^  niente. 

Spain  and  Portugal  came  next,  suggestive  of  every  produce  that  th» 
earth  hides  in  its  bosom  or  spreads  over  its  surfisice,  thoij^h  not  of  the 
means  by  which  its  wealth  may  be  turned  to  account.  Yet  who  could 
think  of  Spain  without  conjuring  up  the  thousands  of  interesting  objects- 
with  which  the  World's  bazaar  might  be  studded?  Who  would  not 
expect  from  Andalusia  specimens  of  the  fians  and  mantillas  which  the 
women  use  with  so  much  dexterity,  and  wear  with  so  much  grace  ;  the* 
splendid  dresses  of  the  majos ;  the  guitars  which  are  in  every  man's  hand,, 
and  the  castanets  which  are  common  to  both  sexes  ?  From  Valencia— 
that  true  paradise  on  earth — those  curious  silver-gilt  combs  which  adorn 
the  Valencian  beauties ;  those  silks  and  bombasines  which  form  part  of 
their  attire ;  those  beautiful  azulejos,  or  coloured  tiles,  the  art  of  making 
which  was  beaueathed,  with  so  many  other  secrets,  by  the  Moors  ?  From 
Granada,  ana  throughout  the  southern  coast,  the  rich  marbles  and 
miner^  susceptible  of  being  wrought  into  every  form  of  grace  or  pur- 
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piMe  of  uiality  ?  From  Murm,  the  &tal  cuckUh  and  the  gall  j-striped 
eiJken  mania  t  From  Cordova,  the  silrer  filagree-work  that  still  keeps 
its  old  renown?  From  Toledo,  those  wondrons  blades,  welded  out  of 
a  steel  whose  temper  has  no  equal?  From  Barcelona,  those  goods  which 
(if  they  do  not  really  come  from  Manchester)  may  shame  the  Manchester 
manunicturers?  In  a  word,  who  would  not  look  from  every  province  of 
Spain  for  some  rich  or  rare  production  which  might  show  that  where 
Nature  has  been  so  bountiful  man  has  not  been  altogether  idle  ?  Nor 
eovli  the  mineral  and  vegetable  wealth  for  which  Portugal  is  famed,  and 
which,  despite  her  poverty,  she  has  the  will  to  fabricate,  pass  unrepre* 
vented.  Her  marbles,  her  antique  silks,  heavy  as  armour,  her  cloths  and 
carpets,  even  her  curiously-manufiiustuied  snufb,  were  ready  for  exporta- 
tion. 

Switserland  (ollowed,  with  her  muslins  and  gold  watches,  and  her 
countless  speomens  of  that  ingenuity  with  which  every  summer  tourist 
returns  laden,  when  he  delights  the  fimiily-circle  by  prodocing  from  the 
depths  of  his  knapsack,  now  a  chalet  entire,  anon  a  milking-pail ;  then  an 
«gg-cup,  a  drinking-vessel,  a  salad-spoon,  or  the  costume  of  every  canton 
faithfully  carved  in  cherry-tree  and  boxwood. 

France But  what  does  the  skill  of  man  create  that  is  gorgeous  in 

colour,  graceful  in  form,  rich  in  substance,  delicate  in  texture,  beautiful 
in  pattern,  ingenious  in  construction,  or  faultless  in  execution,  that 
France  might  not  send  forth  ?  To  name  her  chief  towns,  is  to  name 
a  competitor  for  every  great  priie  in  the  struggle  for  art's  supre- 
fDBcj.  The  bronzes,  the  bijouteriey  the  mirrors,  and  the  meubles 
of  raris — ^the  silks,  the  satins,  and  the  velvets  of  Lyons — ^the  flaxen 
threads  and  linens  of  Lille— the  lace  of  Valenciennes — the  carpets 
of  Beauvais  and  Aubusson — the  prints  and  muslins  of  Mulhausen— 
tile  watches  of  Besan^ on — ^the  porcelain  of  Sevres — the  enamels  of 
Limoges — the  cottons  of  Amiens  and  Rouen — ^the  gossamer  scarfs  of 
Bareges— the  point  of  Alen9on — ^the  broad  cloths  of  Elboeuf  and  Lou- 
viers — ^the  soaps  of  Marseilles — the  dyes  and  perfumes  of  Carcassonne, 
Montpellier,  and  Hy^res, — ^to  say  nothmg  of  the  thousand  creature-com- 
forts which  find  no  place  in  the  Exhibition  itself,  though  truffled  turkeys, 
Chartres,  Perigueux,  and  Strasbourg  pies,  Orleans  quinces,  Tours  plums, 
and  many  a  delicacy  besides,  are  not  prohibited  in  the  refreshment-rooms ; 
while  the  vintages  of  Burgundy,  Cnampag^,  the  Rhone,  and  the  Ga- 
ronne, are  not  to  be  had  any  nearer  than  Monsieur  Soyer's  monster 
restaurant;  all  these  things,  whether  to  delight  the  eye  or  please  the 
taste,  might  reach  the  Palace  of  Industry  from  all-producing  France  I 

Belgium — in  so  many  things  the  formidable  rival  of  her  southern  neigh- 
bour— succeeded,  decked  like  a  bride  in  Mechlin  and  Brussels  lace  (that 
handiwork  for  which  women  barter  their  peace  of  mind),  or  richly  arrayed, 
like  a  burgomaster's  wife,  in  the  ponderous  silk  of  Antwerp ;  and  beneath 
her  feet  the  priceless  carpets  of  Toumay,  in  whose  sofk  falnic  those  feet 
were  completely  buried.  She  pointed  to  Ghent  for  her  cotton  manu- 
factures, to  Verviers  for  her  cloths,  and  grazed  with  pride  on  Li6ge  as  the 
emporium  of  her  cutlery  and  fire-arms,  where  the  attributes  of  Sheffield 
and  Birmingham  are  united.  Holland,  the  elder  sister  of  Flanders, 
moved  onward  with  dignified,  but  measured  pace,  a  thrifW  housewife, 
proud  of  the  family  linen,  which— -like  everytning  else — sne  keeps  so 
scrupulously  clean ;  proud  of  the  rich  spices,  strong  waters,  and  rare 
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dor(Kftli»  (swit  her  fix)in  almuMl),  v^<^  she  jealously  hides  in  her 
closet  (the  key  hangs  at  her  gudle) ;  and  proader  still  of  the 
tulips  in  her  g^trden,  for  which  her  sedate  money-making  hushaod  has  giv4 
in  hard  gpiildersy  more  than  a  king's  ransom.     The  stately  fBramo  has  a 
store  of  delft  ware— it  is  old-fashioned  now,  hut  she  is  prood  of  that  too  i 
she  has  a  wondrous  coUeetion  of  lacquered  boxes  and  sharp  paiddiw 
needles  firom  Japan ;  a  yast  hoard  of  Chinese  money,  whkh  no  speadt- 
thiifb  son  will  squander ;  a  tame  stork,  which,  though  she  pets  it»  ahe  is 
sorry  at  heart  is  not  an  ostrich,  on  account  of  its  marketable  feathers  ;   a 
stupendous  organ — a  very  forest  of  timber  and  metal— which  she  would, 
send  to  the  Exhibition,  only  it  is  not  possible  to  ship  it  on  board  her 
broadest  bottoms ;  a  shop  full  of  borax  and  camphor,  and  smalt,  and 
Termilion,  and  rouge  (which  she  wouldn't  touch,  not  even  with  a  hare'a 
foot,  for  anything  you  could  gire  her) ;  and  scents  and  perfumed  oils, 
which  she  makes  and  distils  herself;  and  diamonds,  of  which  she  is  the 
best  judge  in  Europe,  knowing  how  to  cut  them  better  than  anybody 
else.     So  proud  of  her  stores  is  this  old  Dutch  lady,  that  she  can  scarcely 
refrain  from  packing  up  her  small  round  cheeses,  her  kegs  of  salt  batter, 
and  barrels  of  red  herrings,  that  they  may  testify  to  her  utility  at  tlie 
Fair  of  All  Nations.     She  has  handsome  head-dresses  and  splendid  ear- 
zings;  but  those  are  heirlooms  which  she  mustn't  part  with,  even  for  a 
day,  and,  mofeover,  she  means  to  wear  them  when  she  comes  to  London 
for  her  season  ticket 

Germany  next  presented  herself,  under  three  different  aspects :  the 
northern  division  bearing  her  own  name — a  vast  conglomerate  called  the 
ZoUverein — and  Austria,  resolute  in  keeping  aloof,  unless  she  could  cast 
her  net  over  everything  else  from  the  shores  of  the  Baltic  to  the  banks 
of  the  Po,  and  dictate  one  universal  law  to  Germans  and  Italians,  Slaves, 
Croats,  Czecks,  and  Hungarians.  Manifold  are  the  productions  of  the 
Teuton  and  Sclavonian  races. 

Berlin  has  wealth  of  trinkets  of  iron,  fit  metal  for  a  people  so  warlike; 
Elberfeld  dresses  half  the  world  in  its  dyed  cottons;  Cologne  <i^8plays  her 
fiacon  labelled  with  the  (right)  address  of  (the  real)  Jean  Marie  Farina; 
Solingen  balances  the  foil  and  proves  the  well-tempered  blade  of  the 
^^SchlSger,"  renowned  in  the  *' renownings"  of  Germany's  bellicose 
students;  Magdeburg  modestly  appeals  to  her  various  merchandise; 
Bremen  takes  upon  herself  the  task  of  preparing  the  tobacco  whidi  all 
the  rest  of  Germany  smokes, — and  Dresden  paints  the  bowls  of  all  the 
German  pipes  ^  Leipzig  manufactiures  books  which  this  year  nobody  will 
have  time  to  read  ;  Meissen  give  birth  to  the  shepherds  and  shepherdesses 
who  exist  only  on  consoles  and  diimney-pieces ;  Frankfort  luui  her  own 
&ir,  but  that  attraction  must  cease  for  a  time ;  Nuremberg  still  vauoti 
her  toys,  though  the  marvellous  work  of  Kraft,  of  Adam  Viscker,  and 
of  Wentzel  Jamitzer  belongs  to  a  past  age ;  Munich  has  seulpture  and 
bronze,  and  stained  glass,  and  glowing  frescoes,  and  bright  mosaics ;  and 
the  simple  Tyrolese  rivals  the  Switzer's  patient  labour  on  the  long  winter 
nights,  when  all  other  occupation  ceases.  Surely  the  things  we  hacve  spoksQ 
of,  and,  more,  the  things  we  have  left;  unnamed,  were  to  be  gathered  in 
Germany. 

There  are  yet  more  names  on  the  list.  Scientific  DenmaAc,  with 
her  accurate  instruments  for  measimng  time  and  spaee.-  Learned 
Sweden,  a  karttu  sieetts  in  her  hand  and  a  medallion  o£  linnasus  on  her 
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bnwt  Half'dSfvittsed  RiuBiiiy  ^vith  a  Palis  Ixfaxfet  on  her  he«d,  a  b«ttr- 
akitt  on  her  shoulders,  m  the  midst  of  which  hhuses  a  diamond  star,  and 
benendi  whieh  shines  a  braa»n  cniiass,  a  lonff  cut-and^hmst  sword  by 
her  side,  se^en-leagiie  boots  well  garmshed  wiu  opurs  on  her  lower  limbs^ 
in  either  duteh  grasping  a  knout  and  a  pair  of  onrimg-irons,  and  her  whoM 
person  reflected  in  one  of  her  own  looking-glasses,  before  which  die  admir^ 
higly  standsr  She  is  rich  in  gold  and  ph&na  and  mdachite,  in  ftirs,  in 
tallow,  and  in  hemp,  and  through  one  or  other  of  these  media  is  propaored 
to  contribute  to  the  world's  industry. 

Of  foreign  lands  America  comes  the  last  Follow  ikae  course  of  her 
riters,  examine  her  seaboard,  track  her  footsteps  across  the  prairies  and 
locky  mountains, — follow  her  into  the  Far  West,  amidst  fidlii^  forests 
and  flying  Indians,— cross  her  immense  lakes,  whirl  inth  her  through 
her  swamps  and  savannahs,  or  pause  amidst  her  rising  and  risen  cities, 
and  ask  what  variety  of  manufacture  exists  whidi  the  entemiise,  and  toil, 
and  aeuteness  of  the  United  States  oannot  supply,  with  litUe  to  foar  from 
the  result  of  uniyeisal  competition. 

To  give  the  rest  of  the  world  its  chance,  the  British  colonies  had  their 
assigned  space ;  every  zone  of  the  earth,  and  every  temperature  beneath 
the  sun,  received  the  command  to  exhaust  their  riches  and  lay  them  at 
the  feet  of  Queen  Victoria. 

Such,  as  this  outline  impetfoetly  declares,  were  the  means  possessed  by 
friend  and  subject  to  assist  England  in  rendering  her  Ciystal  Palace  tlie 
worthy  shrine  of  the  world's  pilg^mage;  and  no  sooner  was  the  call 
made  than  it  was  promptly  responded  to.  At  every  great  port  in  th^ 
kingdom,  on  the  quays  of  London,  Liverpool,  Hull,  Bristol,  and  South* 
ampton,  the  turmoil  of  landing  and  receiving  packages  soon  became 
incessant,  and  even  yet  is  scarcely  ended.  The  custom-house  officers  no 
lonffer  walked  up  and  down  with  their  hands  in  Idieir  blue  waistcoat 
powets,  and  the  detective  eyes  of  the  searchers  were  turned  towards 
more  important  objects  than  a  preternatural  bustle  or  a  false-bottomed 
portmanteau.  Travellers,  returning  on  their  own  accounts,  reached 
nome  with  unvexed  souls;  EHxa's  '*  Jouvin"  gloves  passed  undiscovered ; 
Mrs.  Blossomley's  third  bonnet  was  not  charged  for,^*and,  luckier  still, 
was  uncrushed;  and  at  the  very  bottom  of  Mr.  Horrock's  carpet-bag, 
the  bottle  of  brandy,  so  carefolly  rolled  up  in  a  dressing-gown,  remained 
iml»oken. 

The  plot,  moreover,  began  to  thicken  in  llie  streets,  and  the  streets 
themselves  put  on  a  gayer  aspect.  Shabby  shop-fronts  were  removed, 
and  bronse  and  plate-glass  supplied  the  place  of  painted  wood  and  dingy 
panes.  The  bootmakers  made  modeb  of  their  customers'  favourite  legs, 
and  paraded  them  in  tops  and  buckskins,  in  gigantic  wide-mouthed  tubes 
ihat  passed  for  hunting-gear,  and  in  delicate  silk  and  French  polish  <^  for 
evening  parties;"  and,  but  that  the  limbs  appeared  so  calm  and  un- 
mrapled,  one  would  have  thought  that  surgical  operations  on  a  large 
scale  had  been  performed  in  tnese  bootmtScers'  establishments.  The 
tailors,  who  were  very  particular  in  stating  that  there  they  spoke  every 
language  under  the  sun— '<  Fran^ais,"  ''  Deutsch,''  "<  Espanol,"  **  Ita- 
Kano,"  and  **  Cherokee"«-got  up  the  most  bewildering  dressing-gowns, 
the  huriest  and  most  poodle-hke  paletots,  the  sporlangest  waistcoats,  the 
tightest  and  most  expansive  ladies'  habits,  the  most  elaborate  dress-coat^ 
and  tile  most  impossible  waistcoats.  They  took  it  into  their  heads  that  tiM 
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a  of  FxBooe  and  Germany  were  oominff  to  London  in  the 
tomes  which  their  ancestors  wore  when  they  roucht  with  Caesar   and 
Agricola,  and  filled  llie  columns  of  the  TVmes  and  Morning  Ckramicie 
with  advertisements,  setting  forth,  in  elegant  French,  the  fact  that  ^'  des 
commis,  reonissant  le  tact,  et  Tintelligence  aux  honnes  mani^reSy  sont 
constamment  H  la  disposition  des  vinteurs  ;**  or,  in  less  palataUe  Grerman, 
the  similar  assurance,  addressed  to  the  "  Publicum  und  Fremde,^  tint 
*<  itt  jeder  Zeit  stehen  tQchtige  und  yerstftndige  Assistenten  bereit  jede 
Auskunft  liber  alle  Geschaft  betreffenden  €regengt&nde  zu  erthetlen,"  to 
leoeire  and  execute  the  orders  they  might  be  fietvoured  with. 

The  cultivation  of  foreign  languages  extended  also,  greatly  to  the  dis* 
comfiture  of  the  honest  reader  of  plain  English  only,  to  the  vendois  of 
«Morison's  Pillen,"  and  the  <<  Pillules  Morison,"  which  were  dea^- 
natedihe  <' Univmal-Krauterarmeien,'*  and  <<  Medicine  Ve^tale  Uni- 
verselle  ;"  while  our  (nend  Mechi's  razors  were  styled  <<  Rasirmessem," 
and  ^'Navajas  de  Afeitar;"  and  the  ^'curiosos''  were  told  that  they 
ought  on  no  account  to  ^'omitir  el  hacer  una  visita  k  la  tienda  de 
MechL"    It  became  hardly  possible  to  take  up  a  newspaper — and  the 
infection  is  rapidly  spreading — ^without  making  the  discovery  that  you 
might  have  '^  Conoifort  mit  Oeoonomie  gepaart,"  in  the  shape  of  '<  chops, 
stcAks,  and  a  bed,''  at  a  very  fashionable  establishment,  ''nine  doors 
from  the  Monument ;"  and  that,  instead  of  gomg  to  Paris  to  hunt  up  the 
defunct  Rocher  de  Cancale  In  the  Rue  Bleu,  you  might  enjoy  a  little  one 
of  the  same  name,  quite  as  good,  and  a  great  deal  nearer,  by  only 
stepfong  (with  money  in  your  pocket)  into  the  first  Bayswater  omnibiu 
you  happened  to  meet  with. 

As  a  sign  of  the  times,  the  H6tel  d'ltalie,  in  Sherrard-street,  painted 
its  doors  and  window-sills  sky-blue,  and  prepared  for  a  most  teirinc  gas- 
tronomic campaign ;  the  Sabloni^re  announced  its  ''  i(tble  d'hote  at  six 
o'dock,**  and  inwaidly  resolved  not  to  g^ve  a  new  coat  of  paint  to  any- 
thing; while  the  Provence  Hotel,  whidi  had  given  shelter  to  our  ac- 
quaintances Monsieur  Coquelicot  and  Madame  Lablonde,  gave  out  the 
startling  intimation  that  ''restauration  k  la  carte"  was  incessant  in  that 
establishment.     Even  the  old-fashioned  chop-houses  in  the  Strand  and 
Haymarket  began  to  look  about  them ;  the  "  Boars  and  Castles"  whetted 
their  tusks  and  threw  open  their  portals ;  the  ''  BeUes  Sauvages"  looked 
amiable ;  the  ''  Queen's  Arms*'  expanded  hospitably ;  the  <'  Blue  Posts" 
declared  themselves  fixtures ;  ^'  Williams,"  who  (peradiously)  came  "from 
Betsy's,"  intimated  his  resolve  to  supply  luncheons  and  dinners  on  his 
own  account  fto  confirmed  bachelors  only) ;  and  "  Mrs.  Robertson,"  who 
had  been  residing  for  the  last  century  with  Dr.  Johnson,  in  Fleet-stree^ 
abandoned  the  great  lexicographer,  and  set  up  housekeeping  for  herself 
in  Maiden-lane.      Nor  were  the  creature-comforts  alone  considered. 
The  head  was  cared  for,  and  the  feet  also :  for  the  sake  of  the  former, 
the  St  George's  Chess  Club  announced  <'a  grand  chess  tournament;" 
and  for  the  behoof  of  the  latter,  a  brigade  of  shoeblacks  turned  out  from 
the  ragged  school  in  Field-lane,  in  scarlet  jackets  of  the  most  astonishing 
brilliancy.     The  interpreters,  ''  as  a  bod/'  (wherever  they  may  happen 
to  exist),  began,  for  tne  first  time  in  theu*  lives,  to  look  up ;  and  tliose 
who  had  *'  Wohnung^n,"  or  lodg^gs,  to  let,  not  only  looked  up,  but  also 
very  considerably  ahead.     They  were  right  in  doing  so^  for  John  fiull's 
preparations  were  not  vrithout  a  cause.     It  was  no  longer  the  Quadrant 
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and  **  Leioester-squair'*  that  ezbibited  signs  of  the  friendly  inTanon,  but 
in  all  directions  foreigners  surged  up,  affording  convincing  proof  of  their 
waadety  to  see  the  latest  wonder  of  the  worl^  to  applaud  the  design  of 
Prince  Albert^  render  homage  to  the  genius  of  Pazton,  and  admire  the 
unwearied  industry  and  zeal  of  Messrs.  Fox  and  Henderson. 

Shoals  of  the  ^^Briiderschaft"  also  appeared  ;  fervid  Italians  in  bands, 
like  brigands  or  opera-singers  (plunder  being  the  object  of  both  these 
classes),  hurried  to  London;  and  Switcerland  emptied  her  valleys  to 
inundate  Regent-street. 

The  Sami  Lawrence  frigate  not  only  brought  her  overwhelming  con- 
tribution of  dry  goods,  but  something  drier  still, — ^in  the  person  of  the 
president  of  **  The  Everlasting  Gold  Bluff  Sand  Company,"  who  had 
taken  a  passage  in  her  from  New  York,  and  came-^Iike  ms  compeers 
fiom  Paris-^to  see  whether  ''a  pretty  smart  spekilation  in  dust"  was 
fikely  to  answer  in  Britain;  and  firmly  resolveu  that  it  shouldn't  '^cave 
in  "  if  he  could  prevent  it  Nor  was  nis  project  by  any  means  a  soli- 
tary one ;  for  whether  he  came  from  the  **  diggins  on  the  Sacramento, 
was  raised  in  pleasant  Texas,  or  had  served  his  time  in  '<  the  Tombs  "  at 
New  York,  Brotiier  Jonathan  helped  himself  on  witii  his  shiniest  coat, 
and  fetched  across  the  Atiantic,  to  see  whether  he  couldn't  ''make  a 
pile  somehow  "  amone  the  Britishers.  Not  a  weekly  steamer  ran  up  the 
Mersey  that  did  pot  bring  a  fuU  cargo  of  ''  strangers  "  from  every  one 
of  the  unions  waved  over  by  the  ''  star^spanded  banner ;"  not  a  packet 
flhowed  its  flag  on  tiie  Southampton  water  that  was  not  crowded  with  a 
living  freight  of  dusky  Spaniaras  and  duskier  Portuguese ;  of  swarthy 
Moors  and  swartiiier  Egyptians;  of  cane-coloured  East  Indians  and 
copper-coloured  Tartars ;  of  mulattoes  with  complexions  of  a  lively 
brown,  and  of  Haytians  (who  had  satisfied  themselves  about  glory  under 
Soulouque)  witii  countenances— such  as  Solomon  loved — of  a  lovely 
black.  At  Dover  and  Folkstone,  and  eke  at  the  Tower  Stairs,  steamer 
after  steamer  arrived  with  the  bearded  civilisation  of  Europe.  There 
was  **  your  straw-coloured  beard,"  representing  Russia,  Norway,  Sweden, 
and  the  whole  of  the  north  of  Grermany;  "  your  orange-tawny  beard,** 
those  who  dwell  on  the  Rhine  and  its  tnbutaries ;  and  '^  your  purple-in- 
grain beard,"  our  excellent  democratic  neighbours  the  French,  who  speak 
their  own  language  so  well  and  every  other  tongue  so  badly.  Tnere 
was,  in  fact,  an  assortment  of  beards  more  than  enough  to  satisfy  the 
cravings  of  a  dozen  monopolists  like  Bottom  the  Weaver;  and  these 
were  to  <' wag  all"  in  the  Crystal  Palace  in  the  merry  month  of  May. 

En  attendant  the  coming  off  of  the  opening  day,  we  must  now  see 
what  some  of  our  particular  friends  had  been  busy  about. 

Chapter  Y, 

ENGLISH  diet;  LOTE-BCAKXNO  m  THE  8TBEET;  AlO)  THE  HOUSE  OF  A 

HAN  OF  BUSINESS. 

When  M.  Adolphe  Coquelicot  returned  home  he  resumed  his  inter- 
rupted correspondence.  As  the  letter  which  he  wrote  to  his  daughter 
will  probably  present  a  livelier  picture  of  his  sensations  on  airivinff  in 
Lonaon  than  any  description  of  ours,  we  take  the  liberty  of  translat- 
ingit; 
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**  Mr  DBAE  Clotiu>b. 

**  It  will  be  a  satisfiaetion  to  yaa  and  my  bvothetf  Martin  to  know  Aflt 
I  ham  arrived  safely  in  tins  ▼asiand  original  city  within  so  short  a  spade 
of  my  leaying  yon,  and  that  already  I  have  nnde  some  prognss  in  oar 
,  aflbirB.  The  distanoe  from  Paris  to-  London,  indnding  the  voyage  across 
the  sea  (which  I  admit  to  be  detsstaUe),  occupies  Kt&e  mo»  timo  than 
it  takes  one  to  go  from  the  Fanboiffg  St.  Denis  to  MoatmRMency^  with 
this  advantage,  that  yon  are  less  tired  at  the  end  of  the  journey  than  at 
the  begininng^a  diing  that  can  by  no  means  be  said  after  trareKng 
four  or  five  leagues  in  a  eomeou.  It  is,  in  &et,  the  flight  of  a  bird,  and 
except  that  the  looks  of  the  people,  their  strange  manners,  and  their  odd 
langTiage,  are  totally  diflPeient  from  o«r  own,  you  would  har^  think  it 
possiUa  that  so  few  honra  could  have  brought  about  so  great  a  change. 

But  as  it  is  well  known  that  a  true  Frenchman  surmounts  all  diffi- 
cidties  without  troubling  himself  about  the  manner  in  wlndi  they  are  to 
be  overcome,  I  confidently  eacpeet  that  in  a  few  days  I  shall  be  com- 
pletely master  of  the  position.  The  first  thing  to  be  done  in  England  is 
to  learn  to  speak  English  ;  mthout  that,  it  is  not  easy  for  a  fore^ner 
to  have  much  success.  But  the  key  to  the  langpiage  is  soon  found. 
It  consists,  in  addition  to  a  few  ordinary  phrases  of  civility,  of  one 
short  word— '^Yas!'  For  example:  in  saluting  an  acquaintance,  you 
say,  'How  you  do— -yas!'  and  immediately  you  are  understood,  and 
your  own  health  is  inquired  after ;  and  in  their  hospitality  they  ask, 
*Wffl  you  some  beerr  to  which  yon  answer,  'YasI'  and  they  give 
you  aU  you  require.  This  being  the  case,  it  is  proper  for  ^ 
foteigner  to  say  '  Yas*  on  all  occasions,  whether  he  is  asking  a  question  or 
replyinff  to  one;  that  little  word  smooths  down  every  impediment.  You 
know  that  I  had  already  propared  myself  for  England  by  studying  that 
valoable  bode,  '  L' Anglais  sans  Maitre  en  Ving^t-cinq  Logons,'  which  I 
bought  in  the  Rue  Ventadour  for  three  francs ;  and  although  I  did  not 
get  through  more  than  two  of  those  lessons,  the  service  which  they  have 
rendered  me  is  immense, — and  I  particularly  desire  that  you  will  occupy 
yourself  with  the  volume,  and  eng^ag^  your  uncle  to  do  the  same;  you 
can  thus  converse  fluently  with  each  odier  before  you  leave  Paris,  wvadb 
will  be  a  great  advanti^. 

^^  The  next  tlnng,  after  the  langpiage,  for  a  stranger  to  vaaqutsh,  is 
the  tliet.  On  landing  at  Dover,  in  a  state  of  emptiness  which  is  not  to 
be  descrU>ed,  on  account  of  the  assooiaitions  which  it  awakens,  every  tra- 
veller was  damorous  for  breakfiast;  and  had  it  not  been  for  the  violence 
of  our  hunger,  it  would  scanely  hare  been  posribb  to  eat  the  huge 
pieces  of  cold  ^  biflp'  which  were  set  before  us.  Only  imagine,  my  dear 
Clotilde,  that  when  seated  behind  one  of  these  masses  I  underwent  a  total 
eclipse,  and  became  invisible  from  the  opposite  side  of  the  table.  I 
gaaed  with  astonishment  at  this  gigantic  plai^  which  I  knew  not  how  to 
attack.  Presently  a  stout,  elderly  man,  dressed  in  black,  like  one  of  the 
huissiers  of  the  Assembly,  but  who  was,  I  discovered,  a  waiter,  approached 
me  with  a  monster  knife  and  fork,  the  blade  of  the  former  being  at  least 
a  mUre  in  lenslsh  ;  and  in  a  ^ort,  jeildne'  manner  of  speech  obeenwd, 
^Bomid  of  bifl^sar?*  and  before  I  knew  wamX,  he  meant,  or  was  able  tt> 
xeply,  with  a  dexterity  that  was  truly  marvellous,  my  {^te  was*  covered 
with  ^biff'  as  with  a  carpet.     I  immediately  began  to  eat  somey  iDfed 
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SonoaA  it  tndy  delksiwis,  and  of  a  savour  of  which  it  is  not  possible  to 
lonn  on  idea  till  it  is  tasted;  and  I  was  eagerly  devoaring  it-^-aoxioaft 
lo  repfatee  what  I  had-  lott-^when,  in  an  unhieky  moment,  the  saoMT 
man  in  black  oast  Ina  eje  once  more  upon  me.  *  Good  Grod,  sar!'  h» 
eaelaimed,  in  a  tone  of  the  most  violent  despair,  ^  you  eat  ^^Inff"  without 
laaataid!'  This  I  learnt  afterwacds  to  be  one  of  the  strongest  preju" 
diees  of  an  Engliahman  ;--»to  separate  ^btff'  and  mustard  is,  in  hitf 
f^inion^  a  greater  orime  than  the  separation  of  Church  and  State.  Yois 
are  aware,  Clotilde,  that  for  the  excellent  mustard  sold  by  your  unoie 
Martin,  and  for  which  he  received  the  medal  of  honour  with  his  brevet 
dmventUm^  I  have  an  infinite  r^^rd;  and  believing  this  to  be  the 
same^  and  that  its  deticate  flavour  would  assbt  in  restoring  the  tone  of 
my  stomach,  I  helped  myself  very  plentifully,  putting  a  large  quantity 
on  my  ^  bi^'  wfaicm  I  hastily  swallowed^  Norn  de  nUUe  connckonsy'^ 
how  can  I  tell  you  what  I  instantly  sufiered !  It  waa  as  if  I  had  8ud« 
denly  taken  a  nery  poison !  It  choked  me  in  my  throat,  burnt  off  the 
roof  of  my  mouth,  seized  me  by  the  nose,  as  if  my  bitterest  enemy  were 
wrenchii^  that  organ  from  my  face,  and  compelled  my  eyes  to  stream 
with  scalding^ tears;— those  eyes  that  have  looked  on  the  overthrow  of 
dynasties  without  a  twinkle.  I  darted  from  my  seat,  dragging  away 
the  tablecloth  and  upsetting  an  urn  full  of  boiling  water  in  my  flight. 
I  sputtered  and  strove  to  get  rid  of  the  nauseous  mixture.  I  clenched 
my  fists,  and  raged  up  and  down  the  saloon,  uttering  the  deepest  male- 
dictions against  so  barbarous  a  sauce;  and  but  for  the  fear  of  sacrificing 
the  good  understanding  between  two  great  nations,  and  putting  an  end 
to  the  Grreat  Exhibition,  I  firmly  believe  I  should  have  cut  off  the  head 
of  the  waiter  with  his  own  carving-knife.  The  old  miscreant  came  rush- 
ing towards  me.  ^  Smell  to  your  bread,  sar!— -emell  to  your  bread,  sar  V 
he  vociferated ;  but  what  he  meant  by  those  expressions  I  vainly  endea^ 
voured  to  guess.  Seeing  my  inabihty  to  comprehend  him,  he  seized 
some  bread  from  the  table  and  thrust  it  close  to  my  nose.  I  gasped 
for  breath,  and,  at  I  did  so,  the  terrible  pain  abated,  as  if  by  magic. 
The  waiter  smiled,  and  thoi^h  but  an  instant  before  I  could  have  shed 
his  blood  like  water,  my  feelings  of  resentment  evaporated  I  reflected 
that  he  was,  in  all  probability,  a  respectable  pire  defamiUe  like  myself; 
and  after  folding  mm  in  a  close  embrace,  in  token  of  reconciliation,  I 
again  took  nw  place  at  the  breakfast-table,  where  I  finished  a  great 
deal  more  *  biff,'  but  toudied  no  more  mastard. 

'*  I  have  often  heard  that  the  English  have  but  one  sauce  to  all  their 
dishes,  but  I  little  thought  I  should  so  soon  &11  a  victim  to  the  diabolical 
eontrivaace. 

*<  This,  however,  has  been  my  only  experiment  upon  English  living, 
for,  owing  to  the  experience  of  a  French  lady,  one  of  my  fellow-travellers^ 
who  has  visited  London  several  times,  I  am  estaUished — ^as  you  will 
obaerve — in  a  French  hoteL  It  happens,  singularly  enough,  to  stand  at 
the  comer  of  '  Bear-strit,'  which,^  literally  translated,  means  the  Rub 
aux  Ovrsy  thou^  there  are  no  more  bears  in  it  thsm  in  our  own;  to 
that  I  find  nysc^  almost  at  home,  particularly  when  I  am  fitvouied  witli 
the  society  of  Madame  Lablonde,  the  lady  of  whom  I  have  spoken.  She 
is  by  profession  a  somnambulist,  but  has  also  a  very  extensive  connexion 
with  some  large  houses  of  business  both  in  Paris  and  London. 

<<I  have  not  yet  leamt  in  what  their  spiciaUU  consists;  indeed,  I 
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believe  their  dealings  are  in  a  seneral  way,  and  that  the  emtreprue  hag 
been  set  on  foot  to  meet  the  exigencies  <n  the  Gieat  Exhibition ;  bat  I 
am  informed  by  Madame  Lablonde  that  their  capital  is  enormoas,  and 
that  they  reckon  upon  inmiense  profits.  The  name  of  the  oompany  is 
the  ^  Exploitation  Anrifique  de  tons  les  Pays,'  and  their  Paris  estabbsfa* 
ment  is  in  the  Rue  de  Bondy,  not  far  from  the  Rue  de  Lancry.  One  of 
their  operations  in  London  will  be  to  form  what  is  called  here  a  '  Club/ 
as  a  pohU  de  reunion  for  forrigners  of  all  nations.  At  present  the 
genenu  principle  alone  is  laid  down,  which  is  to  acoommodatey  (nr  take  in, 
as  many  as  possible ;  but  the  details  will,  very  shortly,  be  set  before  the 
public.  Madame  Lablonde  has  promised  me  a  list  of  the  directors;  and 
in  a  countiy  so  full  of  speculators  as  England,  it  will  not  be  long  before 
a  number  of  very  imposmc^  names— 40  she  assures  me — ^will  be  obtained. 
She  has  obligingly  offered  me  several  shares,  en  commandite;  but  as  i 
am  one  who  uke  to  look  after  my  own  afiairs,  I  reaerrQ  my  adhesion  till 
I  know  something  more  of  the  prospects  of  the  company.  La  case,  how« 
ever,  that  the  speculation  should  prove  a  very  fine  one,  I  have  not  abso- 
lutely said  *'  No  ;*  and  in  the  mean  time  (do  not  read  to  my  brother 
Martin  what  relates  to  this  matter)  desire  our  cousin  Dubrocq,  the  notaiy 
public,  to  make*  some  inquiries  on  the  subject  If  the  venture  is  in 
reality  Califomian,  it  wouid  be  a  pity  not  to  have  something  to  do  with 
it.  Madame  Lablonde  is  evidently  a  very  clever  person,  but  I  am,  as 
yet,  ignorant  of  her  antecedents.  Of  her  good  nature  there  can  be  no 
doubt,  for  she  has  veiy  kindly  undertaken  this  morning  to  show  some 
part  of  London  to  another  fellow-traveller  of  ours,  Monsieur  Blumentop^ 
a  German,  whose  acquaintance  I  made  en  route;  and  she  is  now  absent 
for  that  purpose.  It  is  true  she  has  business  to  transact  in  the  city  inth 
some  directors,  and  M.  Blumentop^  besides  being  a  good-looking  young 
man,  will  serve  as  a  protector ;  but  to  transact  her  aflfairs,  she  might 
as  easily  have  gone  en  voiture ;  so  her  kindness  towards  him  remams 
the  same. 

**  It  is  for  this  reason  that  I  am  sitting  alone  in  my  chamber,  the 
window  of  which  looks  out  upon  a  grande  place  called  Leicester-squarr. 
It  is  about  the  size  of  the  Place  Vend6me ;  but  neitiier  in  the  centre,  as 
with  us,  nor  anywhere  else  that  I  can  see,  is  there  anytlung  for  aa 
Englishman  to  be  proud  of.  The  houses  that  surround  the  squarr  are  of 
all  sizes  and  colours — some  of  a  dirty  brown,  others  of  a  dirty  white; 
but  whether  they  are  white  or  brown,  all  of  them  are  equally  dirty.  On 
the  outsides  are  numerous  affiches:  Burford's  Panorama — Linwood's 
Exhibition— Wine  Shades  — The  Greatest  Wonder  of  the  World, 
Hatching  by  Steam — Tremendous  Sacrifice — Western  Institution — 
Guinness's  Stout — and  a  multitude  of  others,  which  are  too  far  ofT  for 
me  to  copy.  Along  the  upper  side  of  the  squarr  is  continually  passing  a 
stream  of  people,  who  are  tempted  to  buy  a  number  of  objets  from 
merchants  who  station  themselves  close  to  the  pavement  offering  tiidr 
wares,  as  they  do  on  the  Boulevards  in  Paris.  Some  of  them  are  selling 
almanacks— others  silver  medals— others  combs,  buttons,  pocket-books, 
oranges,  umbrellas.  At  one  comer  is  a  dSffraisseur,  surrounded  by  a  crowd 
of  ragged  people ;  he  seizes  a  dirty  boy  by  the  collar,  and  begins  to  scrub 
his  jacket  with  a  piece  of  sof^  stone,  or  some  substance  like  that,  which  he 
holds  in  his  hand :  the  boy  has  a  face  which  gets  redder  and  i^edder;  he 
tries  to  escape,  and  is  ready  to  cry,  but  the  pitiless  digraisseur  continues 
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J^  Aflk  to  scrub  him ;  he  then  turns  him  round  with  an  air  of  triumph,  and  saya 

^^  Ub  something  I  cannot  hear,  which  makes  the  people  laugh ;  he  leto  die  boy  go^ 

^W  i  ^  who  slinks  into  the  crowd,  and  then  he  seUs  his  merchandise  amongst  those 

^^  ^kn  'who,  it  is  plain,  are  Tory  much  in  want  of  it.     Thu  scene  is  gay  enough, 

^  ^Avf  and  up  one  of  the  streets  a  little  further  off  is  Polichmelley  to  make  it 

^^Imbi.  gayer;  but  all  the  rest  of  the  squarr  is  excessiTely  trute—Jioi  a  human 

'  caU^,  bemff  is  seen  to  pass  on  the  other  sides.     In  the  middle,  however,  there 

001  Mm  stands  a  miserable  stone  figure  on  horseback,  like  the  Commandant  de 

Vianii^fi  Seville,  as  he  is  represented  at  the  AnMgu.    The  workmen  are  now 

V  b  It  U  busy  in  digging  the  foundations  for  a  builduifl;,  which  is  to  hold  a  monster 

^Am  fiT^oDe,  for  the  people  of  all  c6untries  to  visit  and  find  themselves  at 

mtk^  home  in* 

^nll^il  **  But  I  must  leave  off  my  description,  for  a  visitor  is  announced  to  see 

moMAjk  "*®'        *  *  *  *     .  * 

1 0/^  ^'  Ia  dosbg  my  letter,  for  which  I  have  very  few  minutes  left,  I  must 

r,  ^^^  tell  you  that  the  person  who  called  upon  me  was  the  valet  de  chambre  of 

Iknmi  ^  ^^  Beauvilliers,  un  personage  tree  riche  ei  tres  duiingui^  who  came 

^  ^  to  London  yesterday  at  the  same  time  as  mysel£     There  is  a  little 

_^7  romance  in  nis  affair  with  which  the  tnouchoir  brodt  that  was  made  by 

1^  •  us  and  sold  to  the  English  milord  for  the  jour  de  Tan  is  connected.     It 

>  will  find  its  way  after  all  into  the  Exhibition,  and,  what  is  quite  as  agree- 

?.  J  able,  I  shall  get  a  good  deal  of  money  by  the  transaction.    In  my  next 

,  letter  I  shall  tell  you  all  about  it,  and  will  then  Bx  the  day  when  you 

^  are  to  leave  Paris  with  your  undo  Martin.    I  embrace  you  tenderiy,  and 

M f  him  also^  and  remain,  your  affectionate  £either, 

"■r  "  Adolphe  Coquelioot. 

'^  *'  On  m'assure  qu*on  porte  les  manchettes  toutes  aussi  larges  k  Loodtee 

^*  qu'  k  Paris." 

"  T  .  M.  Adolphe  kept  his  promise  faithfully,  and  a  very  short  time  elapsed 

'^^^  before  the  rest  of  the  Coquelicot  fiunily  made  their  appearance ;  the  ex- 

cellent Martin  foigetttng,  m  the  hurry  of  his  d^Mirture  firom  Paris,  to  in- 
^''  voke  the  aid  of  his  patron  saint  by  branding  himself  on  some  part  of  his 

^  person  with  a  red-hot  horseshoe,  that  custom  having  been  invariably 

^'  practised  during  the  middle  ages,  when  respeet  for  the  saints  was  a  little 

''  more  rife  amongst  French  travellers  than  it  nappens  to  be  at  present. 

''  It  may  be  inferred,  from  the  slight  indication  which  we  have  already 

*>  given  of  the  pursuits  of  Madame  Desiree  Labbnde,  and  in  spite  of  M . 

^  Adolphe  Coquelicot's  praise,  that  pure  disinterestedness  was  not  the 

'  basis  of  all  her  actions.    Direct  her  thou^ts  as  much  as  she  would  to 

the  a£Eairs  of  the  other  world,  there  were^  nevertheless,  moments  when 
her  extra-lucidity  occupied  itself  to  the  full  as  earnestly  with  the  con- 
cerns of  this*  We  do  not  wish  to  wrong  the  lady,  but  for  our  own  part 
we  should  be  inclined  to  say  that  one  of  the  two  worlds  was  always  made 
subservient  to  the  other;  which  kicked  the  beam  Madame  Lablonde*8 
career  will  detennine. 

In  what  school  of  somnambulism  Madame  Lablonde  acquired  her  art 
we  have  no  means  of  knowing;  whether  she  was  a  pupil  of  Dupotet,  or  a 
disciple  of  Alphonse  Cahagnet,  we  cannot  decide;  but  one  thiiag  ia 
tolerably  certain — that  she  had  become  a  very  successful  practitioner ; 
and  the  fact  tends  greatly  to  exalt  the  reputation  of  the  Parisians  for  good 
sense,  when  we  state  that  at  least  one  half  of  the  holders  of  tickets  in  the 
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wUmbed iMny  of  the  ^'UmgoiM  d'Or,**  mpfdieil  ftr  Iw&y  numben  tcr 
<*tb&«Bodem«ymL''  At  Am  ioMerj,  as  10  well  kmcmn,  BAjbodTy  «bo 
iasiiifiiuKk,vmj£ac  one  BuseraUe^Mie  ofatak  Ibe  handsome  amo^ 
of  ttTtoitn  thousand  ponads  sterIiiiK»  ovi— it  sounds  eren  betfccr  m  Freneh 
— ^le  magnitoMtt  sum  of  lour  hmidrad  ttiousaiKd  inmoa  I  To  sadafy 
Ibe  Parisiaiis  that  the  eold  is  wXL  ready,  and  on^^  waiting'  tibe  admit  of 
the  fortunate  holder  of  die  prize  to  traxuform  itself  into  currant  ««n,  the 
ingots  ase  daily  on  view  at  the  htreaux  of  ihe  lotbsrj  on  the  Boulevard 
Montmartve ;  jnd  lest  any  csie  shoidd  make  a  mistake  and  go  to  1^ 
wrong  hooae  in  search  of  foftmey  we  beg  to  add«  tiiat  the  oAoe  is  at 
No.  IO9  and  that  all  others  are  eoimterfiHt.  As  ihe  tiekets  are  stiM  c» 
vente^  nothing  has  yet  occurred  to  disturb  the  infallibility  of  MadaaM 
Ubkmde's  pwdiotions,  and  diose  lAo  hold  the  luel^  aiambezs  vsmdn 
as  sanguine  as  before 

Now,  it  is  plain  that  an  individual  wlio  can  inspire  ao  many  persons 
with  &ith  moat  be  a  very  desirable  aUv  in  any  speodation  of  ma^^ditude 
which  d^ends  diisfly  on  Ofnnion ;  ana  it  will  excite  no  surpxise-^when 
the  reader  bean  in  mind  tlutt  Madame  Labkmde  acted  on  the  hint  of  M. 
Carlier  in  leaving  Paris-^that  liie  French  directors  of  the  *^  Exploitation 
Aurifique"  should  cast  their  eyes  on  her  as  a  valuable  agent  in  London 
for  exbwkdmg  the  advantages  propoeed  to  the  public  by  the  new  com- 
pany. That  they  did  so  we  have  seen  by  what  M.  Coquelicot  said  in 
ids  letter;  how  sne  fulfilled  her  mission  it  remains  for  us  to  show. 

When  Mahomet  had  fully  matured  the  project  of  his  new  creed,  his 
first  step  was  to  innoculate  his  wile  Cadijah  with  a  sincere  belief,  being 
well  aware  that  one  real  enthusiast  is  worth  a  hundred  adherents,  who 
become  so  only  complacently,  or  firom  motives  of  personal  interest. 
Madame  Lablonde  acted  on  the  same  principle,  and  wnenever  she  could 
find  materials  plastic  enough  to  moula  into  the  reouired  shape,  she  did 
not  neglect  the  opportunity.  She  imagined  that  in  Herr  Blumentopf  she 
had  encountered  just  such  a  person  as  she  desired  to  meet  with  for  iiie 
furtherance  of  the  scheme  to  which  she  had  just  lent  her  aid.  As  a 
German,  and  therefore  naturally  given  to  mysticism,  he  was,  to  a  certain 
extent,  ready  made  for  her  purpose;  he  would  gpive  credit  to  all  her 
SybilUne  powers,  and  belisire  at  once  in  ihem  ;  all  that  remained,  them- 
fore,  was  to  asceitsdn  whether  he  was  quite  as  great  a  fool  in  matters  of 
business  as  in  his  ideas  of  spirituaEsm.  She  soon  discovered  that, 
in  this  respect,  he  possessed  the  amount  of  intelligence  which  usually 
goes  to  the  ccwiposition  of  a  German  KaufFman ;  that,  as  a  dealer  in 
broadcloths,  he  understood  his  metier  thoroughly;  and  as  the  chief  test  of 
sanity  is  faeiki  to  be  a  knowledge  of  the  value  of  money,  that  he  was  so  iar 
pexfoctly  sane.  To  move  him,  then,  to  her  purpose,  and  mislead  him  in 
his  pursuit  after  worldly  gain,  it  was  necessary  that  he  should  become 
her  lover. 

When  a  lady  makes  up  her  mind  for  this  kind  cf  game,  the  odds  are 
that  she  leaves  off  a  winner.  With  youth  and  beauty-^two  ezceUent- 
trump  cards — ^the  issue  is  seldom  doubtful ;  but  when  weir  absence  has 
to  be  supplied  by  the  players  skill  the  event  is  not  quite  so  certain. 
Now,  truth  compels  us  to  state  that  Madame  Lablonde  placed  her  reliance 
rather  on  her  intellectual  strength  than  on  that  of  her  personal  charms. 
Not  that  she  neglected  the  latter  (what  woman  does,  even  amongst  the 
Bosjesmen?),  but,  with  all  her  experience  in  the  use  of  dyes  and  cosmetics. 
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and  all  the  aaiigtmyo  that  CleB(ien9an  and  Hooquatooidd  gxre,  aha 
not  able  to  oompel  tbe  wrcmg  side  of  fire-aod-iorty  to  wear  the  Mam/b^ 
tions  of  the  jru^ot  side  of  fiTe^and->tweDt7.  Still  she  made  vp  yeiy  wall, 
and  by  dint  <»  good  ^yea,  well  choaen  teeth,  and  ooziaideeable  aldll  in 
the  maoagemeat  of  her  t^  eontnTed  to  paaa  lor  only  two-ihiidi  ef 
her  real  age.  H^  voice,  as  we  have  aaiit  ^vaa  against  her  bat  Am 
partly  iiainedied  this  defect  by  the  chmee  of  her  words,  and,  mOTeover, 
kept  it  under  as  much  as  possible;  it  was  only  in  momenta  of  ^^Dcke^ 
mant,  ox  when  she  had  no  partieular  deaign  upon  her  auditors,  ihat  she 
allowed  it  to  have  full  play. 

The  broihwly  hoapitolityof  the  Oiffind-etieet  Schneider^meiaier  not 
having  extender  to  the  offi^r  of  a  bed  for  the  aeaaon,  ^oi  beda  la 
London  were  likely  to  be  worth  a  Gennaii  furiBGe's  revenue,  Herr  Bki* 
mexit(^  had  not  yet  fixed  himself  in  a  lodging;  and  it  was  while  wait* 
ing  to  discover  one^  in  the  aeaich  after  whieh  Madame  LaUonde  had 
promised  her  assistaoc^  that  he  joyfoUy  aooapted  her  kind  offisr  of  show* 
iBg  him  tbe  town* 

After  paradinff  hervictim  throagb  acme  of  the  leadrngthovoaghfiuea 
at  the  West-end,  and  exciting  uummerable  *^  wunderschons,"  '^  unge* 
heures,'*  and  '' unmogliQhe8,''---the  ample  and  constant  ezpressionB  of 
German  admiration — Madame  Lablonde  conducted  Herr  Blumentopf 
whither  her  own  aSurs  led  her.  The  way  lay  through  streets  much  less 
frequented  than  those  they  had  traversed,  ana  the  comparative  quiet  and ' 
absence  of  hunyi^g  crowds  afforded  at  length  an  opportunity  for  conver- 
sation. 

'^  And  is  it  long^"  dbe  inquired^  adroitly  adopting  the  word  dearest  to 
Gennan  ears, — ^'  is  it  long  since  you  qutted  Fatherland  V* 

"  Ah,  mein  Gott  I"  ex<£dmed  toe  Brunswioker,  his  apostrophes  being 
always  in  his  own  language,  '*  it  is  now  nearly  a  month  since  I  left  dM 
banloB  of  the  Ocker,  but  I  viiited  several  places  on  business  on  my  way,  and 
stayed  a  fortnight  in  Paris." 

^<  To  wbifji  cbcumstance  I  waa  indebted  for  tbe  pleasure  of  meeting 
you  on  the  Calais  railway." 

'^  Ganx  gewiss,"  said  the  literal  German. 

*'  Gance  gevice/'  returned  Madame  Lablonde^  in  accents  long  drawn 
out,  '^  what  does  diat  mean  ?" 

<*  I  beg  pardon ;  I  should  have  translated, — it  means, '  Undoubtedly/  ^ 

^' What  a  noble  language  is  yours  I — how  strong  and  yet  hew  sweet! 
Who  would  think  it  difficult  to  proiBOunee?  But  we  find  it  so  in 
France.  Your  own  name  for  instance — Blon-^Blin— Blanc«maiiteau, 
—is  that  it  r 

*^  Nein !  it  is  Blumentopf!''  And  he  hid  a  strong  accent  on  the  last 
letter. 

Bleu— 'mon^— etoffe— ah,  c'est  91^ — que  vent  dire  ce  nom-Ul?'' 
Ca  ffignifie  dans  notre  langue,  un  pot  aux  fleurs !" 

'<  Quelk  diannante  id4e^''  exclaimed  the  Sybil;  '<  il  faut  ^tre  Allemand 
pour  avoir  de  tels  noms  !     And  your  Christian  name  ?" 

«  Kail  Guatav." 

'^Kaill  ah,  thatis  pretty  well;  but  Gustavo— that  is  adonKble  I  May 
IctJl  you  Gustavo  ?  Do  you  ever  read  Paul  de  Kock  ?  I  tibouffht  not 
It  is  a  pity ;  one  of  his  noblest  creations  is  named  Gustavo.  Do  you 
know/'  contmned  Madame  Lablonde,  with  animation,  *^  that  if  it  were 
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GBsible  for  me  to  doubt  of  the  existence  of  ^vitoal  agenej^I,  -who 
ve  been  chosen  to  interpret  the  mysteries  of  another  world'*  ('^moy--' 
ennant  trois  francs  par  tSte^"  she  thought  to  herself),  ^^  the  very  fact  of 
your  being  called  Gustavo,  and  the  association  with  it  of  lovely  flowra^Sy 
would  compel  me  to  that  belief.  I  may  whisper  to  you,  then — but  it  is 
in  the  strictest  confidence — ^that  the  spirit  wno  rules  over  my  star  dis- 
closed to  me  in  my  last  trance  the  name  of  the  mortal  whose  planet  is 
co-ordinate  with  mine.     Do  you  understand  Sanscrit  ?** 

'^NeinT*  replied  Blumentopf,  beginning  to  feel  deeply  interested,  and 
staring  with  his  large  blue  eyes  like  the  owl  on  Ilsenston — '^  n^ !" 

''I  wish  you  did.  The  spirits  that  appear  to  me  always  speak  in 
Sanscrit,  or  some  other  remarkable  language.  Now,  the  name  of  my 
twin  star  is  Ohampaca,  which  means,  literally,  *a  flower-pot,'  from 
^  Champac,'  a  beautiful  flower,  the  exact  colour  of— of — no,  do  not  look 
at  me  so  earnestly,  I  cannot  tell  you  if  you  do ;  it  is  a  bbte  flower. 
But,  what  is  more  strange^  the  spurit  displayed  a  scroll,  oa  which  was 
written,  in  letters  of  fire,  a  distmguished  European  name,  borne  by  a 
great  Swedish  conqueror,  and  never  bestowed  ignobly ;  all  who  are  bom 
under  the  planet  *  Champaca'  bear  that  name.*' 

"  What  is  it  ?"  anxiously  inquired  the  Brunswicker,  his  love  of  the 
supeniatural  now  fully  awakened. 

^*  You  have  just  mentioned  it,**  replied  Madame  Lablonde^  in  a  faint 
voice ;  "  it  is  your  own  !** 

^*  Dies'  ist  die  merkwiirdigste  und  unbekannteste  Sache !"  exclaimed 
Herr  Blumentopf,  swallowing  all  he  heard,  and  ready  to  swallow  as  much 
more«  He  absolutely  gasped  for  another  dose,  and  Madame  Lablonde^ 
sedng  how  matters  stood,  kindly  administered  a  full  one.  The  effect  of 
the  agreeable  compound  of  flattery  and  m3rsticism,  aided  by  some  very 
tender  glances,  quite  settled  Herr  Blumentopf.  He  pressed  her  closer  to 
his  side,  and  murmured,  '^  Herzliebste !"  The  friscmating  Desiree  was  not 
able  to  reply  to  him  in  German,  but  she  returned  the  pressure,  which 
answered  quite  as  well,  and  the  enamoured  Brunswicker  walked  on  in 
silence,  bewildered  with  tumultuous  feelings. 

It  was  exactly  the  frame  of  mind  that  best  suited  Madame  Lablonde's 
immediate,  as  well  as  her  ultimate  purpose,  for  she  was  not  particularly 
anxious  that  such  wits  as  her  new  lover  possessed  should  be  unnecessarily 
sharpened  at  that  moment. 

Their  walk  had  been  a  long  one,  and  after  various  windings  and 
doubliogs,  had  brought  them  out  on  the  north  side  of  the  Regent's  Park, 
on  ihe  outskirts  of  St.  John's  Wood.  Madame  Lablonde  moved  forward 
with  the  assured  step  of  one  who  was  well  acquainted  with  the  locality, 
and  at  length  arrived  at  a  house  which  stood  alone  in  a  large  garden, 
surrounded  by  a  high  walL  Unlike  the  dwellings  near  it — all  of  which 
were  dislinguished  by  some  patrician  designation,  such  as  *' Howard 
Lodge,"  "  Cavendish  Abbey,"  «  Plantagenet  Cottage,"  «  Fits-Mortimer 
Villa,"  and  the  like — ^this  house  was  unnamed ;  *'  A  1,"  in  small  characters 
on  the  gate-post  alone  affording  enlightenment  to  the  letter-carrier  or 
casual  visitor.  It  had  not  even  the  distinctive  bell-plates  for  ^'  visitors" 
and  ^^  servants,"  so  necessary  to  the  existence  of  the  arisios  of  '^  The 
Wood."  What  was  beyond  the  wall  could  only  be  guessed  at,  even  from 
the  opposite  side  of  the  road,  where  the  chimneys  and  blue-slated  roof  of 
the  building  only  were  visible ;  nor  was  there  much  disclosed  when  th# 
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Bmall  dosel j-grated  trap-door  was  half  withdrawn,  and  the  question  asked 
respecting  the  business  of  the  persons  who  rang  for  admittance. 

'^  Is  Mr.  Jones  at  home  ?"  asked  Madame  Lablonde,  when  this  cere- 
mony had  been  performed. 

A  man's  voice  was  heard  in  reply,  but  no  one  was  visible. 

^'  Mr.  Jones  has  gone  to  America,'*  said  the  voice,  in  a  steady  tone,  as 
if  accustomed  to  return  this  answer. 

"Really  !'*  returned  Madame  Labloude,  with  corresponding  calmness; 
"  be  so  good  as  to  let  him  have  this  card;'Wmd  she  presented  one  as  she 
spoke. 

The  card  disappeared  through  the  wicket,  and  its  presentation  seemed 
to  produce  an  instantaneous  effect,  for  ihe  door  was  suddenly  opened, 
just  wide  enough  to  admit  one  person  at  a  time,  and  Madame  Lfablonde, 
haying  whispered  to  her  "bon  Ghistave"  to  wait  for  her  "  un  petit  quart 
dlieure,"  glided  through  the  aperture,  and  the  door  was  immediately 
dosed. 

While.  Herr  Blumentopf  remains  outside,  chewing  the  cud  of  a  fanoy 
that  was  all  sweetness,  we  will  follow  the  lady.  The  mysterious  janitor, 
who  was  a  man  of  colour,  grinned  a  very  wide-mouthed  welcome  as  soon 
as  he  saw  Madame  Lablonde's  well-remembered  features,  and  preceding 
her  up  a  short  flight  of  steps,  gave  her  admission  to  the  house  itself 
He  tapped  at  a  side  door  in  ihe  hall,  and  a  deep-toned  "  Come  in"  re- 
sponded to  the  appeal.  The  neg^  disappeared  for  an  instant,  a  hasty 
exclamation  of  surprise  was  heard,  and  the  next  moment  Madame  La- 
blonde  found  herself  in  the  presence  of  the  individual  whom  she  had 
sought. 

Mr.  Jones — ^for  the  gentleman  in  question  acknowledged  himself  (on 
this  occasion)  the  owner  of  that  remarkable  name —was  a  tall,  stout,  and 
rather  good-looking  man  of  about  fifty,  with  a  florid  complexion,  a  coun- 
tenance which  the  world  calls  '^open,"  and  a  jovial,  good-humoured  ex- 
pression on  his  somewhat  blunt  features.  He  was  attired  in  a  morning 
costume,  which,  though  a  dishabille,  was  yet  sufficiently  splendid,  and 
partook  of  an  Oriental  character,  to  which,  also,  many  objects  that  were 
scattered  about  the  apartment  bore  resemblance.  His  costume,  for 
example,  consisted  of  an  elaborately-flowered  shawl  dressing-gown,  the 
ground  of  which  was  purple  and  the  lining  scarlet,  and  it  was  confined 
round  the  waist  by  purple  and  scarlet  cords,  which  terminated  in  enor- 
mous bunches  like  gigantic  bell-pulls.  The  rest  of  his  habiliments  was 
artfully  composed  all  of  one  piece  of  fine  green  shawl,  the  vest  being 
fastened  with  matted  gold  buttons,  and  the  wide  trousers  terminating  in 
a  broad  border  of  palm-leaf  pattern.  Bright  yellow  slippers  decked  his 
feet,  and  on  his  head  he  wore  a  fez  of  crimson  doth  with  a  blue  silk 
tassel  of  no  slight  volimie.  A  thick  gold  chain  issued  from  beneath  his 
flowing  shirt-collar,  and,  crossing  his  ample  chest,  buried  its  snaky  length  in 
one  of  his  waistcoat  pockets.  He  was,  in  short,  as  brilliant  a  specimen  of 
quasi-Orientalism  as  is  to  be  seen  anywhere  out  of  Asia,  not  even  excepting 
the  individuals  who  figure  at  the  Cafe  Turc,  on  the  Boulevard  des  Italiens 
in  Paris.  From  his  style  of  dress  and  the  nature  of  his  occupation,  Mr. 
Jones  might,  by  a  slight  stretch  of  imagination,  have  been  ti^en  for  one 
of  those  public  writers  in  Constantinople,  the  Y4zidji,  who-— for  the  con- 
venience of  adventurous  Franks — indite  love-letters  and  copies  of  Turkish 
verse  for  the  aforesaid  Franks  to  throw  into  the  open  lattices  of  the  fair 
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Odalisques,  whose  misfortune  it  is  not  to  know  how  to  read.  That  occupa- 
tion consisted,  appazendy,  in  registering  a  very  extensive  conespondenoe^ 
a  large  manuscript  yolume  prov^ed  with  a  lode  and  key  lying  open  hefore 
him,  and  the  writing-tahle  at  which  he  sat  being  strewed  with  printed 

gapers  and  letters.  The  ^'  Blue  Book  of  Addresses,"  Dod*s  last  '^  Peerage^" 
Lelly's  '*  Post-office  Directory,"  and  other  volumes  of  reference — Frendi  as 
well  as  English — were  also  lying  about,  and  appeared  to  be  a  good  deal  ia 
requisition.  On  the  chimney-piece  was  a  handsome  French  dock,  re- 
presenting "  The  Sack  of  Ikoy,"  in  a  very  lively  manner;  it  was  sap- 
ported  by  some  beautiful  Sevres  teacups  and  saucers  with  medallion  por- 
traits of  Madanae  du  Barn,  Madame  de  Pompadonry  and  other  virtuous 
oelebrities;  and  the  catuoles  on  either  aide  were  coveted  with  oiyeis  in 
ofaioa  and  h^omiene,  Turkish  swords  and  daggers,  pistols  richly  mounted, 
a  fur  pdisse  with  a  star  oa  the  breast,  a  cavalry  uniform,  with  jadcr- 
hoots  to  correspond,  hats  of  differeot  £c>rm  and  oohmr,  numerous  sticks 
and  riding-whips,  an  Indian  hookah,  several  Turkish  and  German  p^es^ 
a  large  box  ef  dgars,  and  throe  or  four  wigs  on  blocks  at  one  side  of  the 
apartment,  were  amongst  the  many  thin^  that  caught  the  eye  on  enter- 
ing it  We  have  spoken  of  exercising  dbe  imagination ;  Tery  little  of  it 
was  necessary  here  to  make  a  stranger  think  he  had  aoddentally  stumbled 
upon  a  masqueiade  warehouse  instead  of  a  private  gentleman's  study. 

On  the  entrance  of  Madame  LaUonde,  the  occupant  of  the  room- 
there  are  reasons  for  not  calling  him  the  owner  of  the  mansion — rose 
£ram  his  seat,  and  welcomed  her  vrith  considerable  emprenemenL  The 
first  greetings  over,  and  the  lady  having  found  a  seat  on  the  sofia, — ^no 
easy  matter,  considering  the  crowd  of  things  that  already  occupied  it,— - 
Mr.  Jones  addressed  Ins  viator,  speaking  Frmch  or  English  just  as  it 
happened  best  to  express  his  thought 

'^  £h  bien,  Desiree;  comment  vont  les  affaires  ?" 

«(  Mais,  pas  mal,  mon  cher.  Ca  commence  un  peu.  Ta  as  re9u  ma 
demiere  lettre?" 

"  Si  fait'' 

<<  Alors,  tu  sals  la  diose  Ik-bas?" 

"L'AjuriEque?" 

**  Sans  doute.     Et  la  perspective  id  ?" 

<«  On  ne  peut  mieux.     Vois  done  comme  je  m'occupe  k  eciire  !*' 

'*  Je  le  vois  bien.     £t  le  resultat" 

*^  Je  dis  comme  toi,  '  9a  commence!'  " 

Madame  Lablonde  having  thus  rapidly  arrived  at  a  general  knowledge 
of  the  state  of  the  case,  looked  round  the  room,  omitting  nothing  in  her 
sweeping  glance,  and  aaid,  vrith  a  smile : 

^'Les  cambrioleurs  feraient  bien  leur  affiiire  ici,  si,  par  hasard,  on  se 
trouvait  dedans!" 

<<  Very  likdy,"  returned  Mr.  Jones,  '^  but  it's  not  so  easy  to  get  in. 
Besides,  dog  never  eats  dog.  By-the-by,  I  hope  you  have  brought  me 
some  money.  Everything  is  very  expensive  here,  and  just  now  I  pay 
for  what  I  get." 

''  That  won't  last  long,  I  hope,"  replied  the  lady.  "^  Well,"  she  con- 
tinued, '^  1  have  not  come  empty-handed;  such  guests  are  not  wdcome 
ones  here,  I  know." 

She  took  out  a  pocket-book  as  die  spoke,  and  drew  iiom  one  of  its 
secret  folds  a  piece  of  that  nice^  crisp,  black-lettered  paper,  which  per* 
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fi)nns  80  many  ipoiiders  liere  below.  Mr.  Jones  lifted  op  one  of  lihe 
oomera,  seemed  satisfied  witk  the  anunint,  ftod  transferred  it  to  his  ^Mr- 
The  fineads — if  thej  were  not  something  more — then  entered  fully  into 
hnsineiML 

Without  fiirfcher  detailing  their  eonTersation,  the  sum  of  it  was  at 
follows: 

Having  the  Great  Exhibition  in  view — or  rather  the  pockets  of  the 
countless  thousands  who  will  flock  to  it — Mr.  Jones,  who  was  an  Eng- 
lishman, or  an  American,  or  a  Frenchman,  or  the  natiye  of  any  other 
country  of  which  he  was  able  to  speak  the  language  and  personate 
the  manners,  was  at  this  moment  engaged  in  an  operation  of  some 
extent,  by  which  he  hoped  to  reap  considerable  advantage.  He  had 
long  been  on  intimate  tenm  with  the  fair  somnaibnKst,  and  was  con- 
nected, moreover,  with  a  good  many  gentlemen,  both  in  Paris  and  else* 
where,  whose  profession  hy  no  means  led  them  to  shot  tiieir  eyes  on  the 
affairs  of  this  world. 

The  ^  Exploitation  Avrifiqiie"  was  a  scheme  iJwt  dovetailed  very  well 
with  his  own  projects,  and  he  had  been  diligently  at  work  for  some  time 
past  in  laying  down  his  plans  in  a  sufficiently  oompreftiensive  manner.  The 
bubble  or  **'  ^laree"  was  fer  the  general  public :  that  was  to  be  ^stiiotly 
commercial.''  The  ''Cfub"  was  intended  to  be  more  select;  ^for  the 
titled  and  the  weaiihy, — the  man  of  pleasure  and  the  man  of  travel.** 
The  ''  TaUe  d'hdte"  and  the  ''  Salons  de  Reunion''  were  «'  fer  the  par- 
poee  of  concentrating  into  one  focus  the  intellectual  ability  of  all  nations.* 
''  Science"  and  ''  Art,''  ""  Usefulness"  and  <<  Amusement,"  were  idl,  ia 
short,  happily  blended  in  tlie  great  undertaking  which  he  meditated,  and 
the  letters  and  prospectuses  which  were  heaped  around  him  bore  witness 
to  his  industry.  Some  fruits  had  already  resulted  firom  his  laboun,  and 
as  they  proceeded — ^it  had  been  agreed  amongst  the  members  of  the 
society  of  which  he  was  at  present  nie  unseen  Init  active  aMit — that  his 
associates  should  gradually  make  thefir  appearance  on  we  stage,  and 
prepare  for  the  grand  coup  which  the  summer  was  to  realise.  Madame 
Lablonde,  a  born  tMiriganiey  whose  natnrai  tendency  to  etcroquerie  had 
been  perfected  by  education  and  experience,  was,  as  we  have  seen,  the 
first  to  join  Mr.  Jones,  and  the  interview  which  now  took  place  was 
extremely  sadsfactory  to  both  parties.  At  its  close  the  gentleman — who 
was  a  bon  vivant  by  indination  and  habit — ^was  urgent  in  presmng  his 
hospitality  on  his  visitor,  but  resisting  the  temptation  of  "  lAj  felbw, 
who  is  a  West  Indian,  makes  pepper-pot  to  perfection,"  Madame  Lablonde 
rose  to  go. 

"  J'ai  nn  petit  serin  par  lit,"  she  said,  pointing  in  the  direction  of  the 
road  where  she  had  left  Herr  Blumentopf  to  meditate  on  her  perfections^ 
totally  unoonseious  that  he  sees  himself  the  object  of  very  close  scrutiny 
on  the  part  of  Policeman  Z  50,  on  whose  beat  be  stood;  ^^j  u  nn  petit 
serin  AUemand,  qui  ecorche  le  Francais  comme  une  anguille  et,  par 
dessus  le  marche,  me  fait  I'amour.  Je  te  verrxi  k  tantdt  Adieo,  Alfred. 
Va,  mauvais  Turc  que  tn  es, — encore ! — laisses-donc  I*' 

AfVhat  the  last  sentence  meant  we  can  only  explain  by  saying  that 
Madame  Lablonde  adjusted  her  bonnet  very  carefully  before  me  left  the 
house,  and  that  Mr.  Jones  walked  up  and  down  the  room,  strcddng  his 
chin,  with  the  ur  of  a  man  who  had  safely  accomplished  a  dimeult 
exploit. 

2£2 
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Madame  Lablonde  was  then  let  out  of  ^  A  1"  as  carefullj  as  she  had 
been  admitted  She  joined  the  Brunswicker  with  a  rapid  step,  put  her 
finger  on  her  lips  as  she  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  policeman,  mored 
briskly  round  the  comer,  and  hailmg  an  empty  Hansom  cab  that  was  pass- 
ing, gave  the  word  to  Regent-street,  and,  together  with  her  German 
swain,  was  whisked  off  before  Z  50  had  fairly  sighted  the  yehide. 

Chapter  VI. 

LONDON  LODGING — THE  SYBIL  AND  THE  VALET — ^AND  THE  BAIT 

SWALLOWED. 

The  glory  of  living  at  an  hotel  is,  like  most  other  glories,  both  transi- 
tory and  expensive.  With  every  disposition  to  enjoy  themselves  while 
they  stayed  in  London,  the  Ooquelicot  family  veiy  soon  discovered,  that  to 
do  BO  entirely  to  their  satisfaction,  they  most  watch  which  way  their 
money  went.  They  began,  therefore,  by  transferring  their  head-quarters 
from  the  H6tel  de  Provence  to  a  lodgmg  hard  by.  The  street  wMch 
Monsieur  Adolphe  selected,  by  the  advice  of  Madame  Lablonde,  who  was 
as  knowing  in  this  as  in  most  other  matters,  was  situated  at  the  back  of 
Leicester-square,  and  veir  near  Newport  Market.  The  locality  had 
once  upon  a  time  been  fashionable,  that  is  to  say,  with  dignitaries  of  the 
law — with  whom  a  little  fickshion  goes  a  great  way — ^but  even  those  mag' 
nateSy  in  their  slow  progress  westward,  had  at  last  deserted  it,  and  houses 
that,  in  their  day,  had  been  occupied  by  chancellors  and  chief  justices, 
now  calmly  let  themselves  out,  at  so  much  per  floor  per  week,  to  the  first 
comer  able  to  pay  for  them.  Having  been  originally  constructed  for 
higher  purposes  than  their  neighbours,  these  tenements  were  more  capa- 
cious and  offered  more  accommodation  than  the  generality  of  Lonaon 
lodging  houses,  and  in  one  of  them  our  travelling  friends  were  established. 

The  Coquelicot  family,  who  had  been  accustomed  to  the  rez^-chaussee 
in  their  own  capital,  selected  the  ground-floor,  as  being,  in  their  opinion, 
'*plus  gai" — the  first  consideration  with  French  people,  even  in  a  prison; 
there  was  not,  to  be  sure,  much  gaiety  in  the  street  itself  but  when 
Punch  or  the  Fantoccini  took  refuge  there,  the  family  could  see  as  well  as 
hear  the  entertaining  vagabonds.  They  were  more  accessible  also  in  the 
parlours  to  the  street  cries,  by  studying  which  Monsieur  Martin  Coque- 
Ucot  hoped  greatly  to  improve  his  English.  Indeed,  so  great  was  his 
proficiency  that,  before  he  had  been  there  a  week,  he  was  able  to  say 
"  Cats* — ^mee-e-aa-t"  in  a  very  effective  manner;  though  what  service 
this  phrase  was  likely  to  render  him  in  his  communications  with  society, 
we  have  not  yet  discovered. 

The  first  floor,  which  had  the  advantage  of  a  back  staircase,  likely 
to  be  useful  in  her  Sybilline  and  other  questionable  pursuits,  was  occupied 
by  Madame  Lablonde.  She  was  too  much  of  an  old  stager  to  care  for 
the  look-out,  her  chief  object  in  choosing  a  lodgping  being  facility  of  access 
and  egress ;  and  she,  accordingly,  preferred  short  streets,  where  people 
could  whip  round  a  comer  in  no  time,  and  go  in  or  out  with  the  least 
likelihood  of  being  observed.  The  same  principle  influenced  her  within 
doors,  and  the  more  exits  and  entrances  there  were  to  an  apartment,  the 
better.  In  this  respect,  also,  the  ex-chancellor's  house  was  very  service- 
able, for  there  were  as  many  doors  to  the  rooms  as  there  are  approaches 
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to  the  Court  of  Chancery  ;  neither  was  the  way  out  very  dissimilar,  at 
least  in  a  moral  point  of  view,  the  visitors  having,  in  most  cases,  tolerahly 
strong  reasons  for  regretting  that  they  ever  went  in. 

Herr  Blumentopf — or  Gustavo,  as  Madame  Lahlonde  delighted'  to  call 
him — was  installed  in  an  apartment  ahove  that  lady,  and  whenever  he 
was  not  absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  her  *'  many-sidedness,"  or 
engrossed  by  the  "  Ghrammatik,"  he  passed  his  time  in  wondering,  with 
his  head  out  of  the  window;  wondering  how  many  Brunswicks  could  so 
into  London,  wondering  whether  Madame  Lablonde  was  as  youn^  as  she 
called  herself,  and  wondering  whether  he  should  get  enough  for  dinner  at 
the  "  Grasthaus"  Table  d'H6te,  in  Leicester-street,  whither  he  always 
repaired  at  feeding  time. 

The  rest  of  the  house  was  filled  with  a  miscellaneous  collection  of 
Poles,  Italians,  and  Spaniards — some  *^  patriots,"  and  some  not — who  were 
stowed  away  in  the  attics  and  back  rooms,  cleaned  their  own  boots  and 
got  up  their  own  linen. 

The  first  person  who  paid  his  respects  to  the  Coquelicot  family  was 
Monsieur  Victor,  the  valet-de-chambre  of  M.  Francois  de  Beauvilliers. 
The  affair  of  the  mouclioir  brode  was  soon  arranged;  so  much  of  it,  at 
least,  as  related  to  its  being  exhibited  in  the  Crystal  Palace.  The 
purple  velvet  cushion  on  which  it  was  displayed,  and  what  Mademoiselle 
Clotilde  prepared  and  ornamented  with  her  own  fair  hands,  was  placed 
under  a  glass  case  and  duly  deposited  in  the  section  devoted  to  French 
productions,  and  the  1st  of  May  was  looked  forward  to  with  no  little 
anxiety :  by  M.  Adolphe  Coquelicot,  for  the  honour  of  his  house,  and 
by  M.  de  Beauvilliers,  for  the  hope  he  entertained  that  he  might,  on  that 
day,  discover  the  Unknown  who  had  enthralled  him. 

But  Monsieur  Victor  had  other  reasons  for  presenting  himself  in  the 
house  where  the  Coquelicots  dwelt ;  and  amongst  them  may  be  men- 
tioned his  desire  to  cultivate,  a  little  more  closely,  his  acquaintance  with 
Madame  Lablonde.  He  had  about  as  much  faith  in  somnambulism  as  iu 
anything  else  that  he  could  neither  touch  nor  taste ;  but  he  was  not  one 
to  afficher  all  his  opinions,  believing  that  it  was  quite  soon  enough  to 
utter  them  when  their  concealment  began  to  affect  his  own  interests.  As 
an  admirer  of  beauty,  he  was  charmed  with  Mademoiselle  Clotilde  in  the 
parlour ;  but  as  a  worshipper  of  mind,  his  footsteps  led  him  quite  as  often 
to  the  upper  floor,  where  '^the  modem  Sybil"  gave  out  her  oracles. 

The  accomplished  Desiree,  who  seldom  hid  her  light  under  a  bushel, 
or  suffered  the  grass  to  grow  under  her  feet,  or — ^to  speak  without 
metaphor — rarely  neglected  an  opportunity  of  doing  something  to  '^  better 
herself,"  accorded  a  ready  welcome  to  all  who  came  to  her  with  proper 
introductions.  In  truth,  she  was  not  at  all  difficult  of  access,  provided 
she  knew  something  beforehand  of  her  visitors*  affairs,  and  felt  satisfied 
that  they  had  money  in  their  pockets.  The  only  people  she  objected  to 
were  those  who  could  not  afford  to  pay,  and  intrusive  persons,  like  the 
police,  who,  she  was  in  the  habit  of  observing,  *'  se  fourraient  le  nes 
chez  les  personnes  d'honneur  comme  qui  dirait  des  repris  de  justice ;"  an 
insult  in  the  highest  degree  annoying  to  honourable  and  sensitive  minds. 
Perfect  liberty  of  acdon  was  her  creed,  both  socially  and  politically ;  and 
not  to  be  hampered  in  her  endeavours  to  promote  the  happiness  of  man- 
kind, she  had,  for  the  present,  made  choice  of  London  as  her  place  of 
residence.     This,  she  assured  Monsieur  Victor,  was  her  principal  motiy^ 
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in  ooming  to  Englmnd,  and  he  replied  bj  a  moet  miimpeadisble  sbn^, 
agnifying  he  was  so  perfect!  j  conrinoed  of  her  smceiity  that  it  was  not 
worth  his  while  to  say  so.  Having  performed  this  little  osrenaDj,  de 
part  et  doMtrty  Madame  labkmde  and  Monsieiir  Victor  £^  capable  of 
altering  en  maiiere» 

To  procure  a  krge  ctiemtdie  was  a  main  object  with  the  Sybil,  less  for 
the  sake  of  the  immediate  pro6t — though  this  went  for  somettung  in  the 
aocoont — ^than  for  the  means  it  afforded  of  enabling  her  to  prosecute 
more  cztsnnTe  designs^  under  the  doak  of  scmmambulism.  She  had 
worn  the  mask  long,  and  worn  it  so  wdl,  that  there  were  momeDts  when 
she  almost  beliered  in  the  reality  of  her  own  deceptions ;  at  all  eyente^ 
her  personification  of  the  truth  appeared  so  genmne  that  very  fow  indeed 
expressed  any  doubt  on  the  snb|ect.  Those  who  did  so  inTaiiaUy  got 
into  all  sorts  of  hot  water  with  the  true  belieren,  for  there  is  nothing 
that  irritates  the  foithful  so  much  as  the  exposure  of  a  nystagogue^ 
whether  the  article  dealt  in  be  Puseyism,  Homoeopathy,  Clairvoyance,  or 
any  other  fashionable  humbug. 

Monsieur  Victor  aimed  at  influence,  and  was  always  on  the  qmi  vive  to 
acquire  it,  as  a  stepping-stone  to  the  wealth  he  coveted.  He  was  not 
particular  about  the  path  he  took,  caring  little  whether  it  were  straight 
or  crooked,  dean  or  dirty,  provided  it  led  in  the  required  direction ;  he 
employed  his  faculties  like  the  proboscis  of  the  elephant,  ntfaer  to  lift  a 
heavy  weight  or  pick  up  a  pin ;  and,  according  as  it  answered  his  pur- 

Ky  could  be  honest  or  the  reverse;  keeping  counsel  faithfully,  or 
nying  it  without  remorse,  as  the  scale  in  which  his  interest  lay  seemed 
Bkdy  to  preponderate.  He  had  heard  enough  of  the  mysterious  powers 
ascribed  to  Madame  LaUonde,  to  feel  satisfied  that  they  might  be  rendered 
serviceable  to  him,  if  he  could  only  briog  her  to  his  way  of  tlunking. 

He  had  previoudy  given  the  Pythoness  an  outline  of  his  mastes^s 
position  in  the  worio,  and  he  now  went  a  little  further,  percdving  that 
to  succeed  with  this  lady  it  was  necessary  he  should  be  more  communi- 
cative. What  he  told  bier  was  not  dtogethcr  new,  for  Madame  LabloDda 
had  greatly  improved  her  acquaintance  with  M.  Adolpbe  Oocqudic«iC^ 
and  already  learnt  something  of  the  histoiy  of  the  numehair  brodi, 
though  she  still  continued  in  ignorance  of  the  name  of  the  real  exhibitor; 
But  when  Mondeur  Victor  added  that  his  master  was  the  individual  in 
question,  and  that  he  was  desperatdy  in  lore  with  an  unknown  English 
lady,  Madame  Lablonde  began  to  be  aware  that  the  subject  bdonged  to 
her  own  legitimate  domain.  The  foots  which  the  case  presented  were 
qmte  sufficient  to  suraort  any  superstructure  she  might  be  inclined  to 
zaise;  the  discovery  of  the  lady  must,  of  neoesdty,  be  for  some  time 
a  matter  of  dianee;  it  was,  indeed,  dtogether  dependent  on  accident; 
dw  had,  therefore,  as  good  a  prospect  of  success  as  any  one  dse,  with  the 
adftiooal  advantage  which  her  intriguing  metier  gave  her. 

*^  I  am,  of  conne,  aware,"  said  Monsieur  Victor,  *^of  the  exalted  le- 
potation  for  extra-lcddity  possessed  by  Madame ;  and  that  to  find  out 
who  tbis  English  lady  is  vrould  be  to  her  a  mere  bagatelle^  utteriy  beneath 
her  conddexation,  if  it  simply  consisted  in  the  restoration  of  the  handker* 
dnef  to  its  owner ;  but  when  Madame  observes  that  the  future  of  two 
MBons  of  condition — for  it  cannot  be  doubted  that  the  unknown  bek>ogB 
^  that  category  —  depends  mxm  the  exercise  of  her  extraordinary 
facnltir^j  and  that  no  common  difficulty — in  foot,  no  difficulty  whatever  ■ 
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viH  be  sufiBied  to  interpose^  without  every  effort  being  made  for  iti 
lemoyal,  flihe  will  thea  oleariy  percenre  tfaat»  to  lend  her  aasistaQoe  towards 
Ae  aeeooifilishment  of  the  wishes  of  M.  de  BeaovillierB,  is  only  to  per- 
fiooEm  a  sacred  dufy  to  the  world — and  to  herBel£'' 

Madame  Lablonde  saw  plainljr  enough  what  shape  the  *^  efforts"  which 
Ae  astute  Talet  mentioBed  were  likely  to  assmne^  biit  she  goesBed  that  he 
had  some  omere-peiwee,  and,  therefore,  confined  hers^  in  the  first 
iastanee^  to  genenlities  in  making  her  reply. 

^'  The  powers  whieh  had  been  confided  to  her,"  she  sud,  '^  were  in  their 
nature  such  as  could  not  be  abused.  Magnetism  was  an  exclusive  and 
absolute  faculty  which  no  human  agency  was  able  to  control.  Still,  it 
was  snsosptible  of  being  directed  to  beneficial  purposes,  provided  always 
the  motives  were  pure.  These,  after  what  Monsieur  Victor  had  stated, 
she  could  not  dream  of  doubting — and,  all  the  circumstances  con- 
sidered, would  be  happy  to  aid  M.  BeauviUiers  to  the  extent  of  her 
ability.  But,"  she  continued,  '^  every  question  had  two  sides ;  one  bright^ 
the  other  dark.  The  spiritualism  of  clairvoyance  was  too  subtle  in  its 
■atne  to  unfold  itself  without  aUoy  to  beings  in  houriy  contact  with  the 
concerns  of  this  nether  world ;  to  render  it  comprehensible  and — as  man- 
kind soi^t  to  profit  l^  it — available,  the  uses  (^  earth  must  be  associated. 
It  was  strange^  hot  no  less  true  than  strange,  that,  as  in  physics,  where 
parts  of  the  most  opposite  nature  are  combined,  so  in  spiritual  matters  the 
•snnce  was  not  altc^ther  made  np  of  spirit  alone.  While  human  nature 
remained  still  in  a  state  of  bondage  this,"  she  feared,  '^mnst  ever  be  the 
ease.  The  time  might  come,  and,  indeed,  she  confidently  expected  its 
arrival,  when  the  interchange  of  mind  vrould  be  substituted  for  the 
ordinary  circulating  medium,  but  till  that  time  came  she  was  compeUed 
to  act  like  the  rest  of  the  world  in  treating  of  the  every-day  afiairs  of 
fi&.  As  long  as  we  are  under  the  necesraty,"  she  condudled,  ^*  of  eating 
and  drinking,  of  wearing  raiment,  and  of  seeking  artificial  warmth  and 
shelter,  so  long  we  must  adopt  the  universal  custom  of  satisfying  the 
bnfeeher  and  baker,  the  milkman,  and  the  mercer.  Materiality  demands 
nateriaUty ;  to  be  homogeneous  is  a  decree  to  which  all  must  submit,  and 
Aoogh  she  sud  it  with  regret,  she  was  no  less  obliged  to  declare  the  fact 
tikat  magnetism,  as  well  as  mutton,  must  be  paid  for  in  hard  cash." 

Monsieur  Victor,  who  had  formed  a  tolerably  accurate  idea  of  the 
Sybil's  meaning,  long  before  she  brought  her  jargon  to  a  close,  saw  that 
the  time  had  now  arrived  fi>r  the  discussion  of  terms. 

'^  M.  de  BeauviUiers,"  he  observed,  ^'  was  rich,  and,  even  where  a  mere 
fottUame  was  concerned,  was  always  disposed  to  pay  handsomely ;  he 
flonld  not  doubt  that  he  would  be  willing  to  do  so  on  this  occasion.  But 
«^4iete  were  other  persons  to  be  considered.  He  would  only  remind 
Madame  that  he — Monsieur  Victor — was  solely  actuated  by  the  desire  to 
aerve  his  master — no  motive  could  be  purer,  as  Madame  herself  would 
admit ;  hot  as  virtue  could  not,  if  it  would,  be  its  own  reward  in  the 
firesent  state  of  society,  and,  as  Madame  had  so  well  explained  that  money 
was  essential  to  evenr  one's  existence,  he  ventured  to  intimate  that  his  wages 
ncte  not  sofl&nent  for  his  wants,  and  that,  wherever  he  introduced  a  good 
pratiqucy  he  expected  a  certain  bonuSy  or  contingent  advantage." 

^  Nothing,"  returned  Madame  Lablonde,  ^  could  be  more  just  in  a 
coaunercial  point  of  view — nothing,  in  a  personal  one,  more  satisfieustory." 
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It  was  only  necessary^  she  thought,  to  raise  the  figure  a  little,  and  the 
Talet  might  he  satisfied,  without  any  diminution  of  ner  own  profits.  Oa 
this  basis  she  proceeded  to  negotiate,  and  it  was  finally  agreed  between 
her  and  Monsieur  Victor  that  the  latter  should  induce  M.  de  Beauvilliers 
to  pay  the  Sybil  a  yisit,  and  that  a  certain  proportion  of  every  payment 
should  reward  the  valet  for  the  purity  of  his  motives.  Of  the  probable 
amount  we  need  only  say  that,  if  Madame  Lablonde  played  her  cards 
well — which  was  not  at  all  unlikely — the  proceeds  to  be  shared  between 
her  and  Monsieur  Victor  would  be  something  considerable. 

The  next  morning,  when  the  valet  was  in  attendance  on  his  master,  he 
broke  ground  in  the  following  manner. 

After  haying  aired  the  Times,  and  presented  it  to  M.  de  Beauvilliers^ 
as  he  sat  at  breakfast,  he  observed : 

^^  I  do  not  know  if  Monsieur  ever  occupies  himself  with  the  advertise- 
ments, but  if  I  might  be  pemutted  to  make  an  observation,  I  should  say 
that  there  is  nothing  in  the  world  more  amusing — I  may  add  more 
instructive,  when  one  has  nothing  else  to  do — than  to  read  the  outer 
pages  of  tlie  English  journals — particularly  of  the  Times,  Everything 
IS  to  be  met  with  there  that  everybody  wishes  for." 

'*  Without  doubt,  Victor,  those  things  are  amusing  to  somebody ;  but  I 
might  fatigue  myself  for  ever  with  these  columns  of  small  print  without 
finding  the  only  object  I  am  in  search  of.  What  is  it  to  me  ?"  continued 
M.  de  Beauvilliers,  glancing  at  the  paper — ''what  is  it  to  me  that 
splendid  new  copper  ships  are  going  to  sail  for  China  and  California; 
that  some  one  has  lost  his  dog  (keep  a  careful  eye,  Victor,  on  Putty—* 
hey,  Putty,  mon  cher  petit  Putty — fais  la  mort,  Putty — bon !  voili  un 
morceau  de  muffin.  Putty — couches  done);  that  some  one  else  will 
preach  a  sermon ;  that  somebody ^s  poll  will  stay  open  all  day ;  or  that 
the  hippopotamus  will  sing  sacred  music  at  Exeter  Hall  this  evening? 
All  this  may  be  very  agreeable  to  the  English  public,  but  when  I  look  at 
these  enormous  sheets  of  paper,  large  enough  to  cover  the  Place  Ven* 
d6me,  I  shudder  at  the  idea  of  doing  what  you  consider  so  very  enter- 
taining. It  is  enough  for  me  to  read  the  news  of  France,  the  programme 
of  M.  Lumley's  opera,  and  now  and  then  an  article  of  politics,  particularly 
when — ^as  is  the  case  just  now — affairs  are  somewhat  embrotnUees,  and 
likely  to  remain  so.  That  gives  me  a  little  pleasure ;  in  other  respects 
the  newspaper  affords  me  none." 

''  But  if  Monsieur  finds  nothing  to  enjoy,  he  might  yet  benefit  by  the 
advertisements  in  anotiier  way.'* 

"  How  do  you  mean,  Victor  ?  By  advertising  for  the  lady  myself? 
What,  expose  my  secret  to  the  eyes  of  every  person  in  Europe  except 
the  only  one,  perhaps,  whom  I  wish  to  know  it !  My  opinion  of  that 
angel  is  too  elevated  to  allow  me  to  imagine  that  she  would  ever  give 
her  thoughts  to  anything  so  vile  as  a  public  newspaper.  To  attempt  a 
mode  of  intercourse  with  innocence  like  hers,  such  as  one  would  adopt 
with  a  mere  Lorette!  No,  Victor,  I  shall  never  have  recourse  to  a 
procedS  si  banal  /*' 

Victor  waited  respectfully  till  his  master  had  done  speaking,  and  then 
replied : 

''  It  was  not  with  that  thought,  Monsieur,  that  I  hazarded  the  remark, 
but  it  struck  me  that,  amidst  this  labyrinth  of  advertisements,  there 
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might  periiaps  be  found  some  to  render  Monsieur  service.     Indeed,  I 

&ncied  that  I  had  noticed  one  myself." 

'<  Indeed  I"  exclaimed  M.  de  BeauvillierSy  "  in  what  way  ?" 
<<  Will  Monsieur  allow  me  to  address  a  question  to  him  ?" 
"  Certainljr." 

^'  I  am  desirous  of  asking  if  Monsieur  has  ever  gpiven  his  mind  to  the 
consideration  of  somnambulism  ?'* 

^<  Only  so  far  as  to  have  thought  it  the  last  dress  worn  by  char- 
latanism.'* 

Victor  shook  his  head,  and  smiled  significantly. 

''There  are  quacks  in  medicine,  Monsieur,  but  no  one  doubts  the 
efficacy  of  certain  drugs,  properly  administered." 

'*  To  produce  their  effect,  Victor,  I  am  afraid  we  must  acknowledge^ 
with  Sganarelle,  que  *'  nous  fiiisons  maintenant  la  m^dne  d'une 
m6thode  toute  nouvelle." 

''  £h  bien,  Monsieur !  Somnambulism  is  a  new  medicine,  and  is 
applied  in  a  new  fonn." 

''  Va  pour  sa  yaleur !     Of  what  use  is  it  to  be  in  my  case  T' 

*'  To  help  Monsieur  to  discover  the  unknown  lady.  If  he  will  con- 
descend to  cast  his  eye  upon  the  middle  of  the  paper— in  the  third 
column,  I  think  it  is— he  will  there  see  the  advertisement  I  allude  to." 

M.  de  Beauvilliers  did  as  he  was  directed.  The  matter  was  there  set 
forth  in  simple  but  attractive  phrase,  for  simplicity  in  an  advertisement 
is  often  more  persuasiye  than  an  elaborate  style,  and,  moreover,  is  less 
expensive.  Madame  Lablonde  confined  hersdtf  to  the  announcement  of 
the  fact  that  she  had  receiyed  the  gold  medal  of  the  French  Institute 
for  her  *'  Decouyertes  Sonmambuliques"  (besides  the  ''  Prix  Montyon" 
for  her  private  virtues),  and  that,  at  the  earnest  solicitations  of  several 
of  the  most  eminent  among  the  English  physicians,  she  had  consented  to 
come  to  London  ''pour  repandre  son  utilite."  She  was,  consequently, 
prepared  to  give  "  des  stances,"  at  which  the  scientific,  the  inquiring, 
and  the  a£9icted  were  invited  to  assist  A  nota  bene  after  the  address—* 
which  yon  were  requested  to  copy — stated  that  the  terms  were  "  arrange 
k  Tamiable,"  and  that  private  interviews  were  granted. 

"  And  so  you  think,  Victor,  that  this  Madame  Lablonde  can  assist  me 
in  finding  my  lost  Pleiad.     Do  you  know  anything  about  her?" 

"  Personally,  nothing,  Monsieur.  But  I  have  heard  her  very  much 
spoken  of  in  Paris ;  and  several  friends  of  mine  have  derived  very  great 
ayavantage  from  consulting  her ;  so,  at  least,  they  assure  me.  Until  I 
saw  the  advertisement  I  was  not  aware  she  had  come  to  London ;  but 
when  it  caught  my  eye,  I  imagined  to  myself  that  it  might  ofier  une 
petite  iUttraction pour  Monsieur** 

"  You  are  very  good,  Victor,  to  think  of  me.  I  must  not  forget  you 
either.     Tiene  :  tioila  un  petit  rien  pour  te  distraire  aussi  I " 

Monsieur  Victor  laid  his  hand  on  his — wiustcoat-pocket,  into  which  the 
bank-note  naturally  glided,  and  made  a  low  bow,  expressive  of  his  master^s 
goodness  and  his  own  unworthiness — of  his  reluctance  to  receive  the 
gift,  and  his  profound  submission  to  his  master's  will.  We  have  already 
seen  that  he  preferred  pantomime  to  the  effusion  of  speech. 

"  If  I  were  to  go  and  see  this  person,"  said  M.  de  Beauvilliers,  musing, 
"  I  wonder  whether  she  could  tell  me  anything !  There  are  sometimes 
yeiy  singular  coincidences." 
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^*I  would  not  presone  to  •fier  my  advice  to  Mofwienr,'*  obsoryed 
Victor,  "  but  were  the  case  mine  I  dinnk  I  fhoidd  be  tempted  to  try  ih» 
experiment.  There  if  no  occasioD  for  her  to  know  who  Moaiienr  is;  a 
visit  might  be  made  moogniio — aotne  erenxng,  for  ioatanoe,  quite  unex- 
pectedly— and  if  nothing  came  of  it,  it  is  only  half  an  hour  lost.** 

^  You  are  rights  Victor ;  what  is  one  half  hour  when  here  I  am  wast- 
ing whole  days,  weeks— que  sais-je !  perhqM>  even  months.  Do  yoo 
know  where  uie  f^aoe  is  ?" 

"  I  can  point  it  out  to  Monsieur  with  very  little  trouble." 

'<  Veiy  good.  Then  you  shall  accompany  me.  As  she  is  aoqnunted 
with  neither  of  us  yoor  presence  may  be  of  service.  We  will  go  this 
evening.  I  should  have  dined  at  Sir  Wood's,  but  I  will  send  an  excuse, 
and  eat  mv  cudet  here  aloiie.    Be  ready  at  eight  o'clock.** 

Victor  Dowed  again  silently,  and  withdrew,  leaving  M.  de  Beanvillien 
to  finish  his  breakfast  and  write  his  apology  to  the  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer.  He  also  had  a  note  to  manufacture  winch  assumed  the  con- 
fidential form  of  a  potdet     It  was  very  brief,  and  ran  thus : 

*^  Le  patron  iia  chez-vous  ce  soir  vers  les  huit  heures.  Je  serai  avec 
ktL  C'est  pour  Taffiure  dn  numchoir.  N'oubliez  pas  ce  que  je  vous  ai 
dit,  et  fiiites  surtoat  comme  si  vous  ne  m'aviez  jamais  vu.  V." 

Having  despatched  this  intimation  by  a  trus^  messenger,  Monsieur 
Victor  returned  with  a  quiet  conscience  to  receive  his  master's  orders  for 
the  rest  of  the  day.  They  involved  a  variety  of  commissioDS,  the  most 
important)  after  delivering  the  note  at ''  Sir  Wood^s,"  being  that  of  giving 
Put^  an  airing  for  a  couple  of  hours  in  ^*  Hyde's  Park." 

Chapter  VET. 
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THE  EXHIBITION. 

Madame  Lahlosbi^  received  her  new  confederate's  note  wiihin  half 
an  hour  of  its  being  written.  She  read  it  with  great  satis£Mstion,  and 
then  sat  down  to  consider  her  plans* 

The  interval  that  had  lapsed  snice  Herr  Bhunentopf  declared  himself 
her  slave,  had  been  turned  by  the  Svbil  to  good  account.  Every  con- 
versation that  took  was  crammed  as  full  as  it  could  hold  with  mystidsni, 
and  in  a  very  short  time  the  lady  had  persuaded  her  lover  of  the  strong 
magnetic  rapport  subsisting  between  tnem.  It  was  not  wonderful,  she 
WBoSy  that  this  should  be  the  <case,  the  affinity  between  their  planets^ 
which  existed  ages  before  they  were  bom,  having  pre-determined  that 
question ;  but  it  was  singularly  fortunate  that  Gustavo  and  herself  should 
have  met  at  the  precise  moment  they  did,  for,  she  added,  *^  we  mirfat 
have  whirled  onward  through  endless  space  without  enoountering  agam ; 
and  the  consequence^— to  me,  at  least — would,  I  feel  assured,  Imve  beeai 
fctal." 

There  was  too  mndi  tenderness  eonve  ved  by  this  intimation  to  admit 
of  a  doubt  on  the  part  of  the  Bmnswidker,  as  to  the  oorreetness  of 
liadame  Lablonde's  lo^e ;  and,  having  surrendered  his  heart,  it  eost  him 
yery  little  to  make  her  a  present  of  his  intellect.  As  usuaUy  happens  In 
^liese  cases,  the  handle  went  after  the  hatchet^  and  his  will  became  entirely 
intMgrrient  to  hers. 
In  private,  therefore,  the  Sybil  initiated  Herr  Knmentopf  into  sevend 
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Tery  interesting  ezpeziments ;  and,  as  the  aplomb  for  pubHc  magnetiflm  is 
aeqnired  without  mueh  difficulty,  where  the  practitioner  has  £uth  or 
impudence  enough,  she  felt  satisned  that  the  credulous  youth  would  serve 
her  purpose  on  the  pesoftt  oceanon.  She  accordingly  lost  no  time  in 
elaiming  his  services  for  that  evening,  which  Heir  JEUumentopf  readily 
promised,  though  the  act  -entailed  the  sacrifice  of  his  dinner,  it  being  a 
matter  of  the  highest  moment,  the  Sybil  said,  that  the  rapport  should  be 
estaUished  while  he  was  &sting.  It  is  just  possible  that  Madame 
Lablonde's  motive  in  la3ring  down  this  eondtition  arose  from  the  fear  she 
entertained  lest  the  "  London  stout,"  to  which  the  Brunswicker  had  taken 
a  gi^eat  fancy,  should  prove  too  potent  for  his  Grerman  brain,  and  unfit 
him  for  liie  scene  she  meditated.  Instead,  then,  of  dreaming  of  the 
Gasthaus,  Herr  Blnmentopf  resumed  his  studies,  and  made  himself  master 
of  several  '^  imaginary  conversatioos"  with  policemen  and  cabdriyers,  the 
basis  of  which  being  excessiTC  politeness,  the  ctialogue  was  likely  to  be  of 
immense  use  to  him  in  his  casual  intercourse  with  those  characters.  A 
^lecimen  of  this  vocabulary  may  serve  to  put  its  utility  in  a  clearer  light. 
It  is  an  extract  from  the  "  Au&tellungs-Untarhaltungs-Ginunmatik,"  to 
which  we  have  occasionally  referred.  The  foreigner  is  supposed  to  be 
mooning  about  to  find  his  way,  and  accosts  one  of  '^  the  force." 
^'  Foreigner,  Halloa !  are  you  a  placeman  ? 
Policeman^  I  am,  sir. 
Foreigner,  Is  this  Fleet-street  ? 
Policeman.  This  is  Fleet-street. 

Foreigner,  Where  is  the  p<ith  leading  to  the  Exhibition  ? 
Policeman,  That  is  the  pathway  leading  towards  the  Exhibition. 
Foreigner.  Grood  bye,  sir  (and  is  about  to  proceed  on  his  way.) 
PoUoiman,  Halloa  I  sir! 
Foreigner.  What  is  it  ? 

Policeman.  Would  you  not  like  to  go  in  a  coach.  There  is  a  coach.; 
its  fare  is  only  three  pence. 

Foreigner,  Thank  you,  sir  (steps  into  the  coach.)  Once  more^  sir,  fiaa- 
weU.     My  compliments  to  your  wife  and  family. 

Policeman,  Farewell,  sir ;  I  trust  we  may  meet  qgain. 
Here  the  foreigner  takes  ofP  his  hat  to  the  policeman,  who  courteously 
returns  his  salute,  and  the  ' coach'  is  driven  rapidly  away." 

It  was  with  a  mystification,  somewhat  more  intense  than  the  pre- 
ceding, that  Madame  Lablonde  in  her  turn  occupied  herself.  After  a 
little  reflection,  she  came  to  the  conclusion  that  ^'The  Magic  Mirror" 
was  about  the  safest  and  most  imponng  dodge  for  the  evening's  enter- 
tainment, as  the  management  of  it  remained  entirely  in  her  own  hands. 
We  have  all  heard,  more  or  less,  of  this  instrument — firom  the  speculum 
of  Dr.  Dee  to  the  crystal  of  2^dkiel ;  and  in  case  there  should  be  any 
difficulty  in  procuring  one,  certain  professors  of  magnetism  have  recently 
written  receipts  for  its  manufacture.  Madame  Lablonde  never  travelled 
without  one  of  these  mirrors ;  and  as  she  had  made  it  herself,  she  was 
perfectly  satisfied  that  it  possessed  all  the  occult  virtues  required.  There 
was  nothing  remarkable  in.  its  appearance,  except  the  mounting,  which 
was  of  ebony,  studded  with  golden  stars;  so  little^  indeed,  was  it  out  of 
the  common  run  of  mirrors,  that  a  matter-of-Bact  man  might  have  shaved 
himself  before  it.     Our  sybilline  fiiend  used  it  for  shaving  others. 

The  rooms  in  which  Madame  Lablonde  lived  were  large  and  lof^, 
andy  by  employing  only  a  very  dim  light,  could  be  made  to  appear  ex- 
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tremely  gloomy, — an  effect  which  she  was  ahle  to  increase  hy  a  little 
artistical  arrangement.  A  high  screen,  which  she  had  already  found 
useful  on  more  than  one  occasion,  was  hung  with  black  doth,  and 
stretched  partly  across  the  room  in  which  she  intended  to  receive  her 
Tisitors.  The  shutters  were  then  put  to,  and  the  dark,  heavy  window 
curtains  closely  drawn ;  the  mirror  was  attached  by  a  ring  to  one  of 
the  folds  of  the  screen,  in  such  a  manner  as  directly  to  face  a  laige 
fauteuU^  also  draped  with  black,  in  which  the  somnambulist  was  to  sit, 
but  its  sur&ce  could  only  be  seen  obliquely  by  the  other  persons  in  the 
room  ;  the  finishing  touch  was  given  by  the  introduction  of  a  braaer  of 
burning  charcoal,  an  escape  for  the  vapour  being  managed,  lest  asphysda 
should  supersede  clairvoyance.  That  the  proper  obscurity  nught  prevail 
in  the  apartment,  Madame  Lablonde  lit  the  patent  lamp  which  usually 
stood  domg  nothing  on  a  chiffonier  in  the  dravnng-room ;  it  was  the 
pride  of  the  landlady  of  the  house,  and  much  too  patent  to  accomplish 
any  other  purpose  than  that  of  making  darkness  visible. 

By  the  time  her  arrangements  were  completed,  the  hour  had  drawn 
near  when  M.  de  fieauvilUers  might  be  expected.  A  summons  to  Herr 
Blumentopf  brought  down  the  Brunswicker  in  a  sufficiently  ghostly  state 
of  mind  to  act  the  part  of  magnetiser  and  exorcist ;  though  it  must  be 
confessed  that  he  sighed  in  descending  the  staircase,  and  murmured, 
'<  Kalbsbraten,  mein  Gott !"  as  the  stealing  odour  of  a  veal  cutlet,  which 
was  being  dressed  for  the  Coquelicots*  supper,  saluted  his  nostrils.  He 
was,  however,  in  a  degree  reconciled  to  his  loss  on  entering  the  sanctum 
of  the  Sybil,  by  the  warmth  of  the  reception  which  she  gave  him.  She 
had  put  on  an  air  of  such  genuine  enthusiasm,  and  her  Singuage  was  so 
high-flown,  that,  had  he  been  much  less  of  a  PhUister  than  he  really  was, 
her  art  would  have  completely  deceived  him.  Excited  by  her  conversa- 
tion, the  Brunswicker  soon  arrived  at  the  Sybil's  apparent  state  of  ex- 
altation, and  was  ready  for  any  ministration  she  might  suggest;  and  he 
received  her  instructions  so  readily,  that  when  the  loud  knock  at  the 
6treet-door  was  heard,  which  announced  the  arrival  of  the  visitors,  Herr 
Blumentopf  was  as  fully  prepared  for  the  approaching  scene  as  Madame 
Lablonde  herself. 

To  preserve  the  incognito  suggested  by  Monsieur  Victor,  the  strangers 
came  muffled  up  in  cloaks,  which  they  requested  peimission  to  retain 
during  the  seance,  and  Madame  Lablonde,  who  had  her  cue,  added  her 
desire  that  they  would  continue  to  wear  their  hats,  her  object  being  to 
avoid  the  possibility  of  Herr  Blumentopf  recognising  the  valet  of  M.  de 
Beauvilliers.  There  was,  however,  little  likelihood  of  his  doing  so,  as  he 
had  been  by  far  too  much  done  up  on  board  the  packet  to  recollect  the  huce  of 
his  nearest  firiend,  and  for  the  rest,  he  had  only  casually  seen  him  in  the 
crowd  at  the  railway  station.  Still  they  might  meet  again  under  other 
circumstauces,  and  the  precaution  was  as  welL  Herr  Blumentopf,  who 
represented  a  nation  one  of  whose  peculiarities  is,  never  to  apply  a  hat, 
as  Hamlet  suggests,  *^  to  its  right  use,"  was  somewhat  scandalised  at  the 
strangers'  readiness  to  avail  themselves  of  Madame  Lablonde's  permisaon, 
but  did  not  venture  to  offer  any  comment,  and  the  business  which  had 
brought  them  all  together  began. 

Aware  that  she  had  to  do  %vith  one  accustomed  to  the  best  society,  the 
Sybil  discarded  the  exaggerated  style  which  she  employed  with  persons 
more  likely  to  be  impressed  by  it,  and  addressed  M.  de  Beauvilliers  in  a 
tone  of  plainness  and  simplicity,  as  if  the  discovery  of  pure  and  unadul- 
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tented  trath  was  the  sole  object  of  her  desires.  She  also  knew  well  the 
yalue  of  contrast,  and  chose  to  establish,  in  the  outset,  a  maiked  difference 
between  her  wakin/s^  and  her  magnetic  state. 

^<  I  cannot  promise,"  she  said,  <^  to  tell  you  anything  you  may  desire 
to  know.  The  result  of  my  trance  may  be  something  totally  different 
from  what  you  expect.  Magnetism  is  a  property  of  the  soul ;  the  body 
is  the  machine  through  which  it  filters;  the  soul  is  the  prime  mover. 
When  the  mind  is  entirely  disengaged  from  the  body  and  no  longer  sub- 
ject to  its  impulses,  as  in  the  magnetic  sleep,  the  perceptions  are  regu- 
lated by  a  force  over  which  the  sleeper  has  no  control.  I  may  happen  to 
speak  of  childish  or  impossible  things — ^impossible,  that  is,  according  to 
our  earthly  notions — but  on  this  you  may  rely,  that  whatever  I  say  will 
be  the  £uthfiil  image  of  what  I  behold  in  the  magic  mirror  which  you  see 
hanging  there." 

M.  Sb  Beauvilliers  replied  to  this  exordium,  with  the  true  politeness  of 
his  country,  that  nothing  could  possibly  cause  him  so  much  pain  as  the 
momentary  adoption  of  the  idea  that  he  did  not  place  the  utmost  reliance 
on  the  integrity  of  the  fair  Somnambulist ;  a  declaration  which  caused 
the  eyes  of  Herr  Blumentopf  to  sparkle  like  those  of  a  hyena  in  the  dark, 
with  mingled  feelings  of  indignation  and  pleasure ;  of  indignation  at  the 
bare  idea  that  any  one  could  suspect  the  Sybil's  purity  of  mind,  and  of 
pleasure  at  the  handsome  acknowledgment  of  that  purity. 

Madame  Lablonde  then  seated  herself  in  her  fatUeuil;  M.  de  Beau- 
viUiers  took  a  chair  at  a  little  distance,  where,  by  such  light  as  there  was, 
he  could  mani^  to  see  her  &ce ;  M.  Victor  remained  standing  behind 
him ;  and  the  Bruns  wicker  took  up  the  required  position  for  magnetising 
the  lady.  The  first  few  passes  produced  no  change ;  the  Sybil  sat  erect 
in  her  chair,  her  eyes  open  and  her  countenance  perfectly  cahn.  After 
an  interval  of  some  minutes,  during  which  the  Brunswicker  had  been 
sedulously  engaged  in  the  laborious  operation  of  clawing  the  air  and 
shaking  the  invisible  fluid  from  off  the  tips  of  his  fingers,  the  muscles  of 
Madame  Lablonde's  face  began  to  twitcn,  and  her  features  wore  an  ex- 
pression of  uneasiness  and  pain ;  her  eyelids  gradually  drooped,  were 
raised  again  as  if  with  difficulty, — ^there  seemed  no  speculation  left  in  the 
orbs  themselves — and  then  they  finally  closed ;  her  head  sank  gently  on 
her  shoulder,  every  trace  of  disturbance  passed  from  her  countenance,  and 
her  body  fell  back  in  the  chair,  her  patted  lips  and  a  slight  heaving  of 
her  bosom  affording  a  strong  presumption  that  she  was  iast  asleep. 

A  short  period  elapsed,  during  which  there  was  perfect  silence  in  the 
chamber.  M.  de  Beauvilliers  then  asked  the  Brunswicker,  in  a  whisper, 
if  the  magnetic  slumber  had  commenced;  the  other  gravely  assured  nim 
of  the  fact,  and  requested  his  closest  attention,  as  the  Somnambulist  would 
presently  speaL  According  to  previous  instructions,  Herr  Blumentopf 
opened  a  small  box,  which  was  on  a  table  at  hand,  and  took  from  it  a  few 
pinches  of  dust,  which  he  strewed  upon  the  brasier ;  the  burning  char- 
coal crackled,  and  a  pleasant  perfume  filled  the  apartment.  Having  per-- 
formed  this  ceremony  he  addressed  the  sleeping  Sybil : 

«  What  is  that  before  you?" 

'*  A  mirror." 

^'  Do  you  see  anything  in  it?" 

'^  Nothing;  there  is  a  cloud  upon  its  surface." 

After  a  pause  she  spoke  again: 

*<  The  doud  is  clearing  away,  like  mist  from  the  fince  of  a  stream.    I 
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see  a  nnmber  of  trees,  and  fignm,  and  lofty  Imildia^  I  now  behokl  a 
large  open  space,  in  the  centre  of  which  is  an  obdisk  of  red  marble,  in- 
scribed with  hiero^lyphical  characters.  Numerous  fotuitaiiis  are  playii^ 
KNind  the  obelisk;  the  spray  is  driven  by  the  wind,  and  giitteis  with  all 
die  colours  of  the  rainbow.  There  are  manj  high  columns  of  bronze^ 
Bormomited  by  golden  balk.  In  the  distance  are  g^antic  statues,  wear- 
ing crovv-ns  of  peculiar  shape;  some  of  them  bear  swords,  and  have  a 
menacing  aspect;  others,  of  milder  expression,  carry  implements  of  peace. 
The  mist  is  quite  goae;  I  recognise  tibe  place  now.  It  is  the  Place  de  la 
Concorde  in  Paiis.  The  lasidscape  appears  to  move  towards  the  east» 
and  before  me  are  the  Champs  Elys^es.  The  dayhght  has  disappeared, 
and  countless  lights  are  shining  amidst  flowers  and  waring  plants  in  a 
palace,  at  the  further  extremi^  of  a  beaatif ul  garden.  I  hear  the  sound 
of  music ;  it  comes  from  the  palace,  which  is  now  filled  widi  people : 
some  are  dancing,  others  standing  still,  others  walking  about.  I  do  not 
remember  to  have  seen  this  place  before  ;  but  there  are  many  &oes  with 
wiiich  I  am  Cuniiiar,  though  where  I  hare  seen  them  I  cannot  reetdlect. 
The  ladies'  dresses  are  exquisite ;  diey  must  have  been  made  by  the  best 
milliners.  A  charming  countenance  is  distinctly  -risible  to  me  in  tibe 
shifting  crowd.  It  is  that  of  a  tall,  graoefol  girl,  with  a  profosion  of 
fiur  hair,  flowing  in  ringlets  on  her  irory  shonlders ;  she  smiles,  and 
turns  her  face  towards  me.  Her  ejes  are  of  a  rich,  elear  blue,  like 
sapphire,  and  on  her  cheek  is  the  Uoom  of  the  rose.  She  is  speaking  in 
a  language  I  do  not  understand.  Ah,  yes,  I  recognise  it :  it  is  £i^ 
Ush.  Many  eyes  are  fixed  on  her.  Oppodte  to  where  she  stands  I  ob- 
serve a  tall  young  man  of  elegant  toumure^  who  is  watching  her  atten* 
tirely.  Now  he  looks  round  him  anxiously ;  he  turns  again,  I  follow  his 
glance;  the  fair  girl  is  gome.  The  doud  is  again  stealing  oyer  the 
mirror,  as  if  some  one  had  breathed  on  it ;  the  music  ceases,  the  lights 
are  gone,  and  all  is  blank.'' 

M.  de  BeauvilHers  could  not  refrain  from  a  slight  moTement  as  the 
Sybil  drew  this  picture,  whieh  seemed  to  him  so  accurately  to  resemble 
me  scene  at  the  Elysee  Bourbon,  when  he  first  saw  the  *^  Ange  de  can* 
deur,"  of  whom  he  was  now  so  eagerly  in  search.  To  say  the  least  of 
it,  he  thought  it  was  odd  the  Somnambulist  should  haye  hit  upon  the 
yery  thing  that  most  interested  him.  The  Sybil  spoke  again,  and  he 
listened  now  more  attentively  than  before. 

<'  The  mist,"  she  said,  "  is  again  dispelled,  and  the  sun  shines ;  but 
the  sky  is  not  of  so  deep  a  blue  as  before,  nor  is  the  atmosphere  so  clear. 
Thousands  of  people  are  running  to  and  fro ;  some  are  climbing  up  trees, 
others  are  standing  on  stools  and  beaches;  the  lamp-posts  even  bear 
many.  The  crowd  gets  denser ;  a  number  of  men  dressed  in  blue,  with 
short  staves  in  their  hands,  press  the  people  bade.  I  hear  the  noise  of 
artillery  and  a  distant  shouting.  As  it  comes  nearer  my  ear  distin- 
guishes the  English  *■  koure'  Eveir  man  now  takes  off  his  hat,  though 
in  the  open  air.  Some  cavalry  soldiers  ride  past  on  black  horses ;  their 
swords  are  drawn;  they  wear  cuirasses  of  steel  and  blood-red  streamers  in 
their  burnished  helmets.  A  body  of  men  in  antique  dresses  of  scarlet 
and  gold  approach,  carrying  long  pertuisanes  in  tneir  hands ;  they  are 
followed  by  eight  cream-coloured  horses  in  rich  trappings,  attached  to  a 
singular-looking  carriage  covered  with  gilding,  and  driven  by  a  man  in 
scarlet,  who  wears  a  flaxen  wig,  and  has  an  enormous  bouquet  in  his 
bosom.     He  is  so  round  and  fot  that  he  most  presently  roll  fiK>m  his  seat 
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to  the  ground.  Wi^on  the  carriage  are  four  persons ;  tvo  of  them  are 
ladies ;  hoth  are  beauti&l,  and  very  goigeously  attired.  The  yonngest^ 
who  seems  the  principal,  wears  across  her  left  shoulder  a  porple  ribbon, 
with  decorations  that  sparkle  with  diamonds ;  she  leans  forward,  and 
smiles  on  the  people  who  r^iew  their  shouts,  and  czy  '  G<xi  save  the 
Queen  1"  In  the  midst  of  the  smoke  and  dost  the  cortege  disappean, 
and  the  scene  changes  altogether.  I  see  a  lofty  Grothie  hall,  with  stained 
glass  windows,  and  carved  oeken  galleries,  and  pictures  painted  on  the 
walls  in  bright  cobun.  The  hall  is  filled  with  people ;  above  and  be- 
low are  ladies  in  rich  diesses  and  waving  pinnies ;  g^ve  and  venerable 
men,  in  scarlet  andennine  robes,  aro  moving  backwards  and  forwards ; 
there  is  a  stir  in  the  assembly,  and  the  same  Lady  enters  whom  I  just 
now  saw  in  the  antique  carriage.  She  is  decked  in  heavy  robes  of  pur- 
ple and  ermine,  and  shines  with  precious  stones ;  on  her  head  is  a  golden 
crown,  blazing  with  jewels.  A  clear  voice  rings  ihiough  the  air  1&  the 
sound  of  a  silver  bdfl,  and  every  fu^e  is  turned  towuds  the  Lady  who 
wears  the  erown.  AH,  exc^  one — that  of  a  man,  young  and  hand* 
flome — the  same  I  saw  at  the  Paris  ball ;         " 

M.  de  Beanvilliers  started  with  surmise,  and  was  abont  to  speak,  but 
the  &unswieker  raised  his  hand. 

''  He  is  lookii^  towards  a  gallery  opponte,  in  which  direction  I  also 
lode,  and  see^  as  he  does,  the  beantuul  girl  with  the  flowing  ringlets  and 
aaure  eyes." 

"  Mais,  mon  Diea !"  exclaimed  De  Beanvilliers,  no  longer  able  to  sup- 
press his  astonishment ;  ^^  tout  ceci  est  incroyable !" 

'^The  trance  is  not  ended,"  interposed  the  magnetiser.  ^Do  not 
speak ;  you  disturb  the  vision." 

The  Sybil  remained  silent. 

'*  Do  you  see  nothing  more?"  asked  J^umenthaL 

It  was  some  minutes  before  the  Sybil  answered,  and  then,  at  first,  in 
broken  saliences  only : 

<(  My  mind  is  confused ;  my  sight  is  troubled.  Yes,  I  see  a  crowd  of 
people  again,  and  carriages,  and  hones.  Something  wMte  is  floating  past 
me,  like  lace,  or  thin  gauze.  A  figure  stoops  to  raise  it.  The  form  is 
mdistinct  now.  He  conceals  it  in  his  breast.  There  is  a  tumult  of 
YOices,  and  great  confusion.  It  is  no  l<»ger  the  street,  but  a  vride  open 
space,  where  high  trees  are  growing,  on  the  banks  of  a  broad  river.  The 
meadows  are  green,  and  the  trees  have  put  forth  their  leaves.  Before  me 
is  an  immense  building,  nuide  entirely  c^  glass.  Thousands  are  flocking 
towards  it,  and  on  the  outside  of  the  crowd  are  figures  in  gay  dresses^ 
covered  with  ribbons  and  tinsel.  Their  faces  are  blackened,  and  they 
dance  round  a  green  bush,  clattering  strange  instiuments,  and  asking  for 
money.  I  see  the  interior  of  this  crystal  edifice.  My  eyes  are  bewildered 
with  the  multitude  of  beautiful  objects  that  appear  on  every  side.  They 
settle  at  last  on  a  small  glass  case,  beneath  which  I  see  a  handkerchief, 
exquisitely  embroidered.  Many  regard  it  with  attention ;  amongst  them 
is  the  fair  giri  with  the  flowing  hair.  She  clasps  her  hands,  and  on  her 
face  is  an  expression  of  great  wonder.  She  points  towards  Ihe  handker- 
chief, and  speaks  in  an  earnest  manner  to  a  gentleman  who  stands  by  her 
side.  I  hear  him  reply.  He  addresses  her  in  an  intimate  tone.  He 
calls  her  by  her  name—" 

'*  Quel  est  son  nom?  quel  est  8<m  nom?  Vlte!  dites-moiP  exdaimed 
M.  de  BeauviUiers,  rushing  towards  the  Sybil. 
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She  raised  her  head,  and,  opening  her  eyes,  g^zed  with  a  dull,  un- 
conscious stare  on  the  eager  countenance  of  the  querist. 

"  You  have  broken  the  magnetic  trance,  Monsieur,"  said  the  Bruns* 
wicker,  in  a  reproachful  tone. 

It  was  even  so ;  or,  at  the  least,  there  was  every  appearance  of  it ;  for 
Madame  Lablonde,  passing  her  hand  across  her  forehead,  as  if  to  collect 
her  scattered  ideas,  rose  to  her  feet. 

"  Mais  quel  nom,  Madame  T'  reiterated  M.  de  Beauvilliers. 

''  Je  ne  comprends  pas,  Monsieur,"  answered  the  Sybil,  in  the  most 
innocent  manner.    ^*  Je  ne  sais  ce  que  Monsieur  veut  dire." 

<*  Ah,  mon  Dieu,"  cried  the  impetuous  young  man,  in  an  angry  tone, 
*^  vous  ayez  bien  su  tout  k  I'heure ;"  then,  recollecting  himself,  he  said, 
"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Madame,  for  my  hastiness.  I  was  so  deeply  in- 
terested in  what  you  were  saying  in  your  magnetic  sleep." 

"  Ah !  I  made  revelations,  then.  Incomplete  ones,  peihaps.  It  is  a 
pity ;  but  I  cannot  recal  them  in  my  waking  moments.  Neither  am  I 
able  to  restore  the  magnetic  current  which  placed  me  en  rapport  with 
this  gentleman,  at  least  for  some  days  to  come.  It  has  been  violently 
disturbed, — from  some  cause  with  which  I  am  not  acquainted." 

M.  de  BeauviUiers,  upon  whom  the  scene  had  made  a  strong  impres- 
sion, which  he  had  not  then  the  necessaiy  sangfroid  to  anaJyse,  was 
profuse  in  his  apologies  to  Madame  Lablonde,  and  urgent  in  inquiring 
when  he  could  witness  another  seance.  It  was  finally  arranged  that  the 
Sybil  should  give  him  the  earliest  intimation  of  the  day  on  which  she 
thought  it  would  be  in  her  power  to  resume  her  revelations,  and  M.  de 
Beauvilliers  took  his  leave ;  not,  however,  without  leaving  behind  him  a 
substantial  token  of  the  value  he  set  upon  the  wonderful  science  to  which  he 
had  now  become  a  convert.  Dark  as  the  room  was,  both  Madame 
Lablonde  and  Monsieur  Victor  coidd  read  the  meaning  of  each  other's 
glances  as  the  latter  conducted  his  master  to  the  other. 

When  they  were  gone,  the  Sybil,  pleading  a  headache,  dismissed  the 
Brunswicker,  who  was  as  much  the  dupe  of  all  that  had  taken  place  as 
the  lively  young  Frenchman.  He  obeyed  her  commands,  went  out  forth- 
with, and  ate  a  heavy  supper  of  roast  pork ;  the  consequence  of  which 
was  that  he  dreamt  he  was  a  wild  boar, — ^that  the  Sybil  put  a  gold  crown 
on  his  head,  tied  an  embroidered  handkerchief  over  his  eyes,  put  him  in 
a  glass-case,  and  sent  him  for  exhibition  to  the  Crystal  Palace. 

On  his  departure,  Madame  Lablonde  put  out  the  patent-lamp,  rang  for 
tea,  lit  a  pair  of  bougies,  sat  down  at  her  desk,  and  wrote  the  following 
note: 

*<  Mon  cheb  Pacha, 
"  £nfonc6  Numero  Un !  Voila  Jvingt  sequins  de  gagn6,  au  premier 
coup.  Je  serai  aupres  de  toi  demain,  vers  les  trois  heures,  quand  je  te 
dirai  tout.  En  attendant,  saehe  qui  les  charrieurs  sont  en  route.  Le 
marquis  est  arrive  aujourd'hui.  On  va  ouvrir  le  *Club'  sous  peu  de 
jours :  la  maison  est  louee — a  la  trimbaUc,     Adieu.     Toujours  a  toi. 

"  DESIRiE. 

"  Charles  Jones,  Esq. 
No.  1.  A.,  Hemlock-road,  St.  John's  Wood." 


How  the  Club  was  opened,  who  were  the  members,  and  what  every- 
body did  when  they  got  in,  are  secrets  which  we  reserve  till  next  month. 
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Mr.  Dennistoun  has  re-opened  a  field  of  literature  which  had  too 
long  heen  neglected;  and  his  work  is  so  acceptable  to  us,  on  this  account, 
that  we  would  not  willingly  estimate  its  merits  by  the  rank  it  is  likely  to 
take  as  a  successful  piece  of  authorship.  The  learmng  and  research,  the 
taste  and  information,  which  were  necessary  to  the  mere  collection  of  the 
materials  for  these  volumes  would  be  entitled  to  our  respect,  even  had  the 
author  feuled  altogether  in  his  present  ambitious  attempt.  There  are  few 
countries  in  which  the  bioeraphical  history  of  medieval  Italy  has  been 
more  diligently  cultivated  than  in  England ;  yet  Roscoe^s  "  Lorenzo  de' 
Medici"  nas  nad  no  worthy  successor; — even  his  own  '^  Leo  X."  was 
a  £&lling  off;  the  ''Poggio  Bracciolini"  of  Shepherd  was  inferior  to 
''  Leo  X.;"  and,  much  as  we  value  his  work,  we  are  afraid  that  Mr.  Den- 
mstoun  must  be  added  to  the  number  of  those  who  have  fiuled  to  reach 
the  hieh  perfection  of  the  '<  Lorenzo." 

In  Uie  choice  of  a  subject  he  has  been  fortunate.  The  traveller  will 
recollect  the  locality  of  Urbino  as  lying  in  the  mountainous,  district  on 
his  left,  when  passing  from  Cagli  to  Fano,  or  along  the  more  beaten 
route  from  Ancona  to  Pesaro;  and,  with  the  aid  of  engraved  illustrations 
of  some  of  its  rocky  forti^esses,  the  author  of  these  memoirs  brings  the 
scene  of  their  events  very  clearly  before  his  readers.  Under  the  Romans  it 
formed  part  of  Umbria,  and  upon  the  fall  of  the  Western  Empire  it  be- 
came one  of  the  territories  parcelled  out  amongst  military  adventurers, 
which  subsequently  were  either  independent  sovereignties  or  fie£i  of  the 
Church,  and  are  now  portions  of  tne  Papal  territory  under  the  title  of 
Legations.  Of  all  the  places  which  passed  through  these  vicissitudes, 
Urbino,  during  the  most  interesting  period  to  which  the  memoirs  refer, 
was  the  most  fortunate  in  the  character  of  its  rulers.  This  would 
alone  give  the  subject  an  interest;  but  the  abundance  of  his  materials  has 
induced  Mr.  Dennistoun  to  dwell  too  long,  and  somewhat  heavily, 
upon  the  earlier  portions  of  their  history.  The  first  Duke  was  Oddan- 
tonio,  a  prince  of  dissolute  habits,  who  was  assassinated  during  an 
outbreak  of  popular  vengeance,  on  the  22nd  of  July,  1444,  and  was 
succeeded  by  Count  Federigo,  whose  exact  relatiouship  to  his  predecessor 
was  not,  till  the  appearance  of  the  present  work,  very  clearly  made  out. 
With  him  the  importance  of  Urbino  commenced.  In  an  age  when  suc- 
cessful treachery  was  considered  an  accomplishment,  he  was  remarkable 
for  loyalty  and  TOod  faith.  On  his  accession  he  made  a  compact  with 
his  people,  whicn  (unlike  some  constitutions  of  our  own  day)  was  never 
violated ;  and  he  watched  over  their  interests  with  the  affectionate  con- 
sideration of  a  father.  As  one  of  the  bravest  and  most  skilful  of  the 
military  leaders,  or  condottier%  of  his  time,  he  fills  many  important 
pages  in  the  history  of  Italy  for  nearly  half  a  century;  but  we  are  re- 
minded at  every  step  that  had  Mr.  Dennistoun  been  content  to  use  his 
materials  more  sparingly,  his  narrative  would  have  been  much  more  in- 
teresting.    He  is  like  a  man  who  has  more  capital  than  he  knows  how  to 

*  Memoirs  of  the  Dukes  of  Urbino,  illustrating  the  Arms,  Arts,  and  Literature 
of  Italy  from  1440  to  1630.  By  James  Dennistoun,  of  Denniatoon.  In  3  vols, 
square  crown  octavo.    LoDgman  and  Co. 
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invest.  We  are  conducted  as  carefully  through  the  fnendships  and 
enmities  of  Federigo  with  his  neighbours,  the  lords  of  Rimini,  of  Pesaro, 
and  Camerino;  through  petty  intrigues  and  umntelligihle  battles;  as 
through  his  connexion  with  every  great  event  that  occurred  during  his 
reign^  in  every  part  of  Italy,  from  Lombardy  down  to  Calabria.  Afier 
being  excommunicated  by  Eugene  IV.  for  his  adherence  to  the  Sforzas, 
and  serving  subsequently  under  the  banners  of  Florence  and  of  Naples, 
be  was  made  captain-general  and  gonfaloniere  (ot  standard-bearer)  of  the 
Churclk  The  ducal  dignity^  wlucn  had  lapsed  with  his  predecessor,  was 
restored  to  him  by  Sixtus  IV.;  he  received  the  Golden  Rose,  ^^  the  IVipal 
gift  to  sovereigns  whom  the  Church  delighted  to  honour;''  his  danghter 
Giovanna  was  married  to  a  nephew  of  the  pontiff;  and,  though  some- 
times placed  in  a  false  position  by  other  engagements  and  alliance^ 
Duke  Federigo  had  the  skill  and  foresight  to  perceive  that  his  interests 
were  bound  up  with  the  friendship  and  protection  of  the  Holy  See. 

The  period  at  which  we  are  thus  rapidly  glandng  includes  the  wars  of 
the  Angevine  claimants  to  the  crown  of  Naples,  the  government  oi 
Lorenzo  de*  Medici  at  Florence,  and  the  assassination  of  the  Duke  of 
Milan.  The  latter,  in  all  its  consequences,  had  perhaps  more  effect  upon 
the  state  of  civilised  Europe  than  any  event  of  the  times.  The  usurper, 
on  whom  the  government  of  the  duchy  had  devolved,  encouraged  the 
invasion  of  Italy  by  Charles  YIII.  of  France ;  and  Verri  (the  historian  of 
Milan)  even  traces  the  first  establishment  of  the  Austrian  power  in  Lom- 
bardy to  the  same  cause.  It  is  strange,  then,  that  the  &te  of  its  original 
promoter  should  never,  as  far  as  we  are  aware,  have  been  mentioned  bj 
any  English  writer.  Even  the  able  narratives  of  Macchiavelli  and  Sis- 
mondi  are,  in  this  respect,  imperfect,  and  Verri  avows  his  ignorance  upon 
the  subject.  The  conspirators  had  been  regulariy  educated  to  tyranni' 
dde  by  a  teacher  of  rhetoric,  named  Nicold,  or  Cola,  Montano ;  and  he 
had  become  so  unpopular,  hy  inducing  his  pupils  to  make  themselves 
familiar  with  danger,  by  entering,  as  privates,  in  the  troops  of  the  Con- 
dottiere  CoUeone,  that  his  school  was  deserted ;  and,  his  attempts  to  re- 
establish himself  being  useless,  he  quitted  Milan.  After  short  intervals 
again  passed  there,  and  at  Rome  and  Bologna,  returning  a  third  time  to 
Milan,  he  attracted  a  new  crowd  of  friends  and  admirers,  till,  in  conse- 
quence of  some  satirical  verses  ag^ainst  a  rival,  he  was  imprisoned  by  order 
of  the  duke,  and  for  this,  or  some  other  crime,  he  was  finally  banished 
before  the  conspirators  had  found  an  opportunity  of  acting  upon  his 
instructions.  He  afterwards  offered  his  services  to  King  Ferdinand  of 
Naples,  and  at  his  command  delivered  an  oration  to  the  inhabitants  of 
Lucca,  for  the  purpose  of  detaching  them  from  their  alliance  with  the 
Florentines.  The  original  copy  of  this  oration  is  still,  we  believe,  in  the 
Ambrosian  Library,  at  Milan.  That  the  Medici  were  in  friendly  alliance 
with  the  government  by  which  he  had  been  banished,  was  sufBcient  to 
excite  the  bitterness  of^^  Montano's  spirit ;  and,  amongst  other  passages 
of  severe  and  malignant  invective,  he  branded  Lorenzo  with  various 
epithets — "  tamqtcam  tyrannuniy  sacrilegum^  efferatum^  percuisumque, 
pontificio  anathemate"  Fantuzzi  informs  us  (Notizie  degli  Scrittori 
Bolognesi)  that  for  this  offence  Montano  was  taken,  by  order  of  the 
Medici,  amongst  the  Bolognese  Alps,  and  hanged  like  a  felon  from  the 
bough  of  a  tree;  and  Jovius,  giving  the  same  account  (Vit.  111.  Vir., 
tom.  ii.,  lib.  3),  condemns  the  mode  and  eircomstanoes  of  bis  death  as 
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aeis  of  eztraordinaij  craelty.  We  may  rest  with  oonfidence  for  the 
defence  of  Loienao  on  )u9  general  character.  His  whole  life  forlnda  us 
to  suppose  that  he  was,  in  this  instance^  actuated  hy  the  unworthy  wish  of 
revoiging,  hy  so  disproportionate  a  punishment,  the  impotent  abuse  of 
ibe  orator.  It  is  pretty  evident,  from  the  nature  of  his  mission  to  Lnce% 
that  Montano  was  considered  a  spy,  and  that,  as  such,  he  was  taken  and 
executed. 

From  a  digression  which  its  connexion  with  the  subject  of  Mr.  Roscoe's 
greatest  work  must  excuse,  we  return  to  the  closing  scenes  of  Duke 
Federigo's  existence.  His  last  campaign  was  a  most  unhappy  one.  The 
restless  ambition  of  Sixtus  IV.  had  produced  fresh  combinations  of  hos- 
tility in  Italy ;  and  the  apprehensions  excited  by  the  movements  of  the 
Holy  See  and  of  Venice  upon  Romagna  and  Lombardy  had  led  to  the 
fennation  of  a  league,  of  which  Federigo  was  made  captain-generaL 
He  had  not,  however,  deserted  the  Papal  banner  without  previously 
explaining  his  own  views  to  the  Pope,  and  warning  him  "  of  the  impolk^ 
and  mischief  of  his  pvcjects."  The  remaining  events  shall  be  related  by 
Mr.  Dennistoun  himself: 

The  war  now  impendiog  was  alike  iniquitous  in  its  motires  and  disastrouB  in 
its  attendant  cireamstanoes.  Its  seat  was  in  the  lower  plains  of  Lombard  j,  where 
they  merge  into  a  wide  delta,  formed  by  the  arterial  channels  of  the  riven  Po 
and  Adige,  uid  veined  by  the  minor  drainage  of  the  Polesine  and  Fetraxese 
territories.    Most  of 

<^  That  level  region  where  no  echo  dwells," 

was,  and  still  continues,  so  embanked,  that  its  waters  may  easily  be  let  loose  upon 
the  hapless  cultivators,  submerging  their  dwellings  and  swamping  their  crops. 
Kumerons  streams,  navigable  by  boats,  laid  it  open  to  privateering  incursions, 
highly  attractive  to  amphibious  Venetian  adventurers.  Finally,  the  malaria, 
always  genovted  by  summer  heats,  was  naturally  more  inveterate  when  inyadns 
had  opened  the  sluices  and  broken  the  banks,  thereby  flooding  an  unusual  extent 
of  marsh  land. 

It  was  in  defence  of  Ferrara — one  of  the  states  which  had  joined  the 

leasee — ^that  the  Duke  of  Urbino  was  required  to  lead  his  troops  into 

such  a  locality  as  this,  during  its  most  unhealthy  season : 

Ficheruolo  [invested  by  the  Venetians]  held  out  until  the  end  of  June,  by 
which  time  the  marsh  fever  had  become  more  fatal  than  human  weapons,  and 
mowed  down  both  armies.  The  Venetian  proveditore,  or  commissioner,  was 
among  its  earliest  victims;  but  as  the  summer  heats  increased  the  epiden^ 
spread  with  augmented  virulence,  until  20,000  men  f!]  are  said  to  have  periduBd 
in  this  miserable  contest.  Passing  over  the  sad  details,  we  may  borrow  from 
Sanuto  an  absurd  incident  which  varied  these  horrors,  in  order  to  divert  the 
people  fh>m  their  misfortunes,  and  to  inspire  them  witli  courage,  their  sovereign 
had  devolved  extensive  powers  upon  a  commission  or  council  of  sixteen  <'  sages," 
and  the  duchess  [acting  with  their  advice]  sent  for  a  wandering  ftiar,  whose 
eloquence  and  sanctity  were  in  high  repute,  to  preach  in  the  cathedral.  One  of 
his  orations  was  wound  up  by  an  offer  to  provide  an  armada  of  twelve  galleons, 
which  should  disperse  the  Venetian  force  before  Ficheruolo.  On  the  appointed 
day  he  produced  a  dooen  of  pennons,  each  surmounted  by  a  cross,  along  with 
figures  of  Christ,  the  Madonna,  and  forty  saints;  and  with  these  he  formed  a  pro- 
cession, marching  at  its  head,  and  followed  by  a  concourse  of  fanatics  to  the  river's 
brink,  opposite  the  leaguer.  There  he  commenced  shouting  a  sermon,  across  the 
stream,  to  Sanseverino  [the  commander  of  the  Venetians] ;  but  the  Duke  of 
Urbino,  attracted  by  the  hubbub,  sent  him  away  wi^  ridicule,  saying,  **  Why, 
&ther,  the  Venetians  are  not  possessed.  Tell  the  duchess  it  is  money,  artillery, 
and  troops,  that  we  want  to  expel  AetC 

This  was  vnretched  Cdolery  to  be  acted  before  hia  eyes,  at  a  moment 
when  his  poaition  was  daily  becoming  more  desperate^  and  when  his 
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companions  through  ''a  hundred  fights*'  were  perishing  ingloriously  \jj 
a  disiease  which  no  courage  could  resist,  and  no  precautionB  could  avoid. 

Although  Federigo*8  policy  ayerted  from  the  doomed  captW  [of  the  Ferrareae] 
the  yifiitation  of  a  siege,  its  miseries  were  scaioely  the  less  from  such  exemption. 
Many  dead  bodies,  thrown  by  both  armies  into  the  river,  aggravated  the  peitilenoe, 
whicii,  spreading  to  the  city,  so  deterred  the  peasantry,  that  its  supplies  were 
interrupted,  until  famine  augmented  the  mortality. 

The  duke  himself  had  rallied  irom  the  first  attack  of  malaria^  and  had 
he  yielded  to  the  persuasions  of  his  friends  and  confederates,  by  retiring 
to  fiologna  during  the  unhealthy  season,  his  life  might  have  been  saved. 
Impressed,  however,  with  the  importance  of  defending  Ferraray  he  refused, 
on  any  consideration,  to  relinqubh  his  post : 

But  whilst  he  spared  not  himself,  he  ever  and  anon  renewed  to  the  allied  i>ow«ra 
his  remonstrances  against  their  folly  in  thus  pitting  a  brave  army  against  a 
noxious  climate.  As  his  saddest  trial  was  to  see  fresh  levies  of  his  attached 
subjects  prostrated  by  sickness,  on  arriving  from  the  healthful  breezes  of  their 
native  uplands,  he  sent  away  his  son  Antonio  with  all  whom  he  could  spare, 
reserving  in  the  camp  at  La  Stellata  but  400  of  his  immediate  followers,  whom 
the  foggy  atmosphere  and  putrid  water  soon  thinned  away  to  forty. 

With  such  elements  of  death  around  him,  uded,  no  doubts  by  mental 
depression,  the  duke  had  a  relapse  of  fever,  and  died  in  camp  like  a 
Christian  and  a  soldier.  He  was  in  his  sixtieth  year,'haying  been  bom  in 
1422  ;  but  his  constitution  had  been  prematurely  injured  by  the  fatigues 
and  privations  of  his  campaigns,  and  he  had  suffered  from  some  severe 
accidents.  At  a  tournament  at  Urbino,  in  honour  of  the  Duke  of  Milan, 
a  knight,  whom  he  had  asked  to  run  a  course,  ''  being  mounted  upon  a 
small  charger,  his  lance,  after  striking  Federigo's  armour,  glanced  upwards 
and  was  shivered  against  his  vizor.  He  received  the  stunning  blow  between 
the  eyebrows,  where  it  shattered  the  bone  of  his  nose  and  destroyed  his  right 
eye.  Recovering  himself,  however,  he  kept  his  seat,  and  consoled  those 
who  flocked  around  in  consternation,  by  assuring  them  of  a  opeedy  cure; 
and  that  as  one  of  his  two  good  eyes  remained,  he  would  still  be  able  to 
see  better  than  with  a  hundred  ordinary  ones."  Even  if  this  were 
acting^  it  was  good  acting,  and  in  a  very  difficult  part.  On  another 
occasion,  in  aiding  to  keep  the  lists,  his  back  was  wrenched  by  a  sudden 
bound  of  his  charger,  ana  he  was  lifted  from  his  saddle  incapable  of 
motion  and  in  exquisite  pain.  At  a  later  period,  when  at  San  Marino, 
^<  while  discoursing  to  those  around  him  on  past  incidents  of  his  adven- 
turous life,  to  which  the  surrounding  country  had  been  often  witness, 
the  balcony,  whence  he  surveyed  these  familiar  scenes,  suddenly  broke 
under  his  weight,  and  he  was  precipitated  with  its  ruins  to  the  ground, 
fracturing  his  left  ankle  and  lacerating  the  leg.  His  first  exclamation 
was  one  of  latitude  for  escaping  with  life.*'  Gangrene  supervened;  it 
was  feared  that  amputation  would  be  necessary ;  and  he  opened  the  Tus- 
can campaign  carried  upon  a  litter,  being  unable  either  to  walk  or  ride. 

His  personal  character — and  it  was  a  very  beautiful  and  perfect  one — 
is  given  hy  Mr.  Dennistoun,  as  written  both  by  his  friends  and  ene- 
mies, at  greater  length  than  our  space  will  admit  of  copying.  His 
knightly  qualities  won  him  the  English  order  of  the  Garter,  in  addition 
to  many  similar  honours;  but  his  greatest  was  the  love  and  devotion  of 
his  people.  He  was  married,  on  the  death  of  a  former  wife,  by  whom 
he  had  no  children,  to  Battista  Sforza,  one  of  the  female  literary  cele- 
brities of  her  age;  and  he  was  succeeded  in  the  goyermnent  of  Urbino 
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by  his  son  Guidobaldo  I.,  a  prince  of  kindly  dispodtioD,  brare,  and  of  a 
goodly  person,  but  of  great  constitutional  infirmity,  and  most  unhappy 
in  the  troublous  times  upon  which  his  lot  was  cast.  The  period  of  hu 
reig^  included  the  rise  and  extinction  of  the  Borgias,  and  the  invasion 
of  Italy  by  Charles  VIII.  (to  which  we  haye  already  alluded) ;  and 
having  been  called,  as  the  leader  of  a  brave  and  hardy  body  of  troops, 
to  some  of  the  commands  which  had  been  held  by  his  father,  Guidobaldo 
had  to  perform  his  part  in  the  fierce  and  fearful  struggles  of  his  times. 
We  cannot  consider  it  as  one  of  the  least  extraordinary  of  these  events 
that,  after  being  a  recent  guest  of  the  Pope,  and  while  in  apparent  amitj 
with  the  court  of  Rome,  his  own  territory  should  have  been  seized  upon 
by  the  ambitious  and  unscrupulous  Cesare,  and  the  attendant  circum- 
stances are  rather  graphically  described  by  Mr.  Dennistoun  : 

It  was  on  the  30th  of  June  that  Valentino  [the  Cesare  Bors^a  of  the  earlier 
narratiTe],  after  a  forced  march  of  thirty  miles  under  a  midsummer  sun,  halted 
his  little  army  at  CagU,  and  the  same  evening  the  first  alarm  reached  Guidobaldo. 
The  duke  had  been  supping  in  a  shady  grove  by  the  Zoccolantine  convent,  about 
a  mile  out  of  Urbino,  and  sat  enjoying  the  charm  lavished  by  prodigal  nature  on 
that  fair  land  at  the  hour  of  sunset,  which 

*' Fronde  sub  arborea  ferventia  temperat  astra." 

It  was  long  ere  his  breast  again  knew  the  tranquilli^  of  that  evening.  On  hear- 
ing the  fatal  news  [of  the  unexpected  movements  of  Valentino],  he  remained  for 
a  few  moments  absorbed  in  thought;  then,  striking  the  table  with  his  hand,  he 
exdaimed,  ^  I  fear  I  shall  find  myself  betrayed"  Within  four  hours  he  had  bid  a 
touching  but  manly  farewell  to  his  court  and  people,  cheering  their  despondency 
with  the  hope  of  better  days,  and  had  passed  a  secret  postern  of  hu  palace^ 
carrying  with  him  a  few  papers,  some  money,  and  jewels.  Those  who  have  ex- 
perienced the  difficulty,  delay,  and  fiuigue  of  penetrating  the  rugged  country  be- 
tween his  capital  and  S.  Leo,  may  form  some  idea  of  the  risks  and  sufibrings  of 
his  midnight  flight  among  these  sierras, 

^  As  one 

That  makes  no  pause,  but  presses  on  his  road 

Whatever  betide  him." 

But  when  the  aggravations  to  a  constitution  broken  by  gout  are  considered,  his 
surviying  the  ex^lion  must  seem  almost  miraculous.  Two  of  his  attendants  were 
his  favourite  Giovanni  Andrea,  and  Cathellan,  his  first  chamberlain,  the  latter  of 
whom,  when  hard  pressed  at  the  BoreUo,  fell  behind,  and  allowed  himself  to  be 
taken  and  plundered,  pretending  to  be  the  duke  ;  a  device  which  slackened  the 
pursuit,  and  enabled  his  master  to  escape. 

A  letter  from  Guidobaldo  himself,  to  his  relation  the  Cardinal  Giuliano 
della  Rovere,  describes  the  manner  of  his  surprise,  and  the  hardships  he 
had  undergone.  He  was  in  correspondence  with  Valentino,  as  an  ally,  at 
the  moment  that  his  territory  was  taken  from  him.  Amongst  his 
dangers,  he  mentions  that,  with  three  only  of  his  followers,  and  dis- 
guised as  a  peasant,  he  was  attacked  by  some  country  people  of  Cesanl^ 
who  pursued  them  with  cries  of  ^^  Blood!  blood! — murder  themr  and 
that,  within  a  bow-shot  of  himself,  they  seized  upon  the  person  who  car- 
ried his  money,  and  a  guide,  the  rest  of  them  escaping  with  great  diffi- 
culty into  the  territory  of  Venice.  After  other  changes  of  disffuse, 
sometimes  on  foot  and  sometimes  on  horseback,  surrounded  by  signal- 
fires,  and  the  country  through  which  he  had  to  pass  roused  to  the  pursuit 
by  alarm-bells  and  discharges  of  artillery,  half  aead,  and  penniless,  he  at 
last  found  a  hospitable  asylum  at  Mantua.  He  made  an  unsuccessful 
attempt  to  recover  the  temtory  he  had  lost ;  but  it  was  not  till  the  fall  of 
the  Borgias  that  it  was  restored  to  him,  and  that  he  was  welcomed  back 
by  his  people  with  afiPectionate  enthusiasm*     "The  very  stones,"  says 
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Casdglione,  *^  seemed  to  exult  and  leap."     "With  Fcpe  Julius   XT.   (tiie 
aoooessor  of  the  poisoned  Alexander),  he  enjoyed  high  favoor,    azui  the 
remainder  of  his  reign  was  tranquil  and  prosperous.     He  became  more 
and  more,  however,  a  martyr  to  his  hereditaiy  malady,  which,  i£  it  iuB 
lieen  correcdy  described  as  gout,  was  at  least  a  form  of  it  more  virulent 
than  is  known  in  our  own  days  '^  of  comparative  indulgence  and  e£fenii- 
nacv ;"  and,  worn  out  by  its  attacks,  he  died  on  the  11th  of  April,   1508, 
in  tne  thirty-sixth  year  only  of  his  age.   His  marriage,  when  but  sixteen, 
was  a  melancholy  episode  of  disappointed  hopes  and  of  woman's  unselfish- 
ness ;  and  as  it  was  unblessed  with  children,  he  named  his  nephew,  Fran- 
cisco Maria  deUa  Rovere,  as  his  successor. 

Up  to  this  period  the  Dukes  of  Urbino  had  been  of  the  house  of  Jfoo- 
tefeltro.     With  Francesco  Maria  a  new  dynasty  commenced,  and  oon* 
tinued  through  the  reigns  of  Guidobaldo  XL  and  Francesco  Maria  XI.,  at 
whose  death,  in  1631,  the  duchy  became  incorporated  with  the  Papal 
States.     These  three  reigns  alone  occupied  a  period  of  upwards  oC 
120  years,  which,  independent  of  great  local  vicissitudes,  included  within 
their  lapse  the  pontificate  of  Leo  X.^  the  French  invasion  of  the  Milanese 
under  Francis  I.,  and  the  sack  of  Rome  by  the  Constable  Bourbon.     But 
we  are  warned  by  our  prescribed  limits  that  for  these  we  must  refer  our 
readers  to  the  work  itself;  and  we  do  so  with  less  reluctance,  seeing  that^ 
as  regards  its  immediate  subject,  its  chief  interest  is  in  the  persooai  cfaa^ 
Tacters  and  influence  of  Federigo  and  his  son.     It  was  by  them  that  the 
principal  public  edifices  of  Urbino  were  erected,  and  that  its  libraries  and 
collections  were  founded;  and  it  was  their  courts  which  conferred  the 
character  it  enjoyed — a  character  too  largely  claimed  for  it  by  Mr.  Den- 
nistoun — ^as  one  of  the  nurseries  of  letters  and  of  arts.    In  this  respect  the 
neighbouring  court  of  Ferrara  was  certainly  superior ;  and  when  the  lite- 
rary tone  which  graced  it  is  ascribed  to  the  taste  and  patronage  of 
Lucrezia  Borgia  rather  than  to  its  Duke  Alfonso,  Mr.  Dennistoun  might 
have  remembered  (for  he  must  certainly  have  known)  that  in  the  reign 
of  Duke  Ercole,  the  predecessor  of  Alfonzo,  it  had  already  become  dia- 
tii^^hed,  and  was  then  the  residence  of  Boiardo,  Guarino,  and  Ariosto^ 
and  the  cradle  of  the  modem  6tage. 

It  is  curious  to  see  a  portrait  and  life  of  the  great  poet  of  Ferrara  in- 
serted amongst  the  memoirs  of  the  Dukes  of  Urbino,  upon  little  more 
than  the  slender  ground  that  he  had  once  been  left  there  for  the  recovery 
of  his  health,  when  accompanying  the  Cardinal  Ippolito  d'E^te  on  his 
way  to  Rome ;  and  other  notices,  which  contun  as  little  that  is  new,  are 
hung  upon  as  slight  a  thread.  But  if  disposed  to  exaggerate  the  literary 
importance  of  Urbino,  Mr.  Dennistoun  certainly  does  not  fall  into  the 
Bame  error  in  speaking  of  Italy  in  the  fifteenth  century.  The  mind  then 
took  a  different  and  less  imaginative  direction  than  in  the  centuries  which 
preceded  and  followed  it ;  but  its  efforts  were  not  less  vigorous,  and  their 
results,  perhaps,  were  even  more  important. 

There  is  another  point  on  which  we  think  he  is  also  led  astray  by 
love  of  the  subject  he  has  chosen.  He  takes  frequent  occasion  to  notice 
die  republican  prejudices  of  Sismondi.  We  are  as  Httle  disposed  veiy 
greatly  to  admire  the  Italian  republics  as  Mr.  Dennistoun  himself  maybe; 
hut  he  allows  his  own  prejudices  to  run  as  strongly  in  an  opposite  direction. 
IBs  just  admiration  oi  Duke  Federigo  seems  to  give  him  a  kindly  feeling 
towards  the  whole  of  the  sovereigns  of  Romagna, — even  when  he  is 
recording  the  transfer  of  their  subjects  from  hand  to  hand,  not  by  con- 
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^pett  merelj,  but  bj  baigain  and  8ale^  like  the  slaves  upon  an  American 
plantation,  and  with  as  Ittde  regard  for  their  rights  and  liberties.  He 
makes  no  distinction  between  the  restoration  of  Dake  Guidobaldo  and 
that  of  Giovanni,  Lord  of  Fesaro.  Yet  Ferticari,  who  had  the  best 
means  of  obtaining  information,  and  had  access  at  his  leisure  to  the 
Oliverian  MSS.,  shows  that  his  return  was  the  signal  for  lamentation 
and  woe — desciibing  him  to  hare  been  as  cruel  and  sangoinaiy  as  he  was 
faithless.  Of  this,  indeed,  his  ingratitude  to  CoUenuocio — the  scholar, 
loriat*,  and  orator,  whom  he  at  last  judicially  murdered — ^is  alone  a  suffi- 
cient prooL* 

To  illustrate  the  ''warfare "  of  the  middle  ages,  some  verr interesting 
particulars  have  been  collected.  The  period  from  the  accession  of  Fede- 
jigo  to  the  death  of  Guidobaldo  comprised  the  prosperous  days  of  the 
Condottieri, — ^those  hireling  allies,  whom  Maccniavelli  represented  as 
earning  tbw  stipend  by  batties  in  which  few  were  wounded  and  rarely 
any  killed;  not  for  want  of  courage^  but  because  th^r  troops  were  to 
them,  in  every  sense,  the  sinews  of  war.  Allowance  must  be  made  iax 
the  strong  prejudices  of  the  Florentine  secretary  against  a  system  which 
he  considered  prejudicial  to  the  liberties  of  Italy ; — ^but  these  displays  of 
military  tactics  were  not  always  harmless.  At  the  batUe  of  Molinella, 
in  1467,  where  Duke  Federigo  commanded  against  the  celebrated  leader, 
Bartolomeo  Colleone,  500  are  said  to  have  been  killed,  1000  severely 
wounded,  and  as  many  horses  destroyed.  It  was  also  remarimble  as 
the  first  approach  to  the  modem  use  of  artillery  in  tiie  field.  By  some 
extracts  which  lie  before  us,  from  Muratori  and  Giraldi,  it  seems  that 
one  of  the  balls  struck  the  gallant  knight  Duke  Ercole  of  Ferrara;  and 
the  chroniclers  represent  it  as  a  barbarous  innovation  that  the  same 
weapon  should  have  been  employed  to  wound  soldiers  and  break  their 
ranks  which  had  previously  only  been  used  to  break  down  the  walls  of 
dties.  They  little  dreamt  at  that  time  of  mines  being  used  for  the  same 
purpose,  or  of  the  terrific  and  deadly  course  of  a  Congreve  rocket. 

Of  the  unwieldy  pieces  that  were  dragged  about  as  battering-trains, 
JSfr.  Dennistoan  gives  a  very  minute  account.  One  of  them  is  described 
as  consisting  of  two  portions ;  the  tube,  which  was  nine  feet  long,  weigh- 
ing 14,000  pounds,  and  the  tail,  half  that  length,  weighing  1 1,000.  It 
discharged  balls  of  stone  varying  from  370  to  380  pounds;  and  in  a  hilly 
country,  badly  supplied  with  roads,  such  pieces  required  above  a  hundred 
pain  of  buflGuoes  to  move  them.  But  this  was  not  the  only  difficulty. 
Li  one  of  his  Tuscan  campaigns,  Duke  Federigo  writes  to  Sienna  that 
as  there  was  great  scarcity  of  stones  near  his  camp,  and  as  the  few 
which  were  available  for  his  guns  were  only  to  be  had  with  much  diffi- 
culty, he  had  sent  the  measure  of  the  diameter  required ;  and  requested 
that  he  might  be  supplied  with  them,  even  should  they  be  somewhat 
iarfftf  as  it  was  easier  to  reduce  them  than  to  have  them  quarried  or 
prepared.  It  may  be  supposed  that  the  carriages  upon  which  these 
ponderous  machines  were  conveyed  would  occasionally  break  down ;  and 
at  a  later  period  we  find  the  Duke  unable  to  move  his  forces  into  winter 
quarters  because  he  had  no  means  of  transporting  his  disabled  cannoo, 
and  had  been  directed  not  to  abandon  them.  Instances  are  mentioned 
of  the  use  of  balls  of  stone  or  metal,  weighing  even  1000  or  1 200  pomids. 


*  There  are  some  Memoirs  connected  with  these  events,  and  with  the  court  of 
Itonra,  which  are  being  prepared  for  pnhUcation. 
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*^  The  same  tendency,"  Mr.  Dennistoun  obseires,  ^'to  orerwaght  artOlezy 
seems  common  to  many  half-dyilised  nations.  The  size  of  the  g^ona 
mounted  in  the  Dardanelles  is  an  instance,  as  well  as  that  of  the  Scottish 
Mons  Meg;  hut  the  most  gigantic  projectiles  yet  known  have  heen 
found  among  the  Burmese,  and,  I  helieve,  the  Chmese."  At  Crecy  the 
French  ranks  are  said  to  have  heen  broken  by  a  galling  fire  of  artilleiyy 
but  the  guns  were  stationary ;  and  mention  is  made  of  the  use  of  cannons 
^'for  field-service"  in  Italy  as  early  as  1326.  These,  however,  must  have 
heen  something  very  different  from  the  light  pieces  invented  by  Colleone ; 
which  were  a  kind  of  long  swivel  '*  mounted  upon  carriages,  and  dis- 
char^ng  balls  somewhat  larger  than  a  walnut  or  plum ;"  and  they  were 
evidently  regarded  by  contemporary  writers  as  a  novelty  in  the  art  of 
war.  The  field-train  which  (nearly  thirty  years  later)  accompanied  the 
army  of  Charles  VIII.  shewed  the  Italians  how  much  they  had,  even 
then,  to  learn  in  this  department  of  destruction;  ''and  it  was  reserved 
for  the  sanguinary  conflict  of  Ravenna  to  develop  the  ci^abilities  of  a 
service  which  gradually  became  the  right  arm  of  European  warfare." 

A  considerable  portion  of  the  second  volume  of  these  memoirs  is  de- 
vofced  to  mediaeval  art.  Mr.  Dennistoun  enters  into  the  feelings  of  a 
French  statesman  under  the  Consulate,  who  urged  upon  his  then  some- 
what profeuie  countrymen  that  '*  literature  and  the  fine  arts  have  ever 
formed  an  alliance  with  religion."  And  he  informs  us  that  it  was  his 
intention  to  have  entered  much  more  largely  into  the  subject  of  Chiistiaii 
art,  if  he  had  not  been  in  a  great  degree  anticipated ;  especially  by  his 
friend  Lord  Lindsay, — to  whom  his  work,  by  the  way,  is  dedicated;  but, 
even  as  far  as  he  has  gone,  it  would  lead  us  into  too  wide  a  field  were  we, 
at  present,  to  follow  him. 

In  comparing  these  memoirs  with  the  works  of  Mr.  Roscoe,  we  cannot 
forget  that  one  of  the  great  charms  of  the  ''Life  of  Lorenzo"  was 
the  many  graced  and  beautiful  translations  of  the  poetry  quoted  or 
introduced.  We  cannot  conscientiously  flatter  Mr.  Dennistoun  that, 
to  these,  he  has  made  a  near  approach.  Some  of  the  extracts  from  the 
rhymed  chronicle  of  Sanzi  (the  father  of  Raphael)  are  translated  into  an 
easy  blank  yerse,  so  agreeably  that  we  almost  wish  to  see  more  of  the 
work,  both  in  the  original  and  as  rendered  into  English ;  but,  in  no  other 
instance  have  the  gods  made  Mr.  Dennistoun  poetical.  We  pass  by  his 
pointless  epigrams ;  and  we  suggest  to  him,  as  delicately  as  possible,  that 
it  is  scarcely  fair  to  place  ten  unfortunate  syllables  in  a  line,  and  leave 
them,  au  reste,  to  arrange  themselves  as  well  as  they  can.  That  he  does 
so  we  have  a  sufficient  example  in  his  attempt  ppon  part  of  a  Latin  ode 
by  Castiglione : 

Tour  features  portrayed  by  Raffflele's  art 
Alone  my  longings  can  solilce  in  part,  &c. 

And  we  would  contrast  such  lines  as  these  with  a  version  of  the 
same  passage  by  Mrs.  Gillespie  Smith,  which  may  be  found  in  her 
'^  Olympia  Morata."  It  is  to  be  regretted  that  Mr.  Dennistoun  should 
not  be  a  more  accomplished  versifier,  for  his  work  includes  some  Italian 
poetry  worthy  of  translation.  In  the  appendix  to  his  first  volume,  under 
the  titie  of  ''  Poetry  of  the  Montefeltri,"  he  gives  a  sonnet  by  Alessandro 
Sforza  (previously  printed  in  '*  Crescembeni's  Poesia*'),  which  reminds  us 
that  those  iron  men  of  tournament  and  fetid  were  '^  humanised,"  as 
Mr.  Dennistoun  expresses  it,  ''without  being  enervated"  by  "mental 
cultivation."     Even  rendered  into  English,  it  may  satisfy  us  that  the 
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oxignial  is  as  deserving  of  celebrity  as  many  ihat  are  more  geniBrally 
known : 

SONNET  BY  ALESSANDBO,  LORD  OF  FESABO. 

WBITrBN  IN  AVFUCnOK. 

Weary  and  sad,  and  feeble  from  the  blow, 

My  weight  of  earthly  care  has  borne  me  down, 

And  long  offended  Heav'n  with  angry  frown 

Begards  me,  till  I  sink  beneath  my  woe. 
My  dbeeks  are  pale,  my  tears  unceasing  flow. 

My  heart  is  pierced,  as  one  who  lies  o'erthrown 

A  bleeding  captire,  and  I  make  my  moan 

That  time  mispent  has  wrought  my  orerthrow. 
Tis  not  my  planet;  'tis  not  in  my  fate. 

My  star,  my  fortune,  or  my  destiny; 

My  own  unbridled  passions  hare  alone 
ProYoked  Heay'n's  wrath;  and  to  my  wretched  state 

Suits  the  lone  cell  where  humbled  misery. 

Weeping,  its  long  transgressions  may  atone. 

As  a  specimen  of  the  prose  style  of  these  yolumes  we  take  the  follow- 
ing passage,  not  merely  as  amongst  the  host,  but  because  the  faithfulness 
of  the  picture  it  describes  will  be  recognised  by  many  who  have  rambled 
in  the  startling  silence  of  the  Campagna,  and  seen  monuments  and 
arches  still  disfigured  by  fragments  of  uxe  fortifications  by  which  they 
were  surmounted  during  the  wars  of  the  fifteenth  century  : 

Li  the  middle  •ages  much  of  the  CSampagna  was  fertile^  and  peopled  by  an 
industrious  peasantry.  Its  undulating  slopes  wared  with  abundant  crops,  varied 
and  sheltered  by  venerable  woods,  which  the  Goths  and  Vandals  of  former  cen- 
turies had  spared.  But  incessant  civil  feuds  proved  more  &tal  than  barbarian 
hordes.  The  GhibeUlne  Colonna,  from  their  fortresses  of  Marino  and  Palestrino, 
watched  the  fitting  moment  to  pour  their  armed  retainers  on  the  plain,  and, 
crossing  the  Tiber,  carried  fire  and  sword,  through  the  estates  of  their  rivals,  to 
the  very  gates  of  Braociano.  The  Guelphic  Orsini  waited  for  revenge  on^v  till 
the  ripened  harvest  had  prepared  for  them  a  golden  spoil  in  their  foemen*8  fields. 
Tear  after  year  did  this  miserable  partisan  warfare  ravage  those  devoted  lands, 
till  the  peasantry  were  by  degrees  exterminated,  or  driven  to  seek  a  livelihood 
in  some  more  tranquil  spot;  till  of  dieir  smiling  homes  no  stone  remained  upon 
another,  except  where,  at  long  intervals,  the  fam-buildings  were  turned  by  those 
men  of  blood  mto  fortresses,  or  the  tombs  of  the  dead  were  desecrated  into  defences 
fi>r  the  living.  A  soil  teeming  with  fertility  under  a  burning  sun,  and  abandoned 
by  man,  ran  to  rank  vegetation,  which  gradually  choking  the  water-courses, 
generated  miasma.  The  evil  thus  commeyed,  was  augmented  by  cutting  down 
tiie  trees  which  riiadowed  the  burning  earth,  and  not  unfrequenUy  covered  a 
hostile  ambush.  But  the  crowning  mlMshief  was  the  rash  destruction  of  a  vast 
forest,  which,  extending  between  £e  Campagna  and  the  sea,  excluded  the  malaria 
that  brooded  over  the  Mediterranean  coast  from  Leghorn  to  Mola  di  Gaeta. 
Once  admitted,  that  fearful  scourge  took  possession  of  the  depopulated  territory, 
which  has  ever  since  remained  a  puzzle  to  the  physiologist,  a  mystery  to  the 
moralist,  a  terror  to  aM.  At  no  period  had  the  feuds  of  the  Colonna  and  Orsini 
been  more  virulent  than  during  the  feeble  reign  (^  Innocent,  when  their  armed 
bands  had  more  than  once  scomred  the  streets  of  Borne,  and  overawed  the  Papal 
government.  The  Savelli,  the  Frangipani,  and  the  Gaetani,  those  great  families 
who,  a  century  or  two  before  had  been  their  rivals,  were  no  longer  able  to  cope 
with  them,  and  the  lesser  barons  of  the  Comarca  sought  protection  and  employ- 
ment by  ranging  Hiemselves  as  their  respective  partisans.  To  humble  these 
rampant  houses  was  the  natural  policy  of  the  successors  of  St.  Peter,  and  especi- 
ally  of  Alexander  VL,  who  soon  devoted  his  ambition  and  his  authority  to  provide 
temporal  sovereignties  for  his  illegitimate  progeny.  His  ruthless  proceedings,  and 
the  changes  whkh  ensued  over  the  whole  country,  at  length  effectually  quelled 
the  lawless  turbulence  of  these  chiefs;  but  it  was  too  late  to  remedy  the  ruinous 
havoc  which  their  insatiate  strife  had  occasioned." 

If  the  style,  however,  is  often  clear  and  flowing,  it  is  also  occasionally 

disfigured  by  &ults  of  two  very  opposite  descriptions.    We  find,  in  addi- 
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tioQ  to  temiB  only  used  in  Scottish  law,  socii  phrases  as  ^  do-HtUe  taiciacs" 
— ^''matters  weie  now  at  a  dead  lode" — *^ succeeded  to  their  heaj-ts^ 
content" — '^none  <^  your  jaw"  (as  the  translation  of  a  motto)— ^'  make 
the  enemy  pull  up" — ''it  appeared  to  him  a  slight,  and  virtually  a  cut 
direct" — "  our  doings  are  joUy" — "powder  that  will  do  the  business;'* 
which  certainly  do  not,  any  of  them,  seem  to  be  suited  to  the  passages 
in  which  they  appear ;  and  we  hare,  on  the  contrary,  such  dainty  writing' 
as  ''  the  Medicean  Leo,"  meaning  Leo  X. — ''  the  twofold  seduction   of 
incarnate  beauty  and  classic  forms" — ''  after  elevating  Christian  pednting 
to  its  culminating  point,  he  lent  himself  nnwittingly  to  its  degradation, 
by  selecting  depraved  loveliness  equally  for  a  Madonna  or  a  Venus  ;   by 
designing  from  it  indiscriminately  a  (xalatea  or  a  saint" — ''  he  dangled 
in  poverty  after  Tullia  d'Aragona,  one  of  those  splendid  examples    of 
wasted  powers  and  successful  vice,  over  which  the  philosopher  puzzles 
while  the  historian  sighs ;  whose  talents  were  given  to  the  Muses,  whose 
graces  were  devoted  to  Venus" — '*the  courtly  favour  that  met  his  man- 
hood proved  baneful  as  a  siren's  smiles" — **  the  love-notes  which  Tasso 
warbled  in  these  palace-bowers."     But  these  are  blemishes,  of  both  kinds, 
which  might  be  easily  removed. 

Mr.  Deunistoun's  description  of  the  latter  years  of  Francesco  Maria  IL 
is  a  sad  but  interesting  picture  of  the  close  of  a  worn-out  dynasty.  This  last 
of  the  dukes  (though  he  had  fought  bravely  at  Lepanto)  was  of  retired  and 
studious  habits,  and  a  diligent  reader.  His  own  diary  informs  us  that  during 
"  no  less  than  fifteen  years"  he  had  read  **  the  whole  works  of  Aristotle  i" 
and  that  upon  the  '*  nible,  with  various  commentaries,"  he  ''  spent  three 
years  and  ten  months;"  and  a  "second  perusal"  of  the  entire  Bible,  with  the 
commentary  of  Dionyno  the  Carthusian,  occupied  him  for  eight  years.    As 
the  love  of  such  pursuits  increased  vrith  age,  the  cares  of  state  became  iik- 
some  to  him ;  and,  individually,  he  was  not  averse  to  yield  his  territory  to 
the  ambitious  wishes  of  Pope  Clement  VUL,  who  was  anxious  to  possess 
himself  of  Urbino,  as  he  had  already  done  of  Ferrara ;  and  to  whom  it 
would  have  lapsed,  upon  the  extinction  of  the  reigning  line.     The  people 
were  strongly  opposed  to  such  a  change,  and  knew  that  if  the  duke  hjad 
an  heir,  it  would  be  at  least  protracted.     They  assailed  him  whenever  he 
appeared  in  public  with  entreaties  that  he  would  marry ;  and  after  de- 
precating it  (in  one  of  the  most  extraordinary  state  papers  upon  record) 
on  the  ground  of  his  age  and  infirmities,  he  at  last  complied  with  their 
wishes.     Prayers  and  vows  were  then  offered  to  their  favourite  saints; 
and  when,  in  due  time,  the  Duke  appeared  at  a  window  of  the  great 
hall,  and  announced,  with  a  loud  and  clear  voice,  ^  God  has  vouchsafed 
OS  a  boy!"  their  tumultuous  joy  could  only  find  vent  in  the  very  Christian 
and  rational  form  of  attacking  the  quarter  of  the  city  inhabited  by  the 
Jews,  and  sacking  and  bomii^  their  synagogue  and  shops. 

The  infemt,  thus  dieu  donne^  proved  one  of  the  most  extraordinary  in- 
stances of  early  profl^acy  and  dissipation  with  which  biography  has 
made  ns  acquainted.  His  &ther  tried  to  change  his  habits  by  travel  and 
an  intercourse  with  odier  courts ;  but  *'  on  his  way  durongh  Komagna 
towards  Florence,  his  evil  genius  brought  him  into  contact  with  some 
strolling  players  who  were  returning  from  Venice ;  he  became  infatuated 
with  them,  and  a  taste  for  their  reckless  manners  and  exciting  pursuits 
disgraceftilly  influenced  the  few  remaining  years  of  his  life.  It  was  in 
vain  sought  to  reclaim  him  by  a  mamage  with  a  daughter  of  the  Grand 
Dnke  of  Tuscany.    Even  afterwards,  one  of  his  finvoorite  actresses  was 
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publidj  established  as  his  mistress;  and  << advancing  from  one  extra- 
▼agance  to  another,  this  petty  Nero  of  a  petty  court  delighted  to  bear  a 
part  in  their  dramatic  representations  before  ms  own  subjects ;  generally 
choosing  the  character  c^  a  servant  or  a  lover,  as  most  congenial  to  his 
degnded  capacity." 

In  his  last  exhibition  of  himsdf  he  sostamed  the  part  of  a  paek-kortey 
**  carrying  the  comedians  on  his  back,  and  finally  idcidng  off  a  load  of 
crockery  with  which  he  was  laden."  He  retired  late  to  rest,  worn  out  by 
this  disgusting  bufiEbonery ;  and  the  following  morning  was  found  dead 
in  his  bed ;  and  thus  went  out,  like  the  unsteady  flame  of  a  flickering 
taper,  the  ducal  dynasty  of  XJrbino.  This  was  in  1624;  about  a  year 
later,  the  territory  and  its  unconsenting  people  were  transferred  to 
govemoTB  appointed  by  the  Pope ;  and  on  the  death  of  Francesco  Mari% 
in  1631,  it  became  incorporated  with  the  Pi^al  States. 

And  here  we  must  end. 

The  manner  in  which  the  work  has  been  prepared  for  publication  is 
deserving  of  the  highest  praise.  It  is  printed  with  scrupulous  correct- 
ness; the  index,  and  various  tables  of  contents,  are  perfect;  and  the 
iliustratioos  are  all  interesting,  and  some  of  them  valuable.  Much  that 
it  contains  must  necessarily  be  what  Sterne  calls  a  <*  pouring  out  of  one 
vessel  into  another;''  but  much  also  has  not  before  appeared,  and  could 
only  have  been  collected  with  great  labour  and  at  considerable  cost.  It 
will  find  a  place  in  the  library  of  every  student  or  lover  of  Italian  history 
and  literature ;  but,  except  in  an  abridged  form,  we  do  not  think  it  wiu 
obtain  a  wider  circulation. 


TIME    WILL    SHOW. 

BY  J.  S.  CARPENTSK. 

Ah  !  time  will  show ! — ^yes,  time  will  show 

If  the  vows  you  breathe  are  true. 
If  all  the  joys  I  now  forego 

^e  recompeosed  by  you ; 
The  present  is  rife  with  love  and  truth. 

But  the  future — who  may  know  ? 
To  the  sere  of  life,  as  in  days  of  youth. 

Will  you  love  me  r — time  will  show. 

You  tell  me  they  are  happy  hours 

That  we  together  share. 
You  praise  my  voice — you  bring  me  flowers 

To  bind  my  flowing  hair; 
But  should  we  live  til!  age  has  turned 

Those  raven  locks  to  snow. 
Will  your  gase  be  cold,  n^  voice  be  spumed. 

Will  you  love  me  ? — time  will  show. 

Whatever  our  lot  in  life  may  be, 

I  have  linked  my  fote  with  thine ; 
Whatever  of  chance  or  cumge  we  see. 

Shall  thy  weal  or  woe  be  mine: 
For  woman's  fiuth,  and  woman's  truth. 

No  change  can  undergo ; 
In  the  sere  of  life  as  in  days  of  youth, 

I  shall  love  you — time  will  show. 
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GOLD. 

It  is  a  curious  hct  that  g^ld,  which  was  considered  by  the  alchymists 
to  be  an  universal  remedy,  and  traditionally  looked  upon  as  imparting' 
its  own  incorruptibility  to  the  human  body,  if  taken  inwardly  in  small 
quantities,  increases  tne  circulation,  gives  tone  to  the  nervous^  and  imparts 
strength  and  activity  to  the  muscular  systems;  creates  appetite,  and 
facilitates  digestion ;  gives  energy  to  all  the  animal  functions,  arouses 
intelligence,  and  originates  a  general  feeling  of  comfort  and  well-b^g — 

Preserving  life  in  med*cine  potable. 

But  the  same  metal  taken  in  quantity  produces  an  excess  of  excitement ; 
the  nervous  system  is  disturbed,  even  to  convulsive  action ;  the  brain  is 
threatened  with  congestion,  and  all  the  effects  of  poison  are  made 
manifest. 

We  hare  then  here,  in  the  action  of  gold  on  the  human  body,  the 
analogy  of  that  which  occurs  in  the  mond  and  political  history  of  the 
same  precious  metal.  Gold-wealth  in  moderation  contributes  to  the 
ease,  comfort,  and  welfare  of  man ;  sought  aB;er  inmioderately,  it  leads 
to  strife  and  discord,  or  to  the  worse  than  Pagan  worship  of  Mammon : 

Thus  cursed  steel,  and  more  accorsed  gold, 
Grave  mischief  birth,  and  made  that  mischief  bold. 

Even  when  possessed  in  more  than  sufficient  quantities,  the  possession 
is  far  from  ensuring  the  same  results  as  when  enjoyed  in  moderation, 
for  we  have  higher  authority  than  that  even  of  the  wise  poets  of  antiquity 
and  modem  times,  for  saying  that  it  is  easier  for  a  cable  (camel  by  mis- 
translation in  the  vulgate)  to  go  through  the  eye  of  a  needle,  than  for  a 
rich  man  to  enter  into  the  kingdom  of  Heaven. 

In  a  political  point  of  view  Spain  presents  a  terrible  example  to  the 
world :  she  has  shown  that  abundance  of  precious  metals  do  not  con- 
stitute the  riches  or  wealth  of  a  nation,  and  that  any  state  which  abandons 
industry  to  accumulate  a  metal,  whose  chief  value  consists  in  its  rarity,* 
is  advancing  rapidly  on  the  road  to  ruin. 

Z^  There  are,  indeed,  many  circumstances  in  the  history  of  gold  of  a 
very  peculiar  character,  and  of  a  highly  suggestive  nature.  It  is  al- 
most universally  diffused,  and  is  procurable  in  almost  every  country, 
under  certain  circumstances.  These  circumstances  are,  mainly,  that  it  is 
only  obtainable  with  ultimate  profit  and  advantage  by  the  gradual  and 
natural  disintegration  of  rock.  Even  in  shingle,  gravels,  and  sands  that 
have  resulted  from  the  abrasion  of  rocks,  it  is  difficult  to  obtain  it  except 
superficially ;  and  in  rocks  that  have  not  undergone  natural  disintegration, 
it  can  scarcely  be  extracted  with  profit.  It  woidd  appear,  indeed,  as  if 
Ptovidence  placed  a  certain  quantity  of  this  precious  metal  at  the  disposal 
of  man  for  a  certain  time,  who  must  wait  for  the  operations  of  nature 
for  more,  thus  ensuring  to  each  epoch  its  necessary  quantity  of  gold. 

*  This  must  be  understood  with  a  distinction.  The  natural  properties  of  gold 
and  silver  are  tiie  sources  of  their  real  value;  but  the  amount  of  labour  and 
expense  necessary  to  obtain  the  same,  to  refine  and  fit  them  for  commerce,  are 
what  determine  their  price. — C,  P.  Brard,  Minerahgie  Appliquie  aux  Arts,  tome  i, 
p.  621. 
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When  gold  oocors  in  yeiiui  in  the  rock,  it  is  only  found  in  quantity]  list 
at  the  top  of  the  vein ;  if  worked  for  more  deeply  it  gradnally  diaappearSy 
or  is  replaced  by  baser  metal. 

As  the  quantity  of  gold  increases,  the  priee  of  commodities  increases  in 
like  propoition ;  and  as  the  quantity  of  gold  in  circulation  has  increased 
during  the  last  four  or  five  centuries,  the  price  of  com  has  increased  in 
the  same  ratio.  For  example,  the  same  quantity  of  com  that  was  worth 
in  the  time  of  Solon  about  one  shilling,  and  m  that  of  Charlemagne 
about  two  shillings,  is  now  worth  fifteen  shillings. 

Comparing  the  increase  in  quantity  of  gold  in  circulation — amounting 
to  about  225  millions  in  the  time  of  the  Greeks,  to  2400  millions  in  the 
fifteenth  century,  and  to  11,900  millions  in  1850 — there  still  does  not 
appear,  notwithstanding  the  disooyery  of  the  New  World,  the  three-and- 
a-half  million  producing  powers  of  Russian  Siberia,  and  the  still  more 
recent  one-and-a-half  miluon  producing  powers  of  California,  that  there 
has  been  a  greater  productiveness  of  gold  than  has  actually  been  de- 
manded by  the  wants  of  an  increasing,  a  more  civilised,  and  a  more 
widely-diffused  population.  It  does  not  require  either  a  fanciful  or  a 
superstitious  turn  of  mind  to  imagine  that  the  discovery  of  gold  in  Cali- 
fornia was  i*t  only  meant  for  the  supply  of  the  New  World — ^the  old 
mines  having  been  nearly  exhausted  by  medieval  Europe — ^but  also  as  an 
inducement  to  the  colonisation  of  a  long-neglected  but  beautiful  and  pro- 
mising country ;  for  prices  of  commodities  have,  as  is  always  the  case,  so 
risen  with  the  abundance  of  gold  in  Califomia  itself,  that  that  very 
abundance  is  of  no  use  to  the  actual  population,  whatever  it  may  be  to  . 
the  United  States  and  to  other  nations.  When  there  is  less  gold,  prices 
will  foil ;  or,  in  other  words,  gold  will  obtain  the  same  value  aa  in  less- 
fovoured  countries,  the  arts  of  industry  wiQ  prosper,  and  a  powerful 
community  will  spring  up,  based  upon  more  natural  and  durable  elements 
of  prosperity  ana  success. 

Grold,  we  have  observed,  is  one  of  the  metals  most  commonly  met 
with.  There  are  few  soils  or  few  sands  that  do  not  contain  a  portion 
of  it ;  there  are  few  rivers  that  do  not  roll  along  a  certain  quantity. 
Gold  has  been  found  even  in  the  ashes  of  vegetables.  It  always  exists  m 
a  native  state ;  and  this  very  diffusion  of  its  particles  has  been  one  of  the 
greatest  obstacles  of  its  collection,  the  state  of  extreme  division  in  which 
it  most  generally  occurs  rendering  the  work  necessary  to  obtain  it  more 
costly  than  the  harvest  to  be  reaped.  When  met  with  in  mountain  rocks, 
its  most  common  vein-stone  is  quartz ;  but  we  have  seen  it  diffused  in 
granite,  as  on  the  road  from  Port  William  to  the  Strontian  mines  in 
Scodand,  and  in  Asia  Minor.  Granite  or  syenite  generally  form  the  axis 
of  the  mountain  chains  in  which  gold  occurs ;  but  the  veins  are  injected 
from  the  granitic  rocks  into  the  superincumbent  gneiss^  mica  schists, 
and  other  metamorphic  rocks. 

It  is  remarkable,  however,  that  if  the  mountain  rocks  are  purely 
primitive  or  of  igneous  origin — ^if  the  mass  is  masrive,  compact,  nomo- 
geneous,  and  without  fissures — it  will  not  be  found  to  contain  any  notable 
quantity  of  gold;  neither  will  sedimentary  rocks  that  have  not  been 
broke  up,  or  altered,  or  infiltrated  with  foreign  matters  by  igneous 
action,  be  found  to  contain  it  either.  It  is  upon  this  well-known  fact 
that  Sir  Roderick  Murchison  has  founded  what  he  calls  his  theory  of 
"  constants,"  employing  therein  a  useful  term  suggested  by  Mr.  Bab- 
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\m^.    Tfarou^avfc  Rosaia  in  Ewope,   for  eumple,  tlie  erat  of  ike 
euih  h&xkg  unbroken,  tnd  no  igMoas  rodts  lumng  pratraded,  the 
are  little  solidified,  and  are  everywhere  devoid  of  metallic  otet ;   but 
the  Und  Moantains  the  same  old  depodts — Silorian,  Devonian,  and 
boniferons — being  penetrated  by  eropdve  mater,  are  metamerpboae^ 
crystalised,  voned,  and  in  a  highly  metaUiferoos  state ;  partiedLsrly  am. 
their  eastern  flank,  where  eruptive  rocks  most  abonnd,  inclo^i^  prfcni^ie 
granite,  porphyry,  gveea-stone,  seqioitine,  &c 

One  of  Sir  Roderick   Marchison's    ^' constants '*  is^  that  goid    alao 
occurs  in  quantity  only  in  the  upper  part   of  vein-atones;  and    that 
when  the  latter  are  worked  downwards  they  become  gradnaliy  mucli  leoa 
auriferous^  in  which  respect  they  diflfer  from  aigentiferous  and  all  odier 
metalliferous  veins.     Thifl  more  or  less  saperfieial  development  of  g;old^ 
the  peculiar  qualities  of  the  metal  itself,  and  of  the  hard  quarts  veiiia  is 
which  it  is  chiefly  distributed,  explain  why  the  greater  portion  of  gdUi  is 
and  must  be  foimd  in  those  loose  materials  of  gravel,  shingle,  and  sandy 
which  cover  the  surfiiee  of  the  earth,  and  which  have,  aceiuxliiig  to  the 
same  authority,  resulted  firom  the  grinding  down  of  the  UxfpB  of  former 
mountains. 

This  auriferous  gravel  is,  indeed,  according  to  Sir  R.  MurdasoOy  in 
no  way  to  be  confounded  with  detritus  formed  by  present  atmospheric 
action;  but  is  the  result  of  aneient  powerful  afaraskm  of  the  suffiace  of 
the  rodcs,  particularly  when  mammoths  and  cAet  great  ex&ict  tmiinals 
were  destroyed.     Tms  view  of  the  case  is  illustrated  by  the  same  learned 
geologist,  l^  suTOwsing  that  ii^  instead  of  beii^  composed  of  dudk  and 
flints,  the  Herttordshire  and  Surrey  hills  had  been  crystaline,  palsose, 
and  eruptive  rocks,  the  gravel  of  Hampstead  and  Hyde  Park  would  be 
the  gold-finding  ground  of  the  metropofis ;  ^ihilst  tne  Thames  and  its 
mud  would  only  be  auriferous  where  ute  river  derived  small  portions  of 
gold  from  its  ancient  banks.     This  is  so  £Eur  true;  inasmoch  as  the  gravds 
alluded  to  come  directly  finom  the  detritus  of  the  hiMs  which  surround  the 
Londcm  basin,  while  tbie  detritus  of  the  Thames  is  in  main  part  derived 
from  more  recent  sources;  bat,  supposing  the  Hertfordshire  and  Surrey 
hills  to  be  auriferous,  there  is  no  more  reason  to  suppose  that  gM.  would 
not  be  exposed  by  the  action  of  existing  causes  of  abrasion,  than  there  is 
to  believe  that  the  CaHfomian  gold  washings,  occurring  for  the  most 
part  in  immediate  juxtaposition  with  the  metalliferous  rock-site,  do  not 
belong  to  abrasions  posterior  to,  as  well  as  contemporary  with,  the  epoch 
of  mammoths,  and  extending  down  to  our  own  times.     There  is  nothing 
whatsoever  in  geological  experience  to  lead  us  to  admit  as  a  '^  constant,'' 
that  whenever  gold  is  found  in  alluvial  detritus  that  it  must  have 
belonged  to  any  particular  aoolog^cal  [or  other  ^poch  in  the  history  of 
the  world.* 

Besides  positive  proofs  derived  from  sharks  sunk  into  the  solid  rock, 

*  The  flench  geologiBts  seem  to  have  only  one  opimoa  upon  this  point:— ^'Siir 
le  versant  occidental  de  la  Sieira  Nevada,  dans  la  nouveUe  Califomie,  la  roche 
aurifere  a  iii  desagreg^e  par  Taction  des  pluies,  du  solellet  de  ratmosph^re;  le 
quartz  s'y  est  d61it6,  et  les  grains  d'or  s'y  trouvent  fs^  lenr  lieu  natal,  sous 
toates  les  Ibrmes,  en  veinulea,  en  cristaox,  en  lames,"  Ac — '*De  L'Or;  de  son 
Stat  dans  la  Katoze,  de  son  Exploitation,  de  sa  Metallurgie  de  son  usage  et  de 
■on  Influence  en  Economie  Politique.  Far  M.  H.  Landiiii,  lag^ooeur  Civil  des 
Mines.    Paris.    1851." 
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ibe  dimiimtioii  of  gold  in  the  deeper  part  o£  the  ▼ein-stonefl  hag  also 
been  inferred,  from  the  £jEu:t  thai  all  the  great  lumpe  or  "  pepites "  of 
the  metal  haye  been  found  in  loose  gravd  or  aan^  and  never  in  the 
solid  rock.  This,  howeyer,  it  will  be  seen,  from  liie  most  superficial 
oonsideration,  may  haye  arisen  from  the  facility  presented  to  their  dis- 
covery by  the  new  circunstances  in  wbidi  they  were  placed.  Among 
the  most  remarkable  of  these  "  pepites "  are  tne  one  preserved  in  the 
museum  at  St.  Petersburgh,  which  weighs  QGlbe.  troy;  one  found  in 
North  Carolina,  in  1821,  weighed  two-thirds  less;  and  one  that  was 
stolen  from  the  museum  at  Madrid  weighed  66  Spanish  marics.  Pepites 
have  been  found  of  nearly  the  same  weight  as  the  latter  in  California; 
but  to  some  of  these  portioms  of  the  quarts  vein-stone  were  still  attached. 
The  diief  other  ''pepites"  known  to  mineralogists  come  from  South 
America,  the  Philippines,  the  Ural,  the  Altai,  Fai-ughlu  in  Africa,  and 
the  Rrver  Taschkuttarganka.  Two  ''  pepites,"  but  of  much  minor  im- 
portance, have  been  found  in  Cornwall.  There  is,  however,  almost  as 
little  reason  for  supposing  that  similar  or  heavier  masses  of  native  metal 
may  not  yet  be  found  tft  sUu^  as  there  is  that  they  may  not  be  met  with 
in  initure  gold  washings. 

A  strikmg  illustration,  however,  of  the  law,  that  gold  veins  prove  less 
and  less  productive  downward,  occurs  in  the  mine  of  Guadalupe  y  Cabo, 
in  Mexico^  where  vein-stones,  at  first  productive  in  gold,  gradually  became 
poorer  and  poorer,  and  in  the  deep  shafts  became  exclusively  argenti- 
ferousi  Such,  indeed,  has  been  the  loss  attending  deep  gold  mining, 
that  it  has  passed  into  a  proverb  with  the  Spaniards.  On  the  other 
hand,  the  auriferous  gravel  and  sand  of  the  Brazils  and  of  Chili  have 
kmg  afforded  good  and  profitable  results. 

The  vast  preponderance  of  gold  detritus  in  the  northern  hemisphere, 
and  the  large  proportion  of  it  in  Siberia,  the  produce  of  which  has  of  late 
years  exceeded  three  millions  and  a  half  sterling  per  annum,  or  more 
than  the  half  of  the  whole  produce  of  the  worid,  leads  to  the  surmise  that 
with  the  persistence  of  the  same  rocks  in  Central  Asia  and  Russian  and 
Engl^h  America  the  same  results  may  be  expected  to  follow ;  but,  as  in 
Siberia  and  other  countries,  in  special  and  limited  tracts  only.  The  same 
geological  conditions  prevail  in  the  Rocky  Mountains,  and  their  parallelfl 
throughout  North  and  South  America;  and  the  Sierra  Nevada  of  Cali« 
fomia  agree  in  mineral  structure  with  the  auriferous  rocks  of  Siberia, 
while,  as  an  isolated  tract,  the  auriferous  detritus  on  the  upper  affluents 
of  the  Sacramento  have  proved  richer  than  any  similarly  constituted 
tract ;  but  there  is  not  from  such  results  anything  like  good  reason  to 
deduce  that  the  same  regions  will  prove  equally  productive  throughout 
several  degrees  of  latitude  and  longitude.  Notwithstanding  the  exertions 
of  a  spirited  and  adventurous  people,  California  has  produced  little  more 
than  one  million  and  a  half  sterling  per  annum.  From  what  we  have 
seen  above,  little  ultimate  advantage  may  be  expected  from  the  intended 
works  to  be  carried  on  in  search  of  gold  in  the  same  locality  tit  n^.  It 
is,  further,  a  very  general  rule  in  mining,  that  the  richer  a  vein  is,  the  less 
likely  it  is  that  the  ore  will  be  diffused  throughout  a  lu^  mass  of  rock; 
and  this  has  been  assigned  as  another  reason  for  the  mferenoe  that  in 
California,  as  in  other  parts  of  America,  the  great  per-centage  of  gold 
will  be  confined  to  a  few  spots  only. 

As  a  frirther  proof  that  existing  causes  are  active  in  exposing  lorfiuse 
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gold,  we  may  mention  that,  at  a  meeting  of  the  American  Associatioa 
for  itte  Advancement  of  Science,  Professors  Rogers  and  Johnson  stated, 
as  the  result  of  their  ohservations,  that  at  the  surface  meteoric  influences 
have,  in  most  cases,  heen  at  work,  and  have  effected  such  a  decomposition 
and  segregation  that  there  the  gold  is  easily  obtained ;  but,  as  we  proceed 
lower  down,  beyond  the  influence  of  the  air,  we  find  the  gold  so  closely 
connected  with  other  minerals  that  its  separation  is  a  very  difficult  process, 
only  effected  after  much  labour  and  expense.  In  illustration  of  these 
facts,  the  same  gentlemen  stated  that  at  Gold  Hill  the  toll  at  the  mill  for 
grinding  is,  for  surface  ore,  twenty  cents ;  for  that  obtained  lower  down, 
thirty  cents  the  bushel.  It  is  found,  however,  that  if,  after  the  ore  has 
once  been  operated  on,  and  all  the  gold  possible  extracted,  it  is  exposed 
for  a  few  months  to  atmospheric  influences,  as  much  gold  can  then  be 
obtained  &om  a  bushel  of  ore  as  at  first.* 

Taking  into  view  that  the  rocks  composing  the  framework  of  Australia, 
as  described  by  Count  Strzelecki,  are  similar  to  what  are  met  with  in 
known  auriferous  regions,  it  was  surmised  some  years  back  that  gold 
would  be  found  to  prevail  in  certain  portions  of  that  great  continent. 
Such  has  proved  to  be  the  case,  and  specimens  of  gold  in  quartz  have 
reached  this  country  from  the  Blue  Mountains.  In  the  ridges  north  of 
Adelaide,  where  so  much  fine  copper  has  been  worked  out,  gold  has  also 
been  recently  discovered  to  be  plentiful  in  the  detritus  and  gravel  over 
upwards  of  300  square  miles.  It  is  obvious  that  the  same  reasoning  and 
expectations  would  apply  themselves  to  the  flanks  of  the  Himmalah,  the 
Taurus,  the  Persian,  and  Kurdistan  mountains,  and  many  other  Alpine 
or  sub-Alpine  ranges. 

The  etymology  of  the  word  "gold"  is  almost  unknown.  The  Celts  called 
the  most  valuable  and  the  longest  known  of  the  metals,  "gold," — whence 
our  word  and  the  German  "  Golde."  The  Goths  called  it  "  gull," — whence 
the  heraldic  term  guleSj  in  French  gtteule,  which  some  have  supposed 
erroneously  to  be  derived  from  the  Persian  "  guhl,"  a  rose.  The  French, 
Italians,  and  Spaniards,  borrow  their  "or"  and  "oro"  from  the  Latin 
**  aurum ;"  but  as  the  Greeks  attributed  the  discoveiy  of  g^ld  to  HAIOS, 
the  sun, — the  same  as  the  "orus"  or  "horns'*  of  the  Egyptians, — it  is 
most  probable  these  latter  etymologies  are  derived  alike  from  the  ancient 
valley  of  the  Nile. 

The  Egyptians  washed  the  auriferous  sands  of  the  Nile  from  the  most 
remote  periods  of  antiquity.  Athenseus  and  St.  Gregory  of  Nazianzenus 
called  the  Nile  "  Chrysoroas,"  or  the  "  golden  stroam."  Abraham,  we  are 
told  in  Holy  Writ,  was  rich  in  gold ;  and  female  ornaments  were  also  made, 
in  the  time  of  the  patriarchs,  of  gold.  The  Jews  must  have  been,  in  their 
palmy  days,  in  possession  of  enormous  quantities  of  this  metal,  consider- 
ing the  many  tons  of  gold  that  were  spent  in  the  building  of  the  temple 
alone,  although  the  expression  "plenteous  as  stones"  (2  Chron.  i.  15) 
may  be  considered  as  hyperboIicaL  It  is,  however,  confirmed  by  the 
history  of  the  other  Asiatic  nations,  and  more  especially  of  the  Persians, 
that  the  period  referred  to  really  abounded  in  gold,  which  was  imported 
in  vast  masses  firom  Africa  and  the  Indies.  (Heeren  Ideen,  i.,  1.  37.) 
The  Queen  of  Sheba  brought  with  her  from  Arabia  Felix,  among  other 


•  The  importance  of  sifting  the  gold  washings  of  former  miners  wiU  be  at  once 
apparent  fh)m  this  ftct. 
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presents,  120  talents  of  gold.  All  antiquity  speaks  of  the  sold  of  Ophir, 
of  Hadramaut^  and  of  the  country  of  the  Sabaeans.  Hero£>tu8  also  tells 
us  thaty  at  the  same  remote  periods,  India  abounded  in  gold.  This  gold, 
the  father  of  history  tells  us,  was  heaped  up  with  sand  on  the  desert  by 
ants,  <'  in  size  somewhat  less,  indeed,  than  dogs,  but  larger  than  foxes."* 
The  Ethiopian  territory,  which  <<  reaches  beyond  the  extreme  part  of  the 
habitable  world,"  Herodotus  also  tells  us,  produced  much  gold.  So  also 
in  the  north  of  Europe,  he  said,  there  was  evidently  a  very  great  quantity 
of  gold,  "  but  how  procured  I  am  unable  to  say  with  certainty ;  though 
it  is  said  that  the  Arimaspians,  a  one-eyed  people,  steal  it  from  the 
griflfins."  But  Herodotus  adds,  "  Neither  do  I  believe  this,  that  men 
are  bom  with  one  eye,  and  yet  in  other  respects  resemble  the  rest  of 
mankind.'* 

The  Phoenician  Cadmus,  among  other  benefits  attributed  to  him  by 
the  Greeks,  is  said  to  have  introduced  the  art  of  working  in  gold,  and  to 
have  obtained  the  metal  itself  from  Mount  Pangseus,  in  Thrace.  The 
Thasians  obtained  in  the  time  of  Darius  from  two  to  three  hundred 
talents  firom  the  sold  mines  of  Scapte  Hyle,  and  of  the  continent.  When 
the  Phoenicians  first  navigated  the  Columns  of  Hercules,  they  found  a 
semi-barbarous  people,  who,  however,  possessed  gold  and  silver.  In  fact, 
the  origin  of  gold  is  fairly  lost  in  the  mist  of  a  remote  antiquity.  It 
appears  to  have  been  known,  to  have  been  wrought,  and  to  have  been 
used  as  money  from  anti-historical  times. 

Within  stnctiy  historical  times  this  precious  metal  was  already  so 
abundant,  that,  if  we  are  to  believe  Herodotus,  the  King  of  the  Ethiopians 
exhibited  his  prisoners  to  the  ambassadors  of  Cambyses  fettered  with 
golden  chains.  Before  tiie  Exodus  the  Israelites  ''  borrowed"  jewels  of 
silver  and  jewels  of  gold  from  the  Egyptians.  Homer  makes  frequent 
siention  of  golden  statues  and  of  golden  shields,  and  cups,  and  plates, 
and  dishes.  Nothing  was  [more  common  in  antiquity  tnan  presents  of 
^Id  and  silver  objects.  The  magnificence  of  the  great  men  of  ancient 
times  was  in  this  respect  more  particularly  shown  in  their  offerings  made 
to  their  gods,  their  temples,  and  their  oracles.  , 

Sardanapalus  is  described  by  Athenseus  as  having  placed  150  golden 
beds,  and  as  many  tables  of  the  same  metal,  on  his  nmeral  pile,  besides 
gold  and  silver  vases  and  ornaments  in  enormous  quantities,  and  purple 
and  many-coloured  raiments.  When  Nineveh  was  taken,  it  contained, 
according  to  some  absurd  traditions,  26,000,000/.  sterling  in  gold.  The 
spoiler  might  well  have  exclaimed,  ^'  Take  ye  the  g^ld,  take  ye  the  fiiiver 
-—the  riches  of  Nineveh  are  inexhaustible — ^her  vases  and  precious  furni- 
ture are  infinite."  The  statue  of  solid  gold  raised  by  Nebuchadnezzar  in 
the  plain  of  Dura  was  threescore  cubits  high,  and  six  cubits  broad.  Hero- 
dotus and  Diodorus  describe  tiie  statues  of  this  metal  in  the  temple  of 
Belus,  at  Babylon.     The  base  of  the  table,  the  seat  of  the  throne,  and 

*  A  learned  geologist,  M.  Cordier,  has  explained  the  text  of  Herodotus  by  sup- 
posing, what  is  very  natural,  that  the  mounds  raised  by  the  Termite  ant  may 
have  exposed  the  precious  metal;  but  the  difficulty  of  size,  **  larger  than  foxes," 
remained  the  same.  There  is  no  doubt  that  Herodotus  used  the  word  Mvpiailt 
an  ant;  and  Pliny  also  says  *< Formica;"  but  still  there  is  every  reason  to  believe 
that  the  historian  had  some  ant-eating  or  myrmecophagous  quadruped  in  view, 
probably  the  Pangolin  or  Manis  of  naturalists, — one  species  of  which  inhabits 
India,  another  Africa,  another  Java. 
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an'  altar  on  which  sacrifiGes  were  offered,  were  all  of  the  purest  gold. 
Xerxes  carried  away  the  golden  statue  of  the  god,  twelve  cubits  in  height, 
which  his  father  Darius  had  not  ventured  to  seize.  According  to  Dio- 
dorus,  the  value  of  the  gold  taken  from  the  temple  of  Belus  alone  hy 
Xerxes  amounted  to  above  7350  Attic  talents,  or  21,000,000/.  sterling 
money! 

The  Assyrians,  Layard  has  ascertained,  were  no  less  celebrated  for 
their  skill  in  working  metals  than  for  their  embroideries.    Their  mountains 
furnished-  most  of  the  metals ;  and  amongst  the  objects  of  tribute  enu- 
merated in  the  statistical  tablet  of  Kamak,  iron  is  mentioned,  as  brought 
to  the  Egyptians  almost  exclusively  by  the  inhabitants,  either  of  Assyria 
Proper,  or  of  the  countries  immediately  adjacent,  by  the  Tahai,  the 
Rutennu,  and  the  Asi.    The  same  nations,  particularly  the  Tahai,  offered 
gold  and  silver  and  other  metals.     These  metals  were  not  only  brought 
in  the  rough  state,  or,  if  gold  and  silver,  in  rings,  but  even  manu&ctured 
into  vases  of  beautiful  form.     Mr.  Birch  mentions  the  offerings  of  vases 
of  gold  and  silver,  with  handles,  and  feet,  and  covers,  in  the  shape  oF 
animals,  such  as  the  bull  and  g^elle,  kneeling  Asiatics,  the  heads  of 
lions,  goats,  and  even  of  the  god  Baal.     The  tribute  obtained  by  the 
Egyptians  from  Naharaina,  or  Mesopotamia,  consisted  of  vases  of  gold, 
silver,  and  copper,  and  precious  stones;  and  vases  of  gold,  silver,  and 
brass,  were  the  presents  brought  by  the  Prince  of  Northern  Syria  to 
David. 

Gold,  Layard  has  also  ascertained,  was  used  by  the  Assyrians  in  their 
architectural  ornaments,  bricks  and  tiles  of  gold  and  silver  being  even 
placed  in  the  exterior  walls  of  their  palaces,  as  Herodotus  describes  the 
walls  of  Ecbatana  as  partly  plated  with  gold  and  silver. 

The  ancients  were  evidently  acquainted  with  the  art  of  casting  gold, 
as  it  was  thus  that  the  Crolden  Calf  was  manufactured ;  but  they  pre- 
ferred the  hammer,  as  we  see  in  the  instance  of  the  candlestick  which 
was  to  adorn  the  tabernacle,  and  which  it  was  expressly  enjoined  should 
be  ''  of  beaten  work.'*  Darius  had  also  a  statue  in  gold  wrought  by  the 
hanmier. 

The  art  of  gold  wire  drawing,  and  of  weaving  gold  thread,  or  spun 
gold,  was  equally  well  known  to  the  ancients.  When  the  helots  &- 
persed  themselves,  by  the  command  of  Pausanias,  over  the  camp  of  the 
Persians,  after  the  battie  of  Platssa,  they  found  tents  decked  with  gold 
and  silver,  and  couches  gilt,  and  plated  and  golden  bowls,  and  cups,  and 
other  drinking  vessels ;  they  also  found  sacks  in  the  waggons,  in  which 
were  discovered  gold  and  silver  caldrons,  and  from  the  bodies  that  lay 
dead  they  stripped  bracelets,  necklaces,  and  scymetars  of  gold.  The 
Iliad  abounds  in  rich  pictures  of  the  golden  armour  of  the  Asiatics,  who, 
in  this  respect,  surpassed  the  Greeks  in  luxury  and  magnificence.  Thus 
we  see  Glaucns  exchanging  his  own  arms  ^'  of  gold,  divinely  wrought," 
for  Diomed's  brass  arms  of  "mean  device ;"  but  nothing  can  give  a  more 
complete  idea  of  the  high  perfection  which  metallurgy  had  attained  in 
those  early  times,  than  the  description  given  of  the  wonderful  works  of 
Vulcan,  and  of  the  marvellous  shield  of  Achilles. 

^*  That  the  Assyrians  were,  at  a  very  early  period,  acquainted  with  the 
art  of  gilding,"  says  Layard,  '^is  proved  by  the  remains  of  very  thin 
gold  leaf,  found  not  only  m  the  ivories  and  on  bricks,  but  even  under  the 
great  throne  or  altar  in  the  north-west  palace,  where  it  must  have  been 
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deposited  daring  the  bciilding  of  the  edifice."    ('^  Nineveh  and  its  Be* 
mains/'  vol.  ii.,  p.  417.) 

The  arts  of  gilding  and  weaving  in  gold  were  equally  familiar  to  the 
Jews.  Thus,  die  altar  in  the  tabernacle  was  to  be  overlaid  with  pure 
gold,  '^  the  top  thereof,  and  the  sides  thereof  round  about,  and  the  horns 
thereof."  The  holy  garments  of  Aaron  were  of  gold  and  fine  linen* 
Ornaments  of  gold  were  as  common  in  the  time  of  the  patriaxdbs  as  in 
the  present  day.  Among  the  Jews,  men  and  women  alike  wore  gold  ear- 
rings. Thus,  the  servants  and  household  of  Jacob  gave  up  their  eanings 
with  the  strange  gods  which  were  in  their  hands.  Abraham's  servant 
propitiated  Rebekah  with  earrings  and  bracelets  of  gold.  The  brothers 
and  sisters  of  Job  gave  him  eveiy  man  a  piece  of  money,  and  every  one 
an  earring  or  ring  of  gold.* 

Gold  rings  are  celebrated  in  antiquity,  and  charms  were  not  unfre- 
quently  associated  with  them.  Such  were  the  rings  of  Jacob,  evidently 
looked  upon  as  amulets,  and  that  described  as  golden  by  Plato,  but  as 
brazen  by  Pliny,  which  rendered  its  possessor  invisible.  Talismanic  rings 
are  still  more  common  in  the  traditions  of  the  East.  The  use  of  rings  on 
the  fingers  dates  from  the  most  remote  antiquity.  Pharaoh  is  described 
in  Holy  Writ  as  taking  off  his  ring  from  his  hand,  and  patting  it  on 
Joseph's  hand.  Bings  were  worn  by  Greeks  and  Romans  alike,  but  on 
the  left  hand  only.  Such  rings  were  also  made  from  olden  times  to  con- 
tain  poison,  as  in  the  case  of  that  of  Demosthenes. 

Things,  like  men,  have  often  little  value,  except  by  the  position  which 
ihey  occupy.  Before  gold  and  silver  became  to  be  considered  as  the 
representatives  of  things,  they  were  applied  to  few  other  uses  than  the 
manufiacture  of  ornaments  and  of  various  objects  of  domestic  use.  It  is 
related  of  Amasis,  King  of  Egypt,  that  at  first  the  Egyptians  despised, 
and  held  him  in  no  great  estimation,  as  having  been  formeriy  a  private 
person,  and  of  no  illustrious  family ;  but  afterwards  he  concihated  them 
by  his  address,  without  any  arrogance.  He  had  an  infinite  number  of 
treasures,  among  which  was  a  golden  foot-pan,  in  which  Amasis  himself, 
and  all  his  guests,  were  accustomed  to  wash  their  fiset.  Having  then 
broken  this  in  pieces,  he  had  made  from  it  tiie  statue  of  a  god,  and 
placed  it  in  the  most  suitable  part  of  the  city;  but  the  Egyptians^ 
flocking  to  the  image,  paid  it  the  greatest  reverence.  But  AmaoB, 
informed  of  their  behaviour,  called  the  Egyptians  together,  and  explained 
the  matter  to  them,  saying  that  the  statue  was  made  of  the  foot-pan  in 
which  the  Egyptians  rormeriy  washed  their  feet  (Amasis  and  his  friends 
were  much  given  to  drinking,  and  Herodotus  adds  some  details  concern- 
ing the  use  of  the  golden  foot-pan  which  it  is  not  convenient  to  repeat 
here),  and  which  they  then  so  greatiy  reverenced  Now,  then,  he  pro« 
ceeded  to  say,  die  same  had  happened  to  him  as  to  the  fbot-pan;  for 
though  he  was  before  but  a  private  person,  yet  he  was  now  their  king. 
He  uerefore  required  them  to  honour  and  respect  him.  By  this  means 
he  won  over  the  Egyptians,  so  that  they  thought  fit  to  obey  him. 

When  gold  became  a  unity  of  comparison  of  the  value  of  exchanges,  it 

*  The  Hebrew  word  aaU  is  applied  to  any  kind  of  zing.  BJenoe^it  ffeequently 
happens,  in  our  translation  of  the  Bible,  that  the  word  eaixing  is  used  when  ring 
shnpl J  was  understood.  So  also  mth  the  word  jmscm,  which  denotes  an  eanings 
in  Gen.  xxxv.  4;  but^  in  Gen.  xxiv.  47,  Prov.  xL  22,  Isa.  liL  21,  signifies  a  nose- 
ring. 
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assumed  a  character  of  a  more  fixed  nature,  and  yet  as  variable  as  every* 
thing  that  is  of  human  origin.     The  Roman  poets  referred  the  firs^ 
coinage  to  the  period  when  Saturn  and  Janus  reigned  in  Italy.     Hero- 
dotus tells  us  that  the  Lydians  were  the  first  of  all  nations  that  intro* 
duced  the  **  Dane,"  and  the  art  of  coining  gold  and  silver.     It  is  oer^ 
tainly  remarkable  that  no  coin  has  yet  been  discovered  amongst  Ajssyriaa 
or  Egyptian  ruins ;  nor  is  there  in  the  sculptures  of  the  former  anything 
to  show  that  they  were  acquainted  with  coined  money,  as  appears  to  have 
been  the  case  with  the  Egyptians.     '^Metals,''  Layard  remarks,  '^ia 
their  rough  state,  pr  in  bars  or  rings,  may  have  been  passed  by  weight, 
or,  if  precious,  in  ring  ingots,  or  as  gold  dust,  in  exchange  for  merchan- 
dise, and  in  other  transactions,  but  not  as  stamped  coins  or  tokens."* 

Abimelech,  King  of  Gerar,  is  represented  in  the  Mosaic  record  aa 
^ving  to  the  patriarch  Abraham  a  thousand  pieces  of  silver.  Abraham 
purchased  the  "  field  of  Ephron,  and  the  cave  that  was  in  it,  for  400 
shakals  of  silver,  '^  current  money  with  the  merchant*'  Joseph  was  sold 
by  his  brethren  for  twenW  pieces  of  silver,  and  Benjamin  was  rewarded 
in  a  similar  manner.  Wnen  the  use  of  gold  and  silver  was  first  brought 
by  Abraham  firom  Egypt,  its  value  was  determined  by  weight,  as  we  see 
in  the  purchase  of  the  field  of  Ephron — ^as  is  still  done  in  Cliina,  in  some 
parts  of  Hindustan,  in  Abyssinia,  and  in  many  parts  of  Africa,  where 
gold  dust  is  an  exchangeable  commodity,  as  is  gold  itself  in  California. 
But  it  is  evident  that  a  change  took  place  among  the  Jews,  and  that  coins 
were  in  use  in  the  time  of  Jacob,  1730  years  before  Christ,  for  we  find 
the  patriarch  making  purchase  of  a  field  from  the  children  of  Hamor  for 
100  kasitahs  ("  lambs'*  in  the  vulgate),  or  100  pieces  of  money.  The 
generality  of  modem  biblical  commentators  are  satisfied  that  the  kasitah 
must  have  been  a  kind  of  money  having  the  impression  of  a  sheep  or 
lamb,  or  a  piece  of  money  bearing  some  stamp  or  mark  indicating  that 
it  was  of  the  value  of  a  sheep  or  lamb.  A  sujpposed  kasitah  is  figured 
in  Kitto's  *<  Cyclopaedia  of  Biblical  Literature. 

Shakals  and  talents  were  originally  expressive  of  a  certain  weight 
of  gold  or  silver,  but  they  auerwards  oecame  coins,  3000  shakals 
being  equal  to  one  talent.  The  practice  of  engraving  the  figure  of  unity 
of  exchange,  and  which  was  a  lamb  among  the  Hebrews,  an  ox  among 
the  Athenians,  and  sheep  and  cows  among  the  Romans,  was  common  to 
all  early  nations.     Maurice,  in  his  ^'  Antiquities  of  India,"  bears  testi- 

*  Since  writing  the  above,  Colonel  Bawlinson  has  laid  before  the  Asiatic  Sode^ 
a  memoir  on  the  terra  ootta  tablets  found  more  especially  in  Lower  Chaldaea, 
and  which  he  believed  were  used  as  a  circulating  medium.  The  smaller  cakes  he 
thought  corresponded  to  the  notes  of  hand  of  the  present  day,  the  tenor  of  the 
legends  being  apparency  an  acknowledgment  of  liabilify  by  private  parties  fivr 
certain  amounts  of  gold  and  silver;  but  Uie  more  formal  documents  seemed  to  be 
notes  issued  ^by  government  fat  the  convenience  of  circulation,  representing  a 
certain  value,  which  was  always  expressed  in  measures  of  weight,  of  gold  or 
silver,  and  redeemable  on  presentation  at  the  royal  treasury.  We  have  here,  l&en, 
a  system  of  artificial  currency,  almost  similar  to  the  banlong  systems  of  modem 
Burope,  prevalent  in  Babylonia  at  least  700  or  800  years  before  the  Christian  era  I 
These  tablets  farther  bear  the  names  of  the  kings  reigning  at  the  time  of  their 
issue;  and  the  precise  day  of  issue  in  such  a  month,  of  such  a  year  of  the  king's 
reign,  is  in  each  instance  attached  to  the  document.  The  kings  in  question  appear 
to  have  belonged  to  a  royal  and  independent  dynasty  in  Chaldasa  Ftoper,  inter- 
mediate between  the  Assyrian  kings  of  the  Khursabad  line  and  the  Babylonian 
house  of  Nabonasser. 
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monj  to  the  hxA  tihat  the  earliett  coins  were- stamped  with  the  figure  of 
an  ox  or  sheep.  In  the  British  Museum  there  is  a  specimen  of  the 
original  Roman  As,  the  surface  of  which  is  nearly  the  size  of  a  brick,  with 
the  figure  of  a  bull  stamped  upon  it.  Money  generally  was  called 
pecunkiy  from  pecus,  cattle.  Coins  bearing  the  unpression  of  a  cow  are 
still  in  cirenlation  in  the  south  of  Spain,  and  till  a  late  period  there 
existed  coins  called  agneUts  and  mouions  dHor  in  France,  and  many  re- 
member the  existence  of  tcus  de  six  livres  d  la  vcLche, 

The  first  Roman  comage  took  place,  according  to  Pliny,  in  the  reim 
of  Servius  Tullius,  about  600  years  B.C.;  but  it  was  not  until  Alexander 
of  Macedon  had  subdued  the  Persian  monarchy,  and  Julius  Caesar  had 
consolidated  the  Roman  Empire,  that  the  image  of  a  living  ruler  was  per- 
mitted to  be  stamped  on  the  coins.  Previous  to  that  period  heroes  and 
deities  alone  gave  currency  to  the  money  of  Imperial  Rome. 

There  is  every  reason  to  believe,  that,  as  in  the  East  the  bronze  and  gold 
rings  discovered  in  Ireland  were  used  by  the  inhabitants  as  circulating 
media ;  but  it  does  not  appear  that  the  ancient  Britons  had  a  coinage  of 
their  own  previously  to  the  descent  of  the  Romans.  The  accuracy  of  the 
commonly  received  text  of  Caesar  has  been  impugned  by  Mr.  Edward 
Hawkins,  in  an  interesting  article  in  the  ^'Numismatic  Chronicle"  (vol.  i. 
p.  13).  But  Mr.  Akerman  has  vindicated  its  correctness,  by  showing  in 
his  '*  Ancient  Coins  of  Cities  and  Princes,"  pp.  177-182,  that  the 
stamped  currency  of  the  Britons  dates  from  the  period  of  Caesar *s  inva- 
sion to  the  reign  of  Augustus,  when  Cunobeline  issued  a  number  of 
coins  of  a  sing^ar  variety  of  types,  some  of  which  are  evident  copies  of 
Roman  Denarii. 

The  quantity  of  pure  gold  or  sUver  contained  in  a  coin  is  called  its 
title.  This  title  is  generally  computed  by  the  carat.  Thus  a  given 
ma^s  of  gold  is  supposed  to  contain  twenty-four  parts  called  carats ;  if  the 
gold,  after  assay,  is  found  to  have  lost  one  grain  in  twenty-four,  it  is  gold 
of  twenty-three  carats  ;  if  two,  of  twenty-two  carats ;  and  so  oq — ^the 
carat  being  again  divided  into  thirty  seconds.  Nations  have  not,  unfor- 
tunately, admitted  a  common  title;  hence  the  purity,  the  weight,  and 
the  value  on  exchange  of  gold  have  all  to  be  taken  into  consideration  in 
comparing  the  gold  money  of  two  dififerent  countries. 

In  France,  gold  and  silver  coius  contain  as  nearly  as  possible  nine 
parts  of  pure  metal  to  one  of  alloy.  Thus,  pure  gold  being  expressed  by 
1000,  French  gold  coins  are  figured  by  900.  The  aguelet  was  worth 
990.  The  Austrian  ducat  figures  as  high  as  986;  and  the  Venetian 
— the  purest  of  all  money — enjoys  a  legal  title  of  1000.  The  English 
guinea  is  rated  at  917,  the  sovereign  the  same.  Among  the  most 
valuable  gold  coins  may  be  noticed  the  Bavarian  ducat,  986  ;  the  Bra- 
bant ducat,  980 ;  the  Maltese  sequin,  975  ;  the  fine  Danish  ducat,  979. 
The  ducats  of  almost  all  the  German  principalities  average  more  than 
the  French  and  English  gold.  The  ducat  of  George  I.  of  Hanover,  of 
1724,  is  nearly  pure,  being  99d.  The  Russian  ducat  is  priced  at  979. 
The  eagles  of  the  United-States  enjoy  a  real  title  of  917,  but  have  been 
reduoedby  the  mint  tariff  to  913. 

Gold  lias  thus  a  variable  value,  depending  upon  its  own  purity ;  and 
its  value  further  varies  with  the  rate  of  exchange  and  the  pnce  of  com- 
modities. Hence,  there  have  not  been  wanting  those  who  nave  not  only 
declaimed  against  its  employment  as  a  circulating  medium,  but  have 
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actually  oondemned  its  use,  aa  fcanght  with  evils.  Dt.  Timven  Twiaa;, 
in  his  '^View  of  the  Progress  of  Political  Eoonomj/'  gives  ciediib 
to  Antonio  SenEB — a  native  of  Coaenza,  in  Calabria,  whose  work  was 
dated  firom  the  ^'prison"  of  the  Vicaria  at  Na^^es,  in  1613 — to 
haye  been  the  first  to  combat  the  long-preyalent  ideas  that  sMUPUity 
of  gold  and  silver  lesulted  irom  the  OKchaage  being  high ;  and  abim* 
danoe^  horn  the  exchange  being  low,  or  in  fiikvour  of  a  given  plaoa. 
In  opposition  to  this  long^ieoeived  opinion,  Antonio  Sena  boldly  mun* 
tained  that  the  causes  which  will  produce  an  abundance  of  gold  and 
silver,  in  a  country  where  there  are  no  mines,  are  fertility  of  soU^ 
the  situation  of  the  country  itself  on  the  line  of  traffic  between 
other  states ;  the  abundance  of  clever  artisans,  to  which  he  justly  attci- 
botes  greater  results  than  to  the  fertility  of  the  soil ;  the  industrious, 
inventiye,  and  enterprising  character  of  the  people;  and  an  exteosive 
trade.  For  hwag  thus  the  originator  of  the  new  order  of  ideas  on  ques- 
tions of  eoononusil  science,  Antonio  Serra  suffered  the  not  uncommon, 
penalty  of  genius — neglect,  contempt,  and,  from  De  Santis — the  oracle  at 
that  time  of  the  Neapolitan  exchequer — ^persecution  and  imprisonment  I 

Antonio  Serra  also  exposed  the  inefficient  character  of  the  remedies 
usually  advocated,  and  which  we  have  seen  reproduced  in  France  during  the 
Califomian  panic; — such  as  proposed  prohibitions  against  the  exportation 
of  specie ;  ordinances  to  limit  the  rate  of  exchange ;  and  bounties  upon  the 
importation  of  foreigpn  money,  by  allowing  it  to  circulate  at  an  advanced 
nominal  rate.  The  fallacy  of  the  first,  and  most  common  idea,  he  illus- 
trated in  a  peculiarly  apt  manner, — ^by  a  reference  to  the  different  re- 
sults which  attended  the  different  policies  of  Naples  and  Venice.  Thus, 
at  Naples,  neither  foreign  nor  Neapolitan  money  was  allowed  to  be  ex- 
ported, under  a  penalty  of  treble  the  value  exported;  whereas,  firom 
Venice,  Venetian  money  to  any  amount  might  be  exported — and  'five 
millions  of  coin,  at  least,  were  annually  exported  to  the  Levant — ^yet 
Venice  had  her  coffers  full  of  specie,  whilst  the  Neapolitan  treasury  was 
drained  empty.  This  is  a  fact  which  ought  not  to  be  lost  upon  the 
present  generation. 

It  vras  finom  the  most  lamentable  ignorance  of  these  first  great  prin- 
ciples of  political  economy  that  Spain  reaped  disaster  instead  of  b^efit 
mm  the  digcovery  of  the  two  Indies,  and  the  pouring  of  the  wealth  of 
Mexico  and  Peru  into  her  lap.  Finding  herself  suddenly  rendered 
independent  of  all  other  countries  for  her  supply  of  the  precious  metals, 
Spain  conceived  that  the  maintenance  of  unlooked-for  and  unrivalled 
opulence  would  be  best  secured  by  closing  up  the  outlets  of  commerce, 
and  so  preventing  her  stores  of  gold  and  silver  from  leaving  the  country. 
Hence  exorbitant  duties  were  imposed  upon  the  importation  of  raw 
produce^  and  the  exportation  of  manufactured  articles ;  the  practice  of  an 
art  was  even  made  subject  to  a  license,  and  the  exereise  of  a  trade  became 
a  matter  of  privilege.  The  ruthless  expulsion  of  the  Jews  had  at  the 
same  time  driven  from  her  cities  a  most  important  body  of  cf^italists ;  a 
nerciless  persecution  of  the  Moors  had  deprived  her  of  the  services  of  the 
most  industrious  and  intelligent  portion  of  her  agricultural  population ; 
and  these,  added  to  the  disastrous  effect  of  the  prohibitive  system,  and 
the  financial  embarrassment  of  Charles  V.,  consequent  upon  his  insatiable 
thirst  for  territorial  aggrandisement,  soon  led  to  the  trade  with  the  Indies 
being  let  out  to  foreigners,  and  the  undeniable  birthright  of  his  subjedB, 
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the  yery  oommeroe  of  the  interior  of  Spain,  being  bartered  away  with.  Add 
to  all  tnis,  at  the  very  time  when  the  New  World  was  pouring  unprece- 
dented stores  of  specie  into  the  Spanish  treasury,  Charles  V.  was  reckless 
enough  to  haiard  the  overthiow  of  the  entire  system  of  commercial  credit, 
which  had  been  built  up  slowly  on  the  wise  aoministrations  of  the  banks 
of  Venice  and  Genoa»  by  inundating  his  Italian  domimons  with  a  flood  of 
base  coin.  The  disorder  consequent  on  such  immoral  expedients  was  not 
long  in  manifesting  itself;  and  the  eyils  that  resulted  from  the  erroneous 
ideas  entertained  by  Spain  in  political  economy,  and  the  disastrous  e£bots 
of  a  prohibitive  system  continued,  and  even  extended,  by  Philip  11.,  and 
thus  gradually  incorporated  with  the  laws  and  usages  of  the  Spaniftrds, 
whether  as  contrasted  with  the  contemporary  prosperity  that  attended 
a  yery  different  policy,  whereby  Venice,  Genoa,  and  Florence,  socoess- 
fully  opened  out  for  themselyes  a  way  to  power,  or  with  the  policy  pur- 
suea  in  our  days  by  Great  Britain  and  the  United  States,  must  always 
be  the  most  striking  historical  example  of  the  fiallacy  of  the  old  system  of 
ideas  of  the  all-importance  of  the  precious  metals,  and  of  a  protectionary 
or  prohibitive  system.* 

The  Duke  of  Sully  participated  in  the  popular  prejudices  of  his  age ; 
and  although  the  exports  to  Spain  secured  an  influx  of  gold  and  silver,  he 
did  not  he8it4ue  to  prohibit  the  exportation  of  specie  and  coin.  But 
while  the  free  exportation  of  com  and  other  produce  to  Spain  entailed  a 
continued  influx  of  the  precious  metals  into  France,  that  country  by  no 
means  absorbed  the  whole  of  the  Peninsular  riches.  It  has  been  calcu- 
lated by  Forbonnais,  in  his  ^'  Becherches  sur  les  Finances  de  France," 
that,  between  1492  and  1724,  one-half  of  the  gold  and  silver  which 
America  had  supplied  to  Europe  was  absorbed  by  the  Levant,  the  India, 
and  the  China  trade ;  and  Mr.  Jacob,  in  his  work  on  the  '*  Precious 
Metals,"  calculates  that,  during  the  eighteenth  century,  the  quantity  of 
gold  and  silver  which  was  converted  into  other  objects  than  coin  amounted 
to  two-thirds  of  that  which  was  lef^  in  Europe,  after  the  part  which  was 
conveyed  to  Asia  was  subtracted  from  the  total  produce  of  the  mines. 

In  England,  the  supporters  of  the  East  India  Company,  having  first 
successfully  impugned  the  ancient  notions,  they  also  began  gradually  to 
inculcate  more  enlarged  views  of  the  part  whid[i  the  precious  metals  ful- 
filled in  the  circle  of  commerce.     They  at  last  boldly  maintained  that 

*  "Les  EspagnolV*  says  MonteaqTueo,  **fomlldrent  les  mines,  crens^rent  les 
montagnes,  invent^rent  des  machines  pour  tirer  les  eaox,  briser  le  mineral  et  le 
seporer;  et,  comme  lis  se  jouaient  de  la  vie  des  Indiens,  ils  les  firent  travailler 
sans  management.  L'argent  doubla  bientot  en  Europe,  et  le  profit  diminua 
totqonrs  de  moitie  pour  I'Espagne,  qui  n'  avait  chaqne  ann^  que  la  mdme 
quantity  d'on  m^tal  qui  etoit  devenu  la  moitl6  moins  precieox." 

''After  the  acquisition  of  the  New  World,"  says  Mr.  W.  A.  Mackinnon,  in  his 
'^History  of  Civilisation,"  *'when  inmiense  riches,  found  in  Mexico,  Peru,  and 
other  pa^  of  America,  fell  under  Spanish  domination,  it  might  appear  probable 
that  an  extensive  middle  class  would  have  sprung  up.  Such,  however,  was  not 
the  case.  Pride  and  love  of  ease  prevented  exertion.  The  wealth  of  tiie  Indies 
poured  into  Spain  passed  rapidly  into  other  countries,  where  energy  and  oom- 
iTMwial  and  manufacturing  industry  were  fostered."  ''Tandis  que  TEurope 
s'eclairait  rapidement,"  says  the  Abb6  Baynal,  "  et  q'une  Industrie  nouYelle  snimait 
tous  les  peuples,  I'Espagne  tomboit  dans  Tinaction  et  la  barbarie."  A  fit  reprisal 
for  the  ferocious  bigotiy  and  avarice  shown  in  the  conquest  of  Spanish  America — 
a  conquest,  on  a  low  estimation,  effected  by  the  mnider  of  ten  millions  of  the 
spedes. 
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specie  was  notliiiig  but  a  commoditj,  and  that  its  circulation  should  be  as 
unrestricted  as  that  of  any  other  commodity.  The  success  of  the  company 
in  their  commercial  transactions  could  not  but  give  countenance  to  any 
doctrines  which  they  might  put  forth  on  die  subject  of  trade,  and  mer- 
chants unconnected  with  the  company  began  to  distrust  the  andent 
maxims  of  commerce,  and  to  lend  a  ready  ear  to  wider  and  more  compr&- 
hensiTe  views.  Thrae  new  ideas,  Mr.  MaocuUoch  observes,  ultimately 
made  their  way  into  the  House  of  Commons,  and,  in  1663,  the  statutei 
prohibiting  the  exportation  of  foreign  coin  and  bullion  were  repealed,  and 
full  liberty  given  to  the  East  India  Company,  and  to  private  traders,  to 
export  those  articles  in  unlimited  quantities.  Thus,  the  free  exportation 
of  bullion  having  been  permitted  by  parliament  ever  since  it  threw  open 
the  trade  to  India,  from  that  time  to  tiie  present  the  precious  metals  have 
been  looked  upon  in  this  country  in  the  light  of  commodities. 

But,  in  tile  place  of  the  old  prejudices  against  the  exportation  of  speoe, 
a  new  prejudice  against  the  importation  of  foreign  products  grew  up,  on 
the  ground  of  tiieir  discouraging  domestic  manufectures.  In  otiier  words, 
as  Dr.  Twiss  justly  remarks,  the  circle  of  incomplete  truths  was  revolv- 
ing ;  and  before  tiie  mercantile  system  had  as  yet  reached  its  zenith,  the 
dawn  of  the  protective  system  was  discernible.  Strange  tiiat  it  took  so 
long  a  time  to  correct  error  in  the  case  of  prohibition  to  exportation  of 
the  precious  metals — ^still  more  strange  that,  in  our  own  enlightened  days, 
the  principles  of  free  trade  should  be  only  partially  admitted ! 

The  g^eat  practical  result  of  the  conflict  of  ideas  in  the  seventeenth 
century  was  the  establishment  of  tiie  doctrine  that  gold  and  silver  were 
commodities,  and  were  not  exclusively  articles  of  wealth ;  but  tiie  question 
remained  still  undetermined — viz.,  under  what  conditions  a  comniodi^ 
like  the  precious  metals  became  the  measure  of  the  value  of  otiier  com- 
modities ?     In  £act,  what  were  the  constituent  elements  of  value  ? 

In  other  respects,  the  distance  was  still  very  great  which  separated  the 
seventeenth  from  the  nineteenth  century.  It  was  believed  that  the  pre- 
cious metals  passed  irom  one  country  to  another  as  money  for  the  pay- 
ment of  balances;  it  is  now  understood  that  they  are  transferred  as 
commodities,  according  as  their  market  value  rises  or  falls  in  different 
countries.  It  was  then  believed  that  you  could  sell  your  own  commodities 
to  foreign  nations  without  purchasing  any  of  their  goods;  it  is  now 
understood  that  every  nation  must  discharge  its  debts  with  the  produce  of 
its  own  soil  and  labour.  It  was  then  believed  tiiat  tiie  excess  of  the 
value  of  exports  over  imports  was  the  best  evidence  of  a  prosperous  com- 
merce with  other  nations ;  it  is  now  understood  tiiat  a  profitable  trade 
with  foreign  countries  is  shown  by  the  superior  value  of  the  goods  brought 
home  as  compared  with  tiie  commodities  sent  abroad.  It  was  then 
believed  that  gold  and  silver  were  the  most  profitable  articles  of  importa- 
tion ;  it  is  now  understood  that  it  is  immaterial  what  kinds  of  commodi- 
ties are  imported,  provided  they  are  of  equal  value.  It  was  then  believed 
that  the  gain  of  one  nation  was  the  loss  of  another ;  it  is  now  understood 
tiiat  ^*  an  exchange  of  equivalents  is  the  foundation  of  all  commerce, 
from  the  simple  barter  of  the  untutored  Indian,  to  the  most  complicated 
and  extensive  operations  of  the  London  merchant" 

Locke  looked  upon  the  value  of  money  in  use  as  conventional,  but  he 
also  considered  it  to  have  a  value  in  exchange,  determined  by  the  same 
considerations  as  that  of  other  commodities,  and  which  he  explained  as  the 
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proportion  wbich  the  quantity  in  the  market  bore  to  the  vent,— -or,  in  other 
woras,  the  proportion  of  the  supply  to  the  demancL  But  there  were  others, 
even  in  the  eighteenth  century — the  transition  period  in  Europe  in  respect 
to  the  science  of  wealth — ^who  regarded  money  as  a  purely  conventional 
thing — a  mere  system  of  tokens  or  counters  discharging  functions 
analogous  to  those  which  arbitrary  synibols  are  employed  to  fulfil  in 
mathematics — and  therefore  to  be  represented  by  anything  else-i-paper 
as  most  convenient.  Among  the  great  experimentalists  in  this  view 
of  the  subject  was  the  weU-known  John  Law ;  but  as  that  strange  but 
clever  man  was  ever  confounding  money  with  wealth,  and  credit  with 
capital,  all  his  various  experiments  met  with  uniform  failure,  and  were 
fiiuJly  succeeded  by  the  restoration  of  a  metallic  currency. 

The  notion  of  the  value  of  money  being  purely  conventional,  not  only 
paved  the  way  to  disastrous  banking  systems,  but  also  to  the  equally 
disastrous  exercise  of  the  prerogative  of  the  crown,  in  augmenting  and 
dimininishing  the  value  of  money  at  its  pleasure. 

The  issue  of  assignats,  in  1790,  is  another  remarkable  historical 
instance  of  the  disastrous  results  of  the  attempts  made  to  represent  wealtii 
by  paper-money.  A  combination  of  circumstances,  partly  commercial, 
parUy  political,  led,  a  few  years  afiterwards,  in  1797,  to  serious  embarrass- 
ments to  the  Bank  of  England.  The  promissory  notes  of  the  Bank  of 
England  had,  at  that  time,  for  more  than  a  century  formed  a  very  large 
proportion  of  the  circulating  credit  of  the  country.  These  notes,  being 
engagements  for  the  payment  on  demand  of  a  specific  sum  of  money,  from 
the  general  confidence  resulting  from  such  engagements  being  punctually 
fulfilled,  had  come  to  be  substituted  for  money  in  the  domestic  commerce  of 
the  country.  From  the  first  establishment  of  the  Bank,  in  1694,  down  to 
the  year  1797,  there  had  been  no  interruption  to  the  convertibiHty  of  its 
notes  into  money,  nor  had  the  state  ever  interposed  its  authority  to  pro- 
mote or  check  the  issue  and  circulation  of  them.  But  the  panic  of  1797 
obliged  the  Bank  to  have  recourse  to  the  interposition  of  government. 
This  interposition  led  to  the  issue  of  notes  representing  less  value  in 
money  than  what  had  been  previously  issued,  as  also  to  the  restriction  of 
cash  payments,  and  the  indemnification  of  the  directors  against  all  pro- 
ceedings. The  result  was,  that  in  the  year  1810  every  creditor,  to  whom 
the  law  (89  Geo.  III. )  had  secured  the  payment  of  a  pound  weight  of 
gold  for  every  46/.  I4s,  6d.  of  his  just  demand,  was  obliged  to  accept,  in 
niU  satisfeu^on,  about  10^  ounces,  or  not  more  than  seventeen  shillings 
in  the  pound. 

Notwithstanding  the  ability  with  which  Mr.  Huskisson,  Lord  King, 
Mr.  Ricardo,  and  a  few  other  distinguished  men  of  the  time  exposed  the 
real  state  of  things,  the  House  of  Commons  adopted  by  a  large  majority, 
in  the  following  year,  a  resolution  proposed  by  Mr.  Vansittart,  to  the 
effect  that  bank-notes  were  not  depreciated,  but  gold  enhanced  in  value  ! 

A  general  want  of  confidence  in  the  country  bank-paper,  led,  in  1814, 
to  a  scene  of  commercial  fiiilures  hr  more  disastrous  than  that  which  had 
been  witnessed  in  1793,  in  proportion  as  the  scale  of  transactions  upon 
credit  was  more  extensive.  Mr.  Macculloch  states,  that  in  1814,  1815, 
and  1816,  no  fewer  than  240  countiy  banks  stopped  payments,  and 
92  commissions  of  bankruptcy  were  issued  against  those  establishments. 
Upon  this  occasion  the  soundness  of  the  principles,  which  the  Report  of 
the  Bullion  Committee  advocated,  and  which  had  been  so  ably  enfbroed 
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by  Mr.  RicardOy  was  acknowledged  by  the  legislature,  in  its  adoption  d£ 
Mr.  Peel'8  Bill,  in  1619.  By  this  bill  (59  Geo.  IIL,  c  49>  the  xetam 
to  cash  payments,  on  the  part  of  the  Bank  of  England,  was  provided  for, 
according  to  a  graduatea  scale,  extending  oyer  three  years.  In.  con- 
sequence, the  notes  of  the  Bank  of  England  were  dechured,  in  1822,  to 
be  once  mare  convertible  into  gold,  at  the  rate  of  3/.  17s,  lO^dl  per 
ounce. 

The  same  year,  however,  the  government  thought  proper  ix}  aat&orifle 
the  circulation  of  the  country  small  notes  until  1833.     The  consequence 
was  veiy  soon  a  third  most  disastrous  result  of  a  redundant   paper  cur- 
rency.    In  1824  and  1825  a  speculative  frenay  once  more  pervaded  the 
country,  and  no  less  than  626  joint-stock  companies,  whose   piojects 
would  nave  required  a  capital  of  more  than  fif^y-five  millions,  "were  con- 
tracted for  in  England.     The  consequences  of  such  extravagance  are  weU 
known.     In  the  month  of  December  the  panic  commenced,   upon  the 
^Eulure  of  a  London  banking-house ;  and  the  tragedy  of  1793  waa  a  third 
time  repeated,  on  a  fiar  more  disastrous  scale  than  even  on  the  second 
occasion. 

The  measures  adopted  to  prevent  the  recurrence  of  such  dlaaatera  were 
of  a  veiy  inadequate  description,  until  the  pasnng  of  what  has  been 
termed  Sir  Robert  Peel's  Bank  Charter  Act  in  1844,  by  which  a  Jimi^ 
was  imposed  upon  the  bank  as  to  the  amount  of  notes    issued  upon 
securities,  such  an  amount  being  taken  as  would  keep  the  currency  at 
par  with  foreign  currencies,  according  to  past  experience.     It  combmed 
a  further  provision  for  an  expansion  of  the  currency,  to  suit  the  con- 
venience of  commerce,  upon  a  basb  which  should  preclude  the  depreda- 
tion of  the  same — namely,  by  allowing  an  unlimited  issue  of  notes  upon 
bullion.  These  appear  to  be  tne  distinguishing  features  of  Sir  Robert  PeeVs 
bill;  and  the  circumstance  of  no  monetary  panic  having  foUowed  upon 
the  railway  mania  of  1846,  speaks  so  for  £ftvourablY  of  its  operation; 
and  there  is  every  reason  to  beueve  that  it  has  made  the  difficulty  of  pro- 
curing money  recognised  sooner  than  heretofore,  and  that  it  will  thus 
act  most  beneficially  in  controlling  the  spirit  of  rash  speculation. 

If,  then,  such  sophisms  as  that  the  secret  of  foreign  commerce  con- 
sisted in  selling  to  foreigners  more  than  you  bought  from  them,  and 
that  the  produce  of  foreign  labour  cannot  be  admitted  into  the  home 
market  without  superseding  a  proportionate  quantity  of  domestic  labour, 
have  vanished  before  a  more  sound  politicsd  economy, — so  also  it  is 
probable,  that  after  the  experience  of  the  past,  we  shall  have  no  more 
redundancies  of  paper  money,  and  that  the  precious  metals  will  be  more 
and  more  looked  upon,  not  simply  as  the  equivalent,  in  certain  propor- 
tions, of  all  commodities,  but  also  as  themselves  a  commodity,  woicli 
have  been  procured  at  a  certain  cost. 

The  history  of  gold  and  silver,  comddered  as  precious  metals  or  as 
values  representative  of  transactions,  presents  three  great  periods  ia  the 
annals  oi  nations :  that  which  preceded  the  discovery  of  America ;  that 
which  embraces  the  period  between  the  discovery  of  the  New  World  and 
the  opening  of  the  mines  of  Russian  Siberia  and  California;  and  lastly,  that 
which  commences  at  the  point  so  newly  entered  upon,  and  whicn  is  as 
yet  only  speculation  as  to  the  future.  Montesquieu  was  of  opinion  that 
in  his  time  (the  commencement  of  the  eighteenth  century)  the  qoaatity 
of  precious  metab  in  circulation  was  to  mat  existed  before  the  ducoveiy 
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cf  America  as  32  Is  to  1 ;  that  is  to  say,  that  it  had  heen  reprodaced  five 
times.  But  in  supposing  that  in  1900  the  quantity  of  gold  and  silver 
would  hare  attained  in  oommeroe  sixty^four  times  what  it  was  in  ^ 
fifteenth  century,  the  author  of  the  '^  Esprit  des  Lois"  could  not  have 
-foreseen  the  riches  of  Cahfomia. 

Talcing  as  a  hasis  these  calculations  of  Montesquieu,  of  which  M. 
Landrin  says  the  experience  of  an  age  and  a  half  has  attested  the  accu- 
racy, the  latter  writer  has  drawn  up  uie  annexed  tahle  of  the  progresdTe 
increase  of  precious  metals : 
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SiLYza. 
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Total. 

Before  1500  

Millions. 
3,500 
9,600 
14,400 
19,200 
24,000 
28,000 
30,500 
47,500 

MiUions. 
675 
1,800 
2,700 
8,600 
4,500 
5,250 
6,300 
8,800 

Millions. 

225 

600 

900 

1,200 

1,500 

1,750 

2,100 

3,100 

Mflllons. 
900 

In  1550  

2,400 
3,600 
4,800 
6,000 
7.000 
8,400 
11,900 

„   1600  

„   1650  
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„   1700  

„   1750  

„    1800  

„    1850  
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The  quantiW  of  predous  metal  obtained  firom  1800  to  1850,  that  is 
in  the  last  half  century,  is  out  of  all  proportion  to  the  progress  made  in 
former  times.  This  is  owing  to  the  great  productiveness  of  the  mines  of 
the  Ural  and  Altai,  add  to  which  the  reign  of  the  Emperor  JNicholas  has 
been  distinguished  by  the  important  discovery  that  portions  of  the  great 
eastern  regions  of  Siberia  are  highly  auriferous.  A  few  years  ago,  only, 
this  distant  region  did  not  afford  a  third  part  of  the  gold  which  the  Ural 
produced,  but  by  recent  researches,  an  augmentation  so  rapid  and  so 
extraordinaiy  has  taken  place,  that  a  year  or  two  ago  the  eastern  Siberian 
tracts  yielded  considerably  upwards  of  2,250,000^  sterling,  raising  the 
gold  produce  of  the  Russian  Empire  to  near  3,000,000^  sterling.  (Mor- 
chison:  ^^Anniv.  Address  Hoy.  Geog.  Soc.,"  voL  xiv.,  1844.) 

£ut  the  salary  and  expense  attendant  iqK)n  workinfl;  mines  of  gold  and 
silver  have  increased  with  the  increase  of  the  production  of  g^ld,  and 
in  California  in  a  proportion  that  almost  makes  the  search  for  gold  a 
little  productive  branch  of  industnr.  If,  therefore,  the  same  quantity  of 
gold  will  in  our  days  produce  eight  times  less  com  or  other  commodities 
than  it  would  have  done  four  centuries  ago,  or,  in  other  words,  the  value 
of  the  preotoofl  metals  is  eight  times  less  than  what  it  was  400  years  ago, 
so,  also,  the  profit  upon  gold-washing  and  mining  is  in  our  time  anywhere 
dght  tunes  less  than  it  was  the. same  period  of  time  distant,  and  in  Cali- 
fornia more  than  twenty  times  less. 

From  what  we  have  before  explained  with  regard  to  the  constanthr-* 
diminishing  productiveness  of  gold  detritus  and  of  gold  veins,  as  the 
expense  of  gold  washing  and  gold  mining  always  goes  on  in  an  augment- 
ing ratio,  the  produce  of  the  mines  and  waslungs  keeps  as  steadily 
decreasing.  Montesquieu  said,  a  century  ago,  "  If  mines  are  ever  dis- 
covered so  productive  that  will  give  a  greater  profit,  the  more  they  are 
productive  we  sooner  will  that  productiveness  be  over."  ^'  This  sentence^" 
says  M.  Landrin,  "portrays  the  future  of  the  mines 'of  the  Ural,  of 
na,  and  of  Califomia." 
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Three  centuries  have  elapsed  nnce  the  mines  of  the  New  WoxM 
opened  a  new  era  in  the  history  of  the  commeraal  relations  of  civilised 
nations ;  there  are  hut  few  years  since  the  Russian  Empire  has  heeo. 
enriched  hy  the  discovery  of  vast  deposits  of  precious  metals.  In  our 
day  we  have  seen  the  Sierra  Nevada  become  suddenly  a  rich  and  pro- 
ductive mine.  But  circumstanced  as  CaJifomia  is,  every  grain  of  gold 
washed  by  the  emigrants  will,  at  the  onset,  go  to  those  whose  enterprise 
and  energy  shall  outstrip  others  in  supplying  California  promptly  aad 
cheaply  with  the  products  of  industrv  and  the  necessities  of  life. 

Considering  the  disasters  that  resulted  to  Spain  from  an  excess  of  gold 
wealth,  and  among  which  not  the  least  were,  as  in  Spanish  America,  the 
demoralisation  which  encouraged  idleness  and  vice,  it  has  been  asked, 
will  the  strength  of  the  autocratic  principle  preserve  Russia  from  a 
similar  catastrophe  ? 

The  analogy  between  a  state  where  out  of  twenty  millions  of  indi- 
viduals eighteen  millions  belong  to  the  crown  or  to  the  great  vassals,  and 
Spain,  under  its  very  Catholic  kings,  is  no  doubt  imperfect ;  but  there 
are  still  some  features  of  resemblance  between  two  nations  that  occupy 
the  two  extremes  of  Europe. 

The  Tsar  endeavoured  at  first  to  seize  upon  the  gold  washings  of 
Siberia,  and  to  hold  the  monopoly  of  the  same.  It  was  a  high  political 
idea,  which  would  have  retarded  the  emancipation  of  the  Slavonians  for 
more  than  a  century,  and  would  have  affected  the  liberties  of  Europe  at 
large.  It  may,  indeed,  be  readily  conceived  what  power  would  have  been 
thus  acquired  by  the  Tsar,  in  an  age  when  war  is  only  a  question  of 
wealth.  By  some  providential  chance  the  crown  gave  up  the  most 
productive  mines  to  individual  enterprise,  reserving  to  itself  only  those 
of  the  Ural. 

The  produce  of  the  gold  sands  and  shingle  thus  fell  to  the  domain  of 
the  public :  in  that  lies  the  danger  for  the  future.  Industry  and  com- 
merce are  not  represented  in  Russia  by  more  than  100,000  individuals ; 
which  is  as  much  as  to  say  that  both  the  one  and  the  other  are  very  little 
developed.  In  this  point  there  is  a  great  feature  of  resemblance  with 
Spain  in  the  time  of  Isabella  the  Catholic.  But  the  Tsar  has  no  motives 
for  driving  out  of  the  country  the  industrious  classes,  as  they  were  per- 
secuted in,  and  expelled  from  the  Peninsula  by  religious  fanaticism. 
The  question,  which  is  at  present  waiting  a  solution  in  the  north  of 
the  Old  World,  is,  however,  open  to  controversy ;.  it  will  require  all  the 
sagacity  of  the  monarch,  and  the  strength  of  tiie  institutions  of  the 
country,  to  preserve  the  latter  in  a  state  of  permanent  security. 

Gold  is  tne  creator  of  luxury,  and  luxury  has  two  different  phases :  it 
increases  national  wealth  when  it  encourages  the  demand  for  the  pro- 
ductions of  art  and  industry ;  it  destroys  empires  when  it  is  exalt^  to 
the  neglect  or  the  contempt  of  either. 

In  this  country,  where  there  are  no  gold  mines,  at  least  of  any  national 
importance,  and  coal,  and  iron,  and  lime  constitute  the  chidT  mineral 
wealth,  art  and  industry  are  generally  made  the  means,  but  not  simple 
and  undivided,  of  acquiring  gold.  Such  is  the  enterprising  spirit  of  the 
people,  that  even  when  gold  wealth  is  acquired,  it  is  mvested  in  land,  in 
buildings,  in  railroads,  and  in  a  hundred  other  ways,  all  more  or  less 
beneficial  to  thcf  countij  at  large.  Thus  little  is  hoarded — ^nothing  stands 
still  or  is  stagnant.     When  there  are  not  investments  at  home,  tibey  are 
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flooght  for  aliroacL  But  thb  wealth  is,  in  the  majoril^  of  cases,  ahnost 
invariably  the  result  of  science,  skiU,  perseverance,  ana  untiring  assiduilj 
in  the  various  pursuits  in  which  learning  and  industry  are  apphed.  It  is 
a  phenomenon  almost  without  a  parallel  in  the  history  of  legblation,  that 
in  this  country  these  very  sources  of  national  wealth  should  be  taxed. 
Such  a  mistaken  proceeding  is  not  merely  inquisitorial,  it  is  demoralising, 
and,  if  persisted  in,  may,  by  inducing  idleness  and  indifference,  produce 
as  great  disasters  as  were  entailed  by  an  excess  of  gold-wealth.  While 
actual  property,  territorial  wealth,  gold-wealth,  or  any  other  kind  of  real 
and  tangible  property  have,  in  most  countries,  been  made  to  contribute 
to  the  just  exigencies  of  the  state,  the  flagrantly  ingenious  device  has 
been  hit  upon  in  this  country  of  impeding  the  creation  or  production  of 
wealth  itself,  by  taxing  the  industry  of  the  producer.  The  income-tax 
operates,  in  one  of  its  branches,  peculiarly  in  tnis  manner.  The  more  the 
lawyer,  the  physician,  the  literary  man,  or  the  artist,  taxes  his  brains, 
works  his  body,  or  toils  in  the  difficult  path  to  success,  the  more  he  is  ex- 
pected to  contribute  towards  the  maintenance  of  the  state.  Legislation 
does  not  even  wait  till  the  wished-for  wealth  is  grasped ;  it  seizes  it  on  the 
wing ;  claims  its  share  ere  it  is  ahnost  earned,  and  thus  puts  a  positive 
prohibition  upon  industry  or  the  accumulation  of  wealth  of  any  description. 
The  Avanias  of  the  Turks  are  not  more  disastrous  in  their  operation 
than  laws  which  encourage  idleness,  ignorance,  and  deceit. 

When  Sir  Robert  Peel  introduced  the  income-tax  into  this  coun* 
try  in  1842,  he  did  so  for  a  limited  period,  expressly  declaring 
that  it  was  to  enable  him  to  deal  with  other  portions  of  the  finan- 
cial sjTstem  of  the  country  in  a  mode  which  ne  hoped  would  raise 
the  revenue  to  an  equality  with  the  expenditure;  and  he  pledged 
himself  that  at  the  expiration  of  that  period  the  income-tax  should 
cease.  *'  Without  that  pledge,"  Lord  Stanley  observed  upon  a  late  occa- 
sion, when  he  exposed  m  clear  and  vigorous  language  what  his  policy 
wocdd  be  if  callea  upon  to  head  the  administration,  ^'  there  is  not  a  man 
living  who  believes  that  the  House  of  Conamons,  in  1842,  would  have 
consented  to  the  imposition  for  an  hour  of  a  tax  which  has  always  been 
held  to  be  the  resource  in  time  of  war,  which  has  always  been  depre- 
cated in  time  of  peace,  and  which,  take  it  as  you  will — levy  it  as  you 
please — must  be  full  of  anomalies  and  inconvenience,  pressing  variously 
upon  different  classes  of  the  community  with  a  complicated  injustice  that 
no  modification  can  altogether  remove." 

The  year  1848,  when  the  renewal  of  the  income-tax  was  proposed,  was 
a  period  of  the  deepest  distress,  following  immediately  upon  the  disastrous 
year  1847 ;  and  it  was  absolutely  necessary  to  continue  the  burden  to 
maintain  the  credit  of  the  country.  But  we  have  now  arrived  at  a  very 
different  state  of  things.  We  have  general  prosperity  in  the  country, 
likely  to  be  increased  by  an  unusual  influx  of  visitors;  we  have  a  surplus 
ef  two  millions  and  a  half,  wrung  in  part  from  the  hard  earnings  of  the  in- 
dustrious professional  classes,  and  it  cannot  be  expected  that  any  govern- 
ment will  meet  with  the  support  of  the  most  intelligent  and  mfluential 
classes  of  the  community,  that  does  not  do  its  best  to  modify  or  abolish 
this  most  obnoxious  and  unjust  impost. 

To  retiun,  however,  to  the  subject  of  gold  as  a  representative  of 
national  and  individual  wealth,  it  must  by  no  means  be  supposed  that  the 
rich  auriferous  deposits  of  the  Ural  and  of  Siberian  Russia,  or  those  re- 


454  GokL 

OBQtly  disoovered  in  Calilbnna,  where  they  seemed  to  he  awuting  the 
arrival  of  a  new,  active,  and  induatrious  race  of  people,  oonstitate  the  last 
that  may  be  expected  of  the  mineral  xesouxtses  of  the  globe.  On  the 
flanks  of  the  moantains>  amid  the  nnezplored  detritus  at  their  fiset^  and 
along  the  beds  <^  their  mountain  torrents,  throughout  vast  portions  of  the 
earth,  as  yet  untrod  by  science  or  common  inteUigenoe,  wnerever  a  gra- 
nitic, and  still  more  especially  a  syenitic  axb  has  opened  its  way  through 
broken  up  and  dislocated  metamorphic  rocks,  more  especially  gneiss  sind 
mica  schist,  gold  may  be  sought  for  with  eveiy  chance  of  success.  It  is 
certain  that  gold  was  onoe  brought  from  the  ix^^rior  of  A&ica,  finom  spots 
the  very  position  of  which  are  lost  to  geographers,  but  which  may  be  con- 
nected with  that  great  chain  which  recent  discoveries  have  shown  to  exist, 
with  snow-clad  summits  and  active  volcanoes  in  South-Eastem  Africa. 
The  search  for  the  sources  of  the  Nile  may  thus  not  be  attended  with  re- 
sults of  mere  interest  to  the  geog^pher,  the  historian,  or  the  man  of 
science.  Again,  the  sources  whence  the  Assyrians,  and  Babylonians,  and 
Persians  of  old  obtained  their  great  supplies  of  precious  metals^  are  un- 
known to  us  in  the  present  day.  The  rapid  journeys  of  the  few  geogra- 
phers and  geologists  who  have  traversed,  rather  than  explor^  the 
Taurus  and  the  Kurdistan  mountains,  left  no  opportunities  for  the  care- 
ful sifting  of  the  river  and  rock  detritus  necessary  to  recover  the  site  of 
these  long-lost  treasures.  Sir  Roderick  Murchison,  considering  ihe  vast 
extent  of  districts  already  ascertained  to  be  auriferous  in  Russian  Siberia, 
has  suggested  that  the  Celestial  Empire,  which  has  only  just  now 
been  partially  opened  out  to  European  enterprise,  may  veiy  probably 
prove  to  be  another  golden  region  l^e  Siberia.  In  our  own  Hindustan, 
auriferous  veins  and  deposits  have  been  met  with  at  various  points^  and 
their  further  and  more  scientific  exploration  was  urged  by  the  late  Cap- 
tain Newbold. 

^'  How  are  we,"  to  use  the  words  of  the  geologist  just  quoted,  ^'  to 
limit  our  anticipations  of  the  augmentation  of  gold  produce,  when  it  is  a 
&ct,  that  withm  the  last  few  years  only,  a  tenth  portion  of  the  earth's 
surfeice  has  been,  for  the  first  time,  made  known  to  us  as  in  many  parts 
auriferaWy  and  when,  from  one  portion  of  it  only,  Europe  is  already  sup- 
plied  with  so  very  large  an  amount  of  her  chief  circulating  meoium? 
Well  may  political  eecmomists  and  politicians  now  b^  for  knowledge  at 
the  hands  of  the  physical  geographer  and  geologist,  and  leam  from  them 
the  secret  on  which  the  public  faith  of  empires  may  depend."  It  would, 
indeed,  be  well  if  our  own  government,  so  deeply  interested  as  it  is  in 
this  great  question,  were  to  stimulate  reward  and  encourage  research, 
which,  if  directed  with  proper  scientific  information,  whether  in  Africa, 
Australia,  or  Asia,  could  scarcely  £Bdl  of  success.  Clidna,  and  many  other 
littie  known  nations,  might  by  such  researches  be  put  in  a  few  years  in 
the  way  of  having  not  only  tea  and  other  natural  products,  but  abun- 
dance of  gold  and  other  precious  metals  to  exchange  for  our  manu&c- 
tures. 
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BORROW  AND  LAVENGRO. 

[The  following'  remarks  on  "  Lavengro,"  though  differing  materially  ftom  the 
oonclnaiona  arrived  at  in  our  notice  of  laat  month  respecting  certain  portians 
of  that  eztraordinaiy  work,  are  given  in  justice  to  Mr.  Banov,  hecause  the 
writer  has  had  opportunities  which  neither  we,  nor  any  other  of  our  critical 
brethren,  could  eigoy,  of  testing  the  truthfulness  of  Mr.  Borrow's  statements; 
while  he  is  able,  from  personal  knowledge,  to  vouch  for  the  wonderftd  extent  of 
scholarship  possessed  by  the  "  Word-Master."— Bd.  N.  3f.  3f.] 

It  is  a  responsible,  and  oflben  difficult  task,  to  review  the  works  of  a 
truly  original  writer.  What  single  hand,  indeed,  can  point  out  those 
numerous  merits  which  many  readers  only  can  discover  ?  He  who  reads 
a  book  to-day,  and  forms  his  opinion  of  it  as  he  goes  along,  may  find 
afterwards  that  he  has  received  an  impression,  the  details  of  which  shift 
about  in  his  mind,  and  as  time  wears  on  settle  down  with  more  force  and 
symmetry  than  at  first.  Such  is  the  moving  impression  which  the  perusal 
of  ^^Lavengro"  must  leave  on  many  minds;  the  reader  will  be  amused 
and  fascinated  as  he  proceeds,  asking  himself  can  this  hav^  happened, 
and  replying  affirmatively  or  not,  according  to  his  knowledge  of  the 
author's  high  and  adventurous  character — according  to  his  knowledge  of 
the  gifted  and  great  among  mankind.  Most  r^ers  will  agree  that 
every  sketch  is  lightly  touched,  and  with  a  master*s  hand — one  who  could 
deal  with  weightier  matters  than  the  autobiography  of  a  boy;  yet  the 
youthful  career  has  many  charms,  especially  that  of  the  scholar — not  of 
the  young  Etonian  or  Cantab,  but  of  the  boy-man,  who  carves  out  his 
own  way  to  a  familiarity  with  the  languages  of  the  world.  Thus  his 
tutor  wrote  of  him  at  a  period  when  the  career  depicted  in  these  volumes 
must  have  been  wound  up :  '^  A  Norwich  young  man  is  construing  with 
me  Schiller's  ^  Wilhelm  Tell,*  with  the  view  of  translating  it  for  the  press. 
His  name  is  George  Henry  Borrow,  and  he  has  leamt  German  with 
extraordinary  rapidity ;  indeed,  he  has  the  gift  of  tongues,  and  though 
not  yet  eighteen,  understands  twelve  languages — English,  Welsh,  Erae, 
Lalin,  Greek,  Hebrew,  German,  Danish,  French,  Italian,  Spanish,  Ad 
Portuguese."* 

May  we  not  then  regard  this  beautiftdly  described  dream  of  study  and 
adventure  as  a  grand  philological  poem,  intended  to  ^ve  people  an 
insight  into  the  inysteiies  of  language  and  race ;  at  the  same  time  to  point 
out  in  a  light  and  agreeahle  manner  the  follies  and  superstitions  of  the 
age  ?  Some  who  know  the  profound  acquirements  of  the  author  will 
deem  this  work  too  light ;  but  it  is  possessed  of  a  lightness  which  makes 
a  lasting  impression.  Many  have  already  perused  ^'  Lavengro,"  but  who 
can  forget  its  scenes  ?  The  art  to  amuse  without  fetiguing  is  not  the 
property  of  many,  and  still  fewer  can  practise  it,  and  yet  fix  a  vivid 
oudine  of  every  sketch  on  the  memory  of  others.  This  art,  Borrow,  for 
one,  possesses,  and  in  using  it  makes  no  concession  to  the  public  demand 
for  li^ht  literature,  but  asserts  his  unrivalled  skill  in  writing.  The  events 
of  this  youthful  biography  are  often,  though  not  always,  uncommon,  and 
are  described  with  uie  unaffected  ease  of  one  who  has  more  to  say  than 
has  yet  met  the  eye.  What  more  ?  It  comes  at  last,  and  when  least 
expected ;  comes  in  a  word,  which,  like  a  drop  of  life-blood,  incarnadines 
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all  that  has  preceded,  aad  changes  the  aspect  of  ihe  entire  picture.     This 
it  is  which  is  remembered  after  the  book  is  set  aside ;  for  mstanoe,  what 
is  there  in  that  little  story  about  the  Jew  pedlar  and  the  infant  scholar — 
the  man  who  cringes  and  chatters  about  tne  moral  destiny  of  that  infimt 
—the  prophet's  cmld — ^whom  he  sees  tracing  characters  on  the  sand  ?     It 
is  amusingly  told ;  but  just  as  the  reader  is  preparing  to  pass  on  to  the 
next  anecdote  he  is  arrested,  as  if  he  had  beheld  a  vision ;  the  wordb 
^  holy  letters"  strike  his  eye.     And  now  shines  forth  Sorrow's  power  of 
wielung  what  Schiller  calls  the  divine  idea  ;  the  native  art  of  genius ; 
the  skill  which  g^lds  the  waters.     The  boy  knew  nothing  of  letters,  holj 
or  profane;  he  was  a  babe;  but  he  had  the  '^  Word- Master's"  place  in 
the  Future,  and  his  destiny  was  in  a  learned  sense  apostolic.     He  was  to 
be  the  first  messenger  of  truth  to  the  wandering  people,  and  over  this 
foreshadowed  destiny  shine  those  ^'  holy  letters'*  the  instant  they  strike 
the  eye.     Then  the  little  sketch,  so  light  and  amusing,  suddenly  has  a 
meaning ;  it  is  as  if  Michael  Angelo  had  drawn  it  on  the  wall ;  it  cannot 
be  rubbed  out.     The  mind  retraces  its  way  across  it —  a  Jew  pronounced 
the  prophetic  words ;  and  who  could  have  uttered  them  with  effect  but  a 
Jew  ?  and  how  they  seemed  to  stick  in  his  teeth  like  ashes,  as  he  grinned 
and  chattered  about  "  holy  letters !" 

But  this  is  not  the  way  in  which  every  reader  will  peruse  and  translate 
the  thoughtful  writings  of  Borrow  into  his  own  perceptions.  If  he  be  of 
a  pure  Anglo-Saxon  stock,  it  is  more  than  probable  he  will  not  under- 
stand them.  If,  however,  a  portion  of  Celtic,  but,  above  all,  (xothic^ 
blood  flows  in  his  veins,  he  will  allow  the  truth  of  the  criticism.  All, 
however,  that  need  be  insisted  on  is,  that  this  spirited  book  deserves  dis- 
cussion, not  of  the  grinning  and  chattering  sort,  such  as  the  unconscious 
pedlar  might  utter,  but  of  a  high  order,  and  worthy  of  those  who  appre- 
ciate the  strength  of  its  light  structure. 

Apply  the  like  canons  of  criticism  to  many  other  choicest  pictures  in 
the  volumes ;  above  all,  to  the  almost  magnetic  vision  of  the  circuitous 
way  to  the  Transfiguration,  the  picture  of  the  world,  seen  so  spiritually, 
defcribed  so  ardenUy  by  the  noble-hearted  brother.  Apply  them,  also,  to 
that  Raphael-like  picture  of  that  same  brother  in  the  nurse's  arms,  to  the 
child  of  such  transcendant  beauty  that. the  stranger  stopped  to  gaze; 
apply  them,  if  you  so  incline,  to  many  other  scenes  which  you  are 
carried  through  in  fascination.  When  tired  of  analysing  these,  look  at 
the  quiet  descriptions  of  the  wealthy  squire,  with  his  fine  park  and  man- 
sion, his  livery  servants,  his  well-served  table,  and,  above  all,  his  literaiy 
reputation.  He  was  the  most  wretched  of  men ;  and  why?  Because  he 
possessed  genius  without  the  necessity  to  make  a  struggle.  Genius  is 
attended  with  excessive  sensibility  of  mind  and  body ;  and,  when  reared 
in  captivity — ^for  such  it  is  when  the  vaster  energies  of  our  nature  are 
paralysed  by  riches  and  cut  off  from  the  struggle  of  life — ^melancholy  is 
the  sure  result  How  well  is  the  lurking  Nemesis  brought  out  in  this 
character !  The  reader  does  not  look  back  at  the  park  and  mansion,  nor 
at  the  man  of  fame ;  he  looks  back  with  Borrow  at  the  gifted,  the  soli- 
tary man  touching  his  own  gate  to  once  more  avert  some  evil  chance. 

Again,  look  at  the  well-drawn  character  of  the  Methodist  preacher, 
which,  save  and  except  the  Nemesis,  the  pith,  another  could  have  drawn 
as  well.  In  the  class  to  which  this  man  belongs,  the  sense  of  the  serious 
and  innocence  of  the  ridiculous  are  co-equal ;  and  nature,  pining  under 
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the  abaence  of  lefireshing  laughter,  grows  a  dreanr  sufferer,  and  beoonies 
more  than  ordinarily  conscious  of  woes  eternal,  m  which  state  no  oUier 
dram  can  refresh  and  excite  save  that  of  spouting  forth  into  many  ears 
ihis  undue  and  afflictive  appreciation  of  eternal  concerns.  Williams  was 
a  man  of  genius,  too,  or  ms  life  had  not  been  drawn  in  the  work  under 
discussion— of  genius  ill  taught  and  trained,  on  whose  tender  and  only 
growing  mind  an  idea  had  been  impressed  of  so  strong  a  cast,  that 
neither  the  will  nor  the  reason  could  unseat  it — an  idea  no  less  than  that 
blasphemy  against  the  Holy  Ghost  is  unpardonable.  Grcnius-like,  he  no 
sooner  learned  this  awful  truth  than  he  wished  to  try  it.  Accordingly, 
with  childish  daring  amounting  to  soblimi^,  he  stood  on  the  house-top 
at  night,  and,  in  the  presence  of  a  brilliant  heayen,  g^ve  utterance  to  his 
wicked  Aoughts. 

In  the  above  narration  superstition  assumes  its  most  striking  aspect; 
not  seen  in  the  dull  man  whose  senses  are  soaked  in  religion  much  as  lus 
liver  is  steeped  in  bile,  and  who  raves  and  groans  as  a  pure  hypochondriac 
whose  chapel  is  his  asylum, — ^but  in  a  good  man,  gifted  with  eloquence 
and  capable  of  great  actions,  had  he  not  been  inoculated  as  a  child  with 
the  one  fearful  idea. 

Surely  there  is  much  to  admire,  not  only  in  the  varied  situations,  but 
in  the  style  and  language  of  the  celebrated  Word-Master.  How  did  he 
learn  his  mother  tongue,  how  acquire  perfection  in  the  art  of  composition? 
Not  by  perusal  alone  of  ancient  or  modem  classic,  but  by  associating  with 
the  low  as  well  as  the  literate,  with  the  hereditary  trustees  as  well  as  with 
the  mere  refiners  of  language.  Had  he  not  done  so,  could  he  have  translated, 
as  he  is  well  known  to  have  done  with  marvellous  skill,  those  many  thousand 
lines  from  Welsh  and  Danish  bards  of  old,  with  their  multiplied  allitera- 
tions ?  a  task  not  open  to  the  common  scholar,  in  whose  hands  the  English 
tongue  is  too  poor  in  words  and  rhymes;  or  could  he  have  achieved  his 
'<  Targum/'  a  translation  from  thirty  tongues,  some  of  whose  songs  were 
collected  in  the  desert  from  the  lip  of  Russ  or  Arab  ?  With  such  a 
knowledge  of  the  value  of  word-learning,  there  will  be  some  who  can 
understand  why  the  scholar  assumes  the  tinker's  guise  and  flings  himself 
into  the  society  of  the  Low.  Perhaps  none,  after  glancing  at  the 
author's  portrait,  which  those  who  know  the  original  deem  an  excellent 
representation,  wiU  venture  to  opine  that  a  vulear  taste  lurks  in  those 
august  features,  or  is  concealed  bcmeath  that  lofty  brow.  The  fine  gentle- 
man, even,  may  surmise  that  Lavengro  spoke  truth  when,  doffibg  his  hat 
to  that  noble  animal,  Marshland  Shales,  ne  said  he  would  not  have  done 
the  like  to  earl  or  baron.  '*  But  what  means  all  this  pugilism  ?"  asks  the 
man  of  the  dress-circle;  ^'  is  fighting  a  necessary  adjunct  to  roadside 
study  ?"  It  may  be  even  with  uie  peaceful,  for  quarrels  come  unawares 
among  the  impulsive  low  as  well  as  amidst  great  men,  and  cowardice 
pays  as  ill  in  the  one  class  as  the  other,  though  all  have  diverse  modes  of 
settling  their  disputes.  Lavengro  announces  expressly  that  he  thinks  there 
are  some  things  better  than  literature  itself — ^to  which  now  every  gentleman 
aspires— «mong  them  he  instances  the  manly  character.  Is  it  not  possible 
that  an  individual  like  George  Borrow,  combining,  as  he  does,  in  his  own 
person,  intellect,  strength,  and  courage,  may  have  thought  those  fine  authors 
lodpid  who  describe  what  they  could  not  do  themselves  ;  or  thos^  soldiers, 
who  head  their  troop  so  nobly,  but  who  have  never  saddled  horse  or 
£ought  a  battle  ?    It  seems  possible  that  this  author^  in  at^buting  low 
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domgs  to  bimself,  saeh  as  itancBng  up  to  iSght^  attending  Ikirs,  and 
malmig  hoTse-sho^  while  he  porsaes  his  studies  in  the  academy  c£  road- 
side and  dingle,  has  a  luridng  feeling  of  antagonism  to  effeminate  writaca 
and  effeminate  men,  and  in  deploring  the  dedine  of  pogilism  deems  that 
boxing  will  be  the  next  to  go.  Viewing  the  matter  in  this  ligbt,  ^vrliesi 
he  describes  himself  as  seated  within  the  mn^'his  swcdlen  and  bloodfjr  hand 
resting  on  the  table,  and  as  allowing  with  cold  hanteur  the  brutcd  IsHid- 
loid  to  glory  in  the  sight, — he  perhaps  is  corertly  expressing  eontempt 
fi)r  the  white  kid  gloye,  and  the  daanty  wearer  of  sneh  armour. 

The  materiab  on  which  **  LaTengro"  is  founded  savour  atxoagty  ci 
reality,--— of  such  real  life  as  one  may  suppose  would  have  delighted  the  jmitb- 
fnl  heart  of  the  since  enterprisinef  travdiler.     The  work  is  a  dream  of  €bft 
past,  its  latest  incidents  having  happened  perhaps  thirty  years  ago  ;   it  is 
announced  as  a  dream,  lest  it  should  be  supposed  £:>r  a  moment  that  the 
dialogues  are  given  in  the  veiy  words  they  occurred  in.     How  cooki  it 
be  other  than  a  dream  of  life  ?   Whence  comes  it  ?    The  mature  nund  of 
the  man  dives  into  his  own  being  to  evoke  his  past,  and  the  memorj'  of 
the  child  coiled  up  within  the  recollection  of  the  man,  awakes  and  oheys 
the  call.     But  infieuicy  cannot  be  its  own  bioerapher ;  its  tender  remem- 
brances can  only  live  in  the  language  of  manhood ;  in  describing,  there- 
fore, such  a  scene  as  his  first  interview  with  the  gipsy  people,  whose 
language,  fiist  fsiding  into  oblivion,  he  has  saved  and  given  to  immortality^ 
•^who  supposes  that  he  told  than  in  so  many  words  that  his  Either  hty 
concealed  m  his  tepid  breast  ?    That  the  scene  occurred  there  is  proof 
enough  from  other  witnesses  besides  the  narrator ;  and  that  it  ooenned 
much  as  it  is  described  need  not  be  doubted,  though  not  in  the  phraseologj 
in  which  it  is  recorded  to-day.     It  presents  to  the  eye  a  beantifol  emblem 
of  that  interview,  which  proved  so  eventful  in  its  results  as  to  have  added 
a  new  written  language  to  sdenoe— a  language  wfaidi  it  has  been 
suspected  may  yet  prove  to  be  the  lost  mother  of  tongues.    At  a  future 
period  the  student  of  races  wiQ  search  these  volumes  for  eveiy  trait  and 
expression  of  the  mysterious  Oitani  whose  language  was  first  learned 
—-whose  songs  were  first  preserved  by  one  who  to  their  scanty  Uteratuie 
has  added  St.  Luke's  Grospel  in  the  Kommany  tongue. 

He  who  studies  the  words  has  opportumty  of  observing  the  lives  of 
men ;  and  there  was  one  who,  though  never  sought  by  the  author  or  his 
acquaintances,  proved  to  be  ubiquitous  to  all— the  priest  This  character 
is  too  true  to  the  life  not  to  have  been  drawn  from  nature*  £Bs  activi^, 
his  civility,  his  cunning,  his  endurance  of  stripes — not  horn  humility,  but 
through  meanncsfli  ■  his  contempt  for  the  religion  he  serves,  hb  devotion 
to  Bomci  his  silent  laugh,  even  the  colour  of  his  hair,  all  tell  in  the 
masterly  portrait;  and,  above  all,  his  flight— like  that  of  Satan  when 
weighea  in  the  bsJanoe--on  being  told  tluit  the  prelates  of  England  did 
not  go  to  Rome  for  money ! 

Deeply  interesting  is  the  talk  which  the  priest  and  scholar  have 
together  in  the  loudly  dmrie,  oonversing,  as  they  do^  of  the  vices  and 
weakness  of  our  aristocracy  m  Church  and  State ;  the  priest  ever  sarcastic, 
the  scholar  loyal.  We  cannot  but  suppose  that  our  author  coincides  in 
some  of  the  opinions  which  the  priest  expresses  on  general  subjects,  and 
that  he  feels  himself  responriUe  for  all  the  sentiments  which  no  leaves 
uncontradicted,  or  which  do  not  of  themselves  tomble  to  the  ground ; — a 
pleasant  mode  of  lifb'^writiag,  this  mingling  of  the  strong  convictions  of 
the  hour  with  the  adventures  of  past  days. 
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We  have  yet  to  leftm  where  our  author  was  doriDg^  the  years  inter- 
yening  firom  the  epoch  of  ^  dingle  to  the  date  ef  Spaairii  travel ;  that 
he  was  neither  in  mind  nor  body  inactive,  ample  testimony  may  be 
adduced,  not  only  in  the  form  of  writings  made  public  during  that  inter- 
val, but  in  the  internal  evidence  afforded  by  them  of  laborious  research. 
In  a  work  published  at  St  Petersbnigh  in  1835,  known  but  to  few, 
entitled  ^'Targ^m;  or.  Metrical  Translations  from  Thirty  Languages 
and  Dialects,  by  George  Bonrow,"  we  find  indications  of  how  those  inter- 
vening years  were  qpent  He  says,  in  the  preface  to  this  work,  '<  The 
following  pieces,  selections  from  a  huge  and  undigested  mass  of  translation, 
accumulated  during  several  years  devoted  to  philological  pursuits,  are  with 
much  diffidence  offered  to  the  public,"  &c.  These  translations  are  re- 
markable for  force  and  oofrect  emphasis,  and  afford  demonstration  of  what 
power  the  author  posBesses  over  metre.  We  shall  cite  but  few  examples, 
however,  for  it  is  believed  that  not  only  that  huge  mass,  but  many  an 
additional  song  and  ballad,  now  is  digested,  and  lies  side  by  side  with  the 
glorious  "  Ksempe  Viser,"  the  ^Ab  Gwilym^"  and  other  learned  translations, 
by  means  of  which  it  may  be  hoped  that  the  gifiked  Borrow  will  ere  long 
vmdicate  his  lasting  daim  to  scholarship— a  daim  to  which  it  is  to  l^ 
feared  he  is  indifferent,  for  he  is  no  boaster,  and  does  himself  no  justice ; 
or,  if  he  boasts  at  all,  prefers,  as  with  a  species  of  self-sarcasm,  the 
mention  of  his  lesser,  on  which  he  dwells  with,  zest,  to  that  of  his  greater 
and  more  enduring  triumphs.  The  ''  Tarvam"  consists  of  tran^tions 
from  the  following  langnaees :  Hebrew,  Arabic,  Persian,  Turkish,  Tartar, 
Tibetian,  Chinese,  Mandcnou,  Russian,  Malo-Russian,  Polish,  Finnish, 
Anglo-Saxon,  Ancient  Norse,  Snabian,  Gierman,  Dutch,  Danish,  Ancient 
Damsh,  Swedish,  Ancient  Irish,  Irish,  Gaellic,  Ancient  British,  Cambrian 
British,  Greek,  Modem  Greek,.  Latin»  Praveii9al,  Italian,  Spanish,  Portu- 
guese, French,  and  Rommany.  A  few  specimens  from  tbis  work  may  be 
acceptable  to  the  English  reader — a  wi^  so  laze^  that  the  authonties 
of  a  German  university  not  long  ago  sent  a  persoo  to  St.  Petersburgh  to 
endeavour  to  discover  a  copy : 

0D£  TO  GOD. 

(nOM  im  BBBBSW.) 

Beign'd  the  Universe^s  master  ere  were  earthly  things  begun; 

When  hiB  mandate  all  created,  Buler  was  the  name  He  von; 

And  alone  Hell  role  tremendooB  when  all  things  are  past  and  gone; 

He  no  equal  has,  nor  ooosort,  He  the  ahigalar  and  lone 

Has  no  end  and  no  beginning,  Jffis  the  sceptre,  might,  and  throne ; 

He's  my  God  and  living  Saviour,  rock  to  whidi  in  need  I  run; 

He's  mv  banner  and  my  r^ge,  ibunt  of  weal  when  call'd  upon; 

In  His  hand  I  place  my  spirit,  at  ni^tfalT  and  rise  of  sun, 

And  therewith  my  bocl^  also;— God's  my  God,— I  fear  no  one. 

PRAYEB. 

(VBOII  THE  ABABIO.) 

O  Thou  v^  dost  know  what  the  heart  fkin  would  hide; 
Who  ever  art  ready  whate*er  may  betide; 
In  whom  the  dktressed  can  hope  in  their  woe^ 
Whoae  ears  with  the  groans  ofthe  wretched  are  plied^> 
Still  bid  Thy  good  gifts  from  Thy  treasury  flow ; 
All  good  is  assembled  where  Thou  dost  alude; 
To  Thee,  save  my  poverty,  nought  can  I  show. 
And  of  Thee  all  my  poverty's  wants  are  supplied; 
What  choioe  have  I  save  to  thy  portal  to  go? 
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• 
If  "Hi  diat,  to  what  other  my  steps  can  I  goide? 
Tore  whcNOi  aa  a  nippliant  low  anall  I  bow. 
If  II17  bounty  to  me,  Thy  poor  alaye,  ia  denied? 
Bat,  oh!  though  rebellioua  Aill  often  I  grow. 
Thy  bounty  and  kindness  are  not  the  less  wide. 

O  LOBD!  I  NOTHINa  CRAVE  BUT  THEE. 

(fbom  thb  tabtjlb.) 

0  Thou  from  whom  all  lore  doth  flow. 
Whom  aU  the  world  doth  reverenoe  so, 
Thou  constitut'st  each  care  I  know ; 

0  Lord  I  I  nothing  cniTe  but  lliee. 

0  keep  me  from  each  sinM  way; 
Thou  breathedst  life  within  my  clay; 
rU  therefore  senre  Thee  night  and  day; 

O  Lord!  I  nothing  cmTe  but  Thee. 

1  ope  my  eyes,  and  see  Thy  face, 
On  Thee  my  musings  all  I  place, 

Tve  left  my  parents,  friends,  and  race ; 

O  Loni!  I  nothing  craye  but  Thee. 

Take  Thou  my  soul,  my  ereiything;     • 
My  blood  fit>m  out  its  vessels  wring; 
Thy  slaye  am  I,  and  Thou  my  King; 

O  Lord!  I  nothing  crare  but  Thee. 

I  speak — ^my  tongue  on  Thee  doth  roam; 
I  list— the  winds  Thy  title  boom; 
For  in  my  soul  has  Gk>d  His  home; 

O  Lord!  I  nothing  crave  but  Thee. 

The  world  the  shallow  worldling  craves, 
And  greatness  need  ambitious  knaves. 
The  lover  of  his  maiden  raves; 

O  Lord!  I  nothing  craye  but  Thee. 

The  student  needs  his  bookish  lore, 
The  bigot  shrines  to  pray  before, 
His  piHpit  needs  the  orator; 

0  Lord!  I  nothing  crave  but  Thee. 

Though  all  the  learning  'neath  the  skies, 

And  th'  houries  all  of  paradise, 

The  Lord  should  place  before  my  eyes, 

O  Lord!  rd  nothing  crave  but  Thee. 

When  I  through  paradise  shall  stray. 
Its  houries  and  dehghts  survey, 
Full  little  gust  awake  will  they; 

O  Lord!  m  nothing  crave  but  Thee. 

For  Hadgee  Ahmed  is  my  name, 

My  heart  with  love  of  God  doth  flame; 

Here  and  above  ni  bide  the  same ; 

O  Lord!  I  nothing  crave  but  Thee. 

Nor  was  this  the  only  literary  labour  performed  by  Mr.  Borrow  wlule 
at  St  Petersburgh ;  to  the  <<  Targom"  he  appended  a  translatioii  of  ^'  The 
Talisman,'*  and  otiber  pieces  from  the  Russian  of  Alexander  Pushkin ; 
he  also  edited  the  Grospel  in  the  Mandchou  Tartar  dialect  while  residing 
in  that  city.  In  connexion  with  the  latter  undertaking  there  is  an 
anecdote  told  of  him  which,  like  the  story  of  his  making  horse-shoes,  shows 
his  resources,  and  redounds  to  his  credit.  It  runs  thus : — ^^  It  was  known 
that  a  fountain  of  types  in  the  Mandchou  Tartar  character  existed  at  a 
certain  house  in  the  city  of  St.  Petersburgh,  but  there  was  no  one  to  be 
found  who  could  set  them  up.  In  this  emergency  the  young  editor 
demanded  to  inspect  the  types ;  they  were  brought  forth  in  a  rusty  state 
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from  a  cellar ;  on  which,  resolyed  to  see  his  editorial  labours  complete^  he 
deaaed  the  ^pes  himself,  and  set  them  up  with  his  own  hand*** 

Of  his  joumeyinffs  in  Spun  Mr.  Borrow  has  been  his  own  biographer ; 
bat  here  again  his  higher  daims  to  distinction  are  lightly  touched  on,  or 
not  named.  In  1837  a  book  was  printed  at  Madrid,  Earing  the  following 
curious  title-page : 

**  Emb^o  e  Majar6  Lucas.  Brotoboro  randado  andre  la  diipe  griega, 
ac&na  chibado  andre  o  Roman6,  6  chipe  es  fflncales  de  Sese. 

"  £1  Evangelio  segun  S.  Lucas,  traducido  al  Romani,  6  dialecto  de  los 
Gitanos  de  Espana.     1887.'' 

And  this  work  is  no  other  than  the  remarkable  antecedent  of  the 
'*  Sncali," — the  translation  of  St  Luke's  Gospel  into  the  gipsy  dialect  of 
Spain.*    Of  the  Bible  in  Spain  it  is  unnecessary  to  speak ;  there  can  be 
no  better  evidence  of  the  estimation  it  is  held  in  tnan  the  fact  of  its 
baring  been  translated  in  French  and  German,  while  it  has  run  through 
at  least  thirty  thousand  copies  at  home.     But  it  is  on  the  '*  Zincali"  that 
Borrow's  reputation  will  maintain  its  firm  footing;  the  originality  and 
research  involved  in  its  production,  the  labours  and  dangers  it  entailed, 
are  duly  appreciated  at  home  aud  abroad.    During  the  past  year  a  highly 
interesting  account  of  the  gipsies  and  other  wandering  people  of  Norway, 
written  in  Danish,  was  published  at  ChristiaDia ;  it  is  entitled  ^'  Beretning 
om  Fante— eller  Landstiygerfolket  i  Norge"  (Account  of  the  Fant,  or 
Wandering  People  of  Norway),  by  Eilert  Sundt.     At  page  23  of  this 
work  the  Danisn  author,  in  allusion  to  the  subject  of  this  notice,  says : 
''This  Borrow  is  a  remarkable  man.     As  agent  for  the  British  Bible 
Society  he  has  undertaken  journeys  into  remote  lands,  and  acquainted 
from  his  early  youth  not  only  with  many  European  languages,  but  like- 
wise with  the  Ilommani  of  the  English  gipsies,  he  sought  up  with  zest 
the  gipsies  everywhere,  and  became  their  faithful  missionary.     He  has 
made  himself  so  thoroughly  master  of  their  ways  and  customs  that  he 
soon  passed  for  ''  one  of  Uidr  blood."     He  slept  in  their  tents  in  the 
forests  of  Russia  and  Hungary,  risited  them  in  their  robber  caves  in  the 
mountainous  pctsi  regions  of  Italy,  lived  with  them  five  entire  years 
(towards  1840)  in  Spain,  where  he,  for  his  endeavours  to  distribute  the 
Gospel  in  that  Catholic  land,  was  imprisoned  with  the  very  worst  of  them 
for  a  time  in  the  dungeons  of  Madrid.     He  at  last  went  over  to  North 
A£ica,  and  sought  after  his  Tartan  even  there.     It  is  true  no  one  has 
taken  equal  pains  with  Borrow  to  introduce  himself  amongst  this  rude 
and  barbarous  people ;  but  on  that  account  he  has  been  enabled  better 
than  any  other  to  depict  the  many  mysteries  of  this  race,  and  the  frequent 
impressions  which  his  book  has  undergone  within  a  short  period,  show 
with  what  interest  the  English  public  have  received  his  graphic  de- 
scriptions." • 

But  it  is  time  to  bid  adieu  to  ^  Lavengro ;  the  Scholar,  the  Gipsy,  and 
the  Priest."  Let  the  reader  himself  search  into  the  work  for  proora  of  that 
manly  character  which  peculiarly  belongs  to  the  author,  ever  ready  to 
interest  himself  for  the  old,  the  simple-minded,  even  the  wicked,  whose 
souls  have  been  starved  into  that  numbness  ^hich  scarce  feels  sin,  and 
over  whom  Heaven  alone  keeps  watch. 

*  The  writer  has  before  him  another  translation  of  St.  Lake's  Gospel  in  the 
Basque,  edited  by  George  Borrow  while  in  Spain— ^Evangeloia  S.  Lucasen  Guissan. 
*-Sl  Evangelio  segun  S.  Lucas.    Traducido  al  Yascuere.    Madrid.    1838). 


(  4«2  J 
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BT  THE  AUTHOB  OF  *^SEVmX  TEAB8  IK  THB  WSDDED  UVB  OF  ▲  lOOMAM 

CATHOLIC.* 


A  HEAVY  storm  of  snow  was  fidling.  The  flakes,  tfaiek  and  Cwt^ 
obscured  the  Tiew,  Bot  only  of  the  majestic  Alps  that  surround  Grenoble^ 
but  of  everything  else  beyond  a  few  yards'  distance.  No  traydlers  coold 
be  observed  in  the  road ;  unless  from  necessity  none  woukl  be  likely  to 
yenture  out.  But  now,  emerging  from  a  by-lane  that  skirted  a  ▼ine^fwd, 
appeared  a  woman,  her  small  wliito  cap  protected  by  the  hood  of  the 
ample  dark  ck>th  cloak  that  shielded  her  penon.  Onward  she  toiled  in 
the  direction  of  Grenoble — a  weary  way  it  seemed — little  heeding  Ab 
storm  around  her,  if  her  countenance,  whidi  appeared  to  be  wrapped  in 
her  own  sorrows,  might  be  trusted,  until  the  massire,  towering  buudings 
of  a  convent  were  close  upon  her. 

^^What  name  was  it?"  she  soliloquised,  pausing  at  tiie  neoessaiy 
entrance.     ^^  Agnes — Sister  Agnes ;  that  was  it" 

^'  The  holy  rasters  are  at  their  devotions  in  the  ehf^l,"  was  the  T^ity 
to  her  inquiries ;  '^  but  if  yon  like  to  wait,  you  can.** 
'  Aglae  murmured  an  affirmative ;  and  being  shown  to  the  grate,  stood 
there  on  the  cold  stone  floor,  wet  as  she  was,  and  patiently,  though  llie 
short  afternoon  was  drawing  to  a  dose  vHien  Clarisse  de  Maulevrier 
appeared. 

**  I  have  found  it  out  at  last,  mademoiseUe  !**  cried  Aglae,  gnspng 
Clarisse's  hand  through  the  bars. 

^'The  child?"  echoed  Clarisse,  fully  aware  .that  he  was  the  all- 
engrossing  subject  of  her  mind. 

'^  He  is  there,  mademoiselle ;  in  the  establishment  of  Jesus." 

*^  And  now  your  mind  is  at  rest,  Aglaie." 

*^  At  rest !  They  say — they  say" — and  some  povirerful  emotion  shook 
the  woman's  frame,  until  she  seized  with  both  hands  one  of  the  iron- 
bars  for  support, — '*  they  say  that  he  is  mad." 

<' What?"  ejaculated  Clarisse. 
*  There  was  no  answer,  but  loud,  convulsive  sobs  echoed  through  the 
empty  air. 

''Aglae,  the  idea  is  absurd." 

**  He  has  but  just  come  amongst  them ;  he  has  been  kept,  I  suppose, 
in  one  of  their  dungeons — ^underg^und,  perhi^.  But  I  Imow  it  is  my 
darling  child — the  child  that  I  reared — ^my  poor  Charles." 

"  why  do  you  thiol  so  ?"  asked  Clarisse,  after  a  pause. 

"  By  the  description  I  have  had  of  him.  Though  they  have  shaved 
off  his  silken  curls,  and  though  they  call  him  by  another  name — Brother 
Paul— still  I  know  it  is  my  wretched  child." 

^  What  was  it  you  said  just  now  ?"  whispered  the  nun. 

"  It  was  only  a  hint  that  I  had,  mademoiselle,  for  I  fell  right  down 
and  fainted,  and  after  that  they  would  say  no  more.  But  I  heard  it  pkia 
enough ;  they  have  driven  him  mad.'' 

"  Oh,  Aglae !  may  the  Saintly  Host  grant  that  you  are  mistaken !" 

^^What  I  hear,  I  hear  from  a  sure  source,  MademoiseUe  Clariflo. 
But  I  cannot  live  in  this  uncertainty ;  it  will  loll  me." 
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*^  I  will  inquire  d  liis  welfiEure  of  mj  confessor, **  mased  Clarisse ;  '*  but 
J  do  not  know  if  he  is  in  any  way  connected  widi  the  establishment.'' 

« All  the  priests  here  are,  they  tell  me"  replied  Aglae.  ** Is  your 
confessor  Father  Leanoe,  mademoiselle  ?*' 

"  No." 

'^  If  you  could  induce  |him — ^if  you  had  but  the  least  bit  of  influence 
OTer  him" — Clarisse  looked  away — '*  and  could  persuade  him  to  bring  the 
child  here,  so  that  we  might  see  him,  our  minds  would  be  at  rest,  one 
way  or  the  other." 

Clarisse  was  surprised  at  the  servant's  words.  '^  How  oonld  you  ever 
think  of  so  impossible  a  thing  ?"  she  uttered. 

^^  Impossible  with  Father  Leance ;  but  all  the  priests  are  not  like  him. 
I  wish  I  could  hear  that  be  was  dead  and  at  peace,"  continued  AglaC, 
passionately.  **  1  dreamt  last  night  that  I  saw  his  coflin,  and  when  my 
poor  master — yes,  it  was  he— ^came  to  take  the  lid  off " 

'^  Don't  tell  me-— don't  tell  me,"  shivered  Clarisse. 

And  the  whole  remainder  of  the  eveniDS^,  which  she  spent  alone  in  her 
cell,  did  Clarisse  dwell  upon  that  once  dberished  child :  the  more  she 
tried  to  forget  the  subject,  the  more  his  image  would  rise  before  her* 
Whether  it  was  the  effect  of  her  own  thoughts^  or  Aglae's  words,  cannot 
be  told ;  but,  in  the  midnifi^ht  hours,  a  dr^m  fiightM  as  that  described 
by  Aglae,  came  to  her,  and  as  she  woke  up  in  terror,  the  moonlight  was 
streaming  upon  her  bed  from  the  high  window,  for  the  snow-storm  had 
cleared  away,  and  a  disdnctly-beard  voice,  the  infantile  tones  of  which 
struck  upon  her  memory,  whispered,  *^  Send  for  me,  Aunt  Clarisse ;  send 
for  me." 

Clarisse  was  terribly  superstittous — ^most  o£  the  nuns  were  so— and 
the  oldconvent  had  its  mysterious  whispers  and  tales  of  ghost- walkers  bj 
way  of  keeping  their  fears  alive.  Clarisse  de  Maulevrier  felt  persuaded 
a  vision  haa  appeared  to  her,  commanding  her  to  send  for  and  see  the 
child ;  and  she  turned  her  face  upon  the  pillow  and  shook  in  her  bed, 
until  the  five  o'clock  bell  rang  for  matins. 

She  had  an  interview  that  day  with  Father  Gerard,  and  urged  the 
subject  to  him.  He  appeared  less  against  it  than  she  had  imagined* 
It  was  a  decided  inMogement  of  the  rules,  he  observed,  ever  to  take  a 
pupil  beyond  the  walls  of  the  establishment,  but  he  saw  no  ereat  harm 
that  it  would  do  to  break  through  them  for  once,  and  bring  the  child  in 
question  to  the  convent,  so  that  she  might  enjoy  a  short  interview  with 
faim. 

Clarisse  shook  her  head.  ^^Ifear  Father  Leance,"  she  observed;  ''he 
will  never  gjve  his  consent." 

''  It  need  not  be  asked,"  replied  the  confessor.  ''  In  his  absence  I  act 
upon  my  own  responsibility." 

''  Is  Father  Leance  absent  ?"  returned  Clarisse,  quickly. 

''  He  went  into  Savoy,  as  far  as  Chambeiy,  three  days  ago." 

''And  when  does  he  return  ?" 

"  That  is  uncertain.     Probably  not  for  a  week  to  come." 

"  Do  you  know  the  child  ?"  inquired  Clarisse. 

He  made  a  gesture  of  dissent.  "  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  in- 
ternal working  a£  the  establishment,  so  that  personally  I  am  acquainted 
with  few  of  its  pupils.    To-morrow,  then,  at  half-past  two." 

"No;,  no,"  answered  Clarisse,  for  a  generous  thought  had  stmdk  her 


464  The  Fate  of  Charle$  de  St.  Ligar. 

— ^that  poor,  fiuthful  AglaO  should  likewise  be  present       ^  Nat  until  llie 
next  day — Tkursdav." 

<<  Be  it  80^"  replied  die  priest.     '<  But  the  interview    eazmot^  be  re- 
peated, and  must  be  very  short — the  ride  to  and  fro  will  talce  up  time.*' 

Clarisse  was  about  to  answer,  when  the  chimes  of  the  grem.t  dock  were 
heard,  and  he  rose  to  leave  the  cell. 

'*  A  little  longer,"  asked  Clarisse :  ''  there  are  some  1111x101*  .cfetaifs  to 
arrange  still." 

<<  I  will  see  you  later,"  he  replied.     *'  It  is  the  hour  I  promised  ^  be 
with  Sister  Hel^ne,  and  she  waits  for  me." 

This  was  one  of  the  younger  nuns.  She  was  good  looking,  and  hMd 
been  twice  reprimanded  by  the  lady  abbess,  so  it  was  whispered  in  the 
convent,  for  not  being  sufficiently  severe  in  deportment.  T*lie  arimson 
flush  of  jealousy  rose  to  the  brow  of  Clarisse. 

"  I  did  not  know  yon  were  her  confessor?** 

**  In  the  absence  of  Father  Leance.     But  now  she  expresses  a  wish  to 
retain  me>** 

''  You  are  not  false  to  me  ?'  murmured  Clarisse,  as  he  bent  to  y/vlaisper 
his  adieuz  in  parting. 

**  True  to  thee,  and  to  thee  alone,**  he  whispered.     And  Clarisse  de 
Maulevrier,  in  the  simplicity  of  her  confiding  nature,  believed  him»  like  \ 

many  another  woman  has  done,  when  the  honeyed  falsehood  has  fallen 
upon  her  ear  from  beloved  and  impassioned  lips. 

The  priest  left  the  chamber,  on  his  way  to  the  east  corridor,  and  Cla- 
risse soon  afterwards  sought  the  western  one,  where  the  cell  of  her  sister  \ 
was  situated.     Madame  de  St.  Leger  was  ill  with  a  slow  fever.     For  a  > 
fortnight  she  had  not  lefb  her  bed ;  but  the  disease  was  now  abating.    As            | 
Clarisse  entered,  the  old  nun.  Sister  Agathe,  who  had  been  sitting  there, 
rose  to  retire,  and  Clarisse  took  the  chair  she  had  occupied  by  the  side  of 
the  pallet. 

''  I  had  such  a  disagreeable  dream  last  night,"  began  Clarisse,  after  she 
had  read  some  prayers  aloud. 

«  Ah !" 

^'  It  was  about  Charles/*  she  hesitated,  in  a  low  tone,  doubting  how  her 
communication  would  be  met. 

^^You  may  read  the  prayers  again,"   was  Madame  de  St.  Leger*s 
answer. 

"  When  I  have  told  you  my  dream,**  urged  Clarisse.    "  Poor  Charles !"  ■ 

'^  I  have  forbidden  the  subject  ever  to  be  mentioned  between  us/*  ^ 

interrupted  Madame  de  St.  Leger,  "  and  I  now  forbid  it  again.    I  guard 
my  inmost  thoughts  from  it.'* 

'^  Tell  me,*'  exclaimed  Clarisse,  with  much  excitement,  as  she  rose  and 
took  the  thin  white  hands  of  the  invalid,  '^  if  the  opportunity  were  offered 
you  of  seeing  him — if  he  were  brought  hither  and  set  down  in  the  midst 
of  us — would  you  not  embrace  it  ?'* 

'^  Never !  And  now  listen,  Clarisse.  You  have  spoken  to  me  on  a 
carnal  point,  and  for  once  I  answer  you  in  a  like  spirit.  Listen !  My 
struggles  upon  this  point  are  well-nigh  over.  You  see  what  thej  have 
worn  me  to."  And  she  slightly  drew  aside  the  night-dress,  and  showed 
the  mere  skeleton  of  a  frame.  ^'  My  heart  is  at  length  subdued,  even  to 
the  approbation  of  Father  Leance;  and  I  trust  that  in  a  little  time, 
should  a  rebellious  thought  oyer  recur,  it  will  have  no  more  effect  upon 
me  than  it  would  upon  a  stranger.     See  him !     If  I  were  dying,  and  a 
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nglit  of  him  could  save  my  life,  I  would  not  risk  it,  £:>r  it  might  bring 
Imck  to  my  memory  the  unwordiy  world  I  once  inhabited,  and  peril  my 
immortal  soul !     The  subject  ends  between  us  at  once  and  for  eyer." 

U. 

It  was  Thursday  afternoon.  The  lady  abbess  and  nearly  all  the  nuns 
of  ihe  conyent  were  in  the  chapel,  and  tne  chimes  had  scarcely  told  half- 
past  two,  when  a  group  might  be  seen  standing  in  the  priyate  yisiting* 
parlour— priyate,  in  contradistinction  to  the  one  appropriated  to  receiye 
the  friends  of  the  boarders.    Two  women  were  there,  a  priest,  and  a  little 

Clarisse  did  not  recognise  him ;  but  AfflaC,  her  yoice  rent  with  hyste* 
rical  emotion,  fell  upon  her  knees,  and  clasped  him  to  her  bosom.  His 
gulden  ringlets  were  cut  close  to  his  head — as  close  as  hair  can  be  cut 
^thout  shaying.  His  dress  was  a  singular  one,  something  like  a  priest's 
in  miniature,  and  his  glazed  eye  royed  with  a  yacant  yet  shrinking 
expression  round  the  apartment.  But  AglaC  knew  that  it  was  Charles 
de  St.  Leger. 

^  Don't  you  remember  me,  my  darling — ^my  child  T*  she  sobbed.  ^'  It 
is  your  own  nurse-— your  old  Agla^.     What  is  the  matter  ?" 

^'  How  strange  he  looks  V*  shuddered  Clarisse  to  the  priest,  after  she 
had  kissed  and  soothed  him.     *'  And  he  does  not  speak !" 

*'  A  little  yacancy  A^re,"  obseryed  Father  Gerard,  tapping  his  fore- 
head. 

"  Then  those  hyp those  holy  priests  haye  made  him  so !"  burst 

out  A^la^,  partly  forgetting  in  whose  presence  she  stood.  *'  My  child  I 
my  child !  what  is  it  they  haye  done  to  thee  ?" 

Alas !  alas  I  the  passive  features  moved  not,  and  the  eye  retained  its 
yacant  stare. 

"  He  is  an  idiot  !"  shrieked  the  nurse,  wringing  her  hands.  '^  May 
the  army  of  saints  not  visit  it  upon  them,  but  they  have  made  him  an 
idiot!" 

"  Daughter,'*  observed  the  priest,  ^'  you  are  under  a  mistake.  The 
young  child  is  certainly  not  so  bright  as  he  might  be — I  suppose  he  was 
bom  so— but  he  is  not  an  idiot." 

''Bom  sol"  moaned  Aglae.  ''I  was  at  his  birth,  and  I  ^h  we 
could  now  die  tog^her."  She  took  him  upon  her  knee,  and  wailed 
over  him,  rocking  her  body  to  and  fro  in  despair. 

It  was  as  Father  Gerard  said.  The  intellect  of  the  unhappy  child 
was  not  quite  gone,  but  dulled  and  deadened.  WhcU  frightful  means 
had  the  Jesuits  used  to  bring  him  into  that  unhappy  state?  Had  they 
lashed  his  shrinking  frame,  and  experimented  upon  it  with  refinements 
of  torture,  hoping  to  subdue  the  reluctant  spirit  to  their  will;  or  had 
they  tried  the  more  appalling  influences  of  superstitious  terrors  upon 
him,  and  so  crushed  the  mind  they  only  thought  to  bend?  It  was  never 
known ;  and  probably  never  will  be. 

Aglae — bitter  emotion  impeding  her  words— dived  into  one  of  her 
capacious  pockets,  both  of  which  seemed  remarkably  well  filled,  and 
brought  forth  a  profrision  of  toys  and  sweetmeats,  which  she  had  pur- 
chased in  anticipation.  Charles  took  up  some  of  the  more  childish  of 
tbe  toys,  and  a  silly  smile  illumined  his  emaciated  countenance. 

'<  Here's  a  beautiful  music— a  real  music  that  plays  T  cried  Aglae, 
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vapptetmg  ber  sobs,  and  producsiiig  a  Utile  aeoordion;  ^^and  here's  a 
box  of  all  sorts  of  fine  thing;^— some  trees,  and  some  hooses,  and  a  ;ivhola 
£Eirmyard  of  cows  and  sheep;  and  here's  a  case  of  paints  and  somepen- 
cils ;  and  here's  a  bag  of  marbles  ;  and  here's  a  sword  and  a  little  flour- 
waggon;  and— oh,  my  goodness ! — what's  this? — ^it's  a  Jack  in  the  box! 
Lool^  Charles — ^look,  my  darling  1"  « 

She  waited  till  die  child's  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the  toy,  and  then, 
touching  the  spring,  oat  flew  the  devil — or  what  the  French  toy-makets 
please  to  represent  as  such.  Appaientiy  he  zeoognised  it-— were  they 
in  the  habit  of  showing  him  such  -visions? — for  a  scream,  prolonged  and 
finghtful,  broke  from  him,  and  he  tore  round  and  round  the  room  at  hb 
utmost  speed. 

^  Oh,  ne  is  not  come  for  me ! — he  is  not  come  for  mel  Don't  let  Um 
take  me  I     I  will  do  all  you        " 

Agla€  dashed  the  toy  away,  and  caught  Charles  in  her  arms;  but 
Aev  thought  he  would  have  died  with  terror.  Clarisse  burst  into  tears, 
and  pushed  the  playthings  into  a  comer.  Father  Gr^rard  advanced  to 
aid  in  cahning  him,  but  he  shrank  from  the  priest  with  redouUed  fear, 
and  clung  to  Aglae. 

'^  Why  should  he  fear  yon,  feAer?"  exdmmed  Clarisse. 
^  i  know  not,"  replied  the  monk.  '*  I  never  saw  him  till  to-day." 
^'It  is  the  habit  he  shrinks  at,"  uttered  AglaB,  in  a  low  tone,  '^  and 
he  has  cause.  Suffer  me  to  take  him  outside,  sir,"  she  said,  aloud ;  ^  he 
was  used  to  me  for  many  years,  and  will  come  to,  if  you  let  him  be  a 
few  minutes  klone  with  me.  I  can  sit  on  the  bench  at  the  door.  See 
how  he  trembles  and  sobs." 

''  You  may  try  it,"  assented  the  priest,  looking  at  the  unfortunate  boy 
with  genuine  pity.  He  possessed  humanity,  did  Father  Gr^rard,  and  that 
could  not  be  said  of  all  his  brethren.  Agla6  took  up  her  doak,  which 
lay  upon  a  chair,  and  throwing  it  over  hu  legs  to  ke^  them  warm, 
carried  him  out  of  the  room  like  a  baby. 

Clarisse,  meanwhile,  gave  Father  Gerard  an  outline  of  the  child's  fat'* 
mer  history,  and  of  his  father's  deplorable  fate.  The  priest  was  interested. 
He  had  never  heard  the  particulars,  having  been  &r  away  when  the  cir- 
cumstances occurred;  and  he  put  several  questions  to  Clarisse,  the  time 
slipping  away  unconsciously.  At  length  ne  recollected  AglaS  and  the 
•hud,  and  opened  the  door  to  summon  her ;  but  she  had  gone  further. 
The  passages,  as  far  as  could  be  seen,  were  empty ;  and  though  the 
bench  was  there,  no  one  sat  upon  it 

^  She  must  have  taken  1dm  mto  the  garden,"  observed  Clarisse ;  ^  some 
of  the  lay  sisters  have  shown  bto  the  way.  He  would  not  be  soothed, 
perhaps,  in  these  dim  corridors." 

The  priest  moved  away  in  the  direction  of  the  garden,  and  stayed  to 
explore  it.     Presently  he  returned. 

^' She's  not  there — she's  not  anywhere,  tiiat  I  can  find.  I  cannot 
think  where  she  can  have  g^t  to." 

<'He  cannot — ^he  cannot,"  suggested  Clarisse,  '^have  found  his  way 
out  of  the  convent  in  his  terror?" 

<<  Impossible !"  uttered  Father  Gerard.     Nevertheless,  he  went  to  the 

gate,  and  inquired  of  the  nearly  superannuated  portress  whether  a  diild 
ad  passed  out ;  the  saitie,  he  eaid  to  her,  whom  she  had  observed  enter 
with  him — ^a  lay  brother  ? 
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**  He  bad  not,*'  she  vepKed.  ''  Two  or  three  persons  had  passed  in 
and  out — ^visitors  to  the  boarders,  she  supposed — bat  no  child." 

The  priest  returned  to  the  parlour. 

**  That  mistaken,  fo(^ish  woman,"  exclaimed  Clarisse,  turning  white 
at  the  thought,  **  has  found  her  way  with  him  up  to  his  mother !" 

''Go  jou  and  see,"  he  answered.  *^  Bring  the  child  down  to  me  at 
once,  for  we  must  be  gone.  The  time  is  running  on,  and  we  shall  hare 
to  drive  baid:  in  the  dark." 

Clarisse  came  back  with  a  quicker  step  than  she  had  ascended ;  appre- 
hension had  then  made  her  linger. 

*^  He  may  be  there,'*  she  «ud,  ^*  but  I  cannot  asoertain,  for  the  holy 
sandals  are  at  the  door.*' 

*'  Then  Father  Leance  has  returned  V  ezdaimed  ^tie  monk. 

But  we  must  follow  Aglae.  When  the  door  closed  upon  Clarisse  and 
the  priest,  she  popped  Charles  for  an  instant  down  upon  the  bench,  whilst 
she  threw  her  cloak  over  her  shoulders,  and  then,  putting  him  to  stand 
upon  the  seat,  she  wound  his  poor  attenuated  arms  ra|l|d  her  neck,  rested 
his  head  upon  her  shoulder,  and  pressing  him  closely  to  her,  fixed  the 
cloak  securely  around,  so  that  no  Testige  of  the  child  was  seen. 

**  Now,  my  darling,^  she  whi9|pered,  in  a  low,  but  impressiye  Toice^ 
*'  I'll  take  you  away  from  those  horrid  priests.  Don't  sob,  Charley,  for 
a  little  wlule— -don't  even  breathe  loud,  until  we  are  out  of  here.  They 
shall  never  ill-treat  you  again,  by  the  help  of  God's  blessing.  I  scarcely 
dared  to  hope  it,"  she  repeated  to  herself;  "  though  I  came  prepared,  1 
scarcely  dared  to  hope  it." 

It  would  seem  that  Charles  understood  her ;  at  any  rate,  he  remained 
still,  and  she  ran  along  the  dark  passages  like  lightning,  slackening  her 
speed  as  she  approached  the  egress.  The  old  portress,  opening  the 
wicket,  gave  her  the  parting  salutation,  which  Aglae  returned  with  great 
apparent  indifference  and  deliberation. 

<'  Will  you  give  me  a  ride  into  Grenoble?"  she  inquired  of  the  driver 
of  a  covered  cart,  which  happened  to  overtake  her  in  a  few  minutes. 

**  Why,  you  are  almost  at  it,"  replied  the  man. 

"  I  know ;  but  I  have  got  a  sick  baby  here,  and  it  is  heavy  to  cany. 
Berides,  I  am  behind  time — those  doctors  don't  wait  for  poor  patients 
likens." 

Aglae  mounted,  and  took  her  place  behind,  in  the  gloom.  The  child's 
pooir  littie  heart  beat  wildly  against  hers,  and  his  arms  were  still  clasped 
round  her.  The  nurse  kept  him  caiefidly  covered,  whispering  soothmg 
words. 

''  What's  the  matter  with  the  child?"  asked  the  driver. 

^  A  wasting  fever,  I  think.     She  has  been  ill  some  time." 

**Isityoursr 

^  Tes,  she's  mine.  Set  me  down  as  near  as  you  can  to  the  Fhce 
Grenette:  the  doctor  lives  close  by.  I  hope  he  will  have  waited  in 
for  us." 

When  Afflae  left  the  comieyanee  she  made  her  way  to  a  street  oon- 
tiguons  to  the  Place  Grenette,  and  turned  into  a  large,  and  what  appeared 
to  be  a  public,  yard.  Numerous  buildings  opened  into  it — stables,  coadi- 
houses,  and  the  like— and  lumbering  vehicles  stood  about,  proring  it  to  be 
the  halting-place  of  the  diligences.  AglaC  darted  into  one  of  these 
sheds,  and  dropping  Charies  upon  the  hay,  hurriedly  pulled  some  artidee 
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of  dress  out  of  the  opposite  pocket  to  the  one  which  had  contained  the 
playthings.  No  one  would  have  known  Charles  five  minutes  afterwards : 
ne  was  metamorphosed  into  a  little  girl,  even  to  the  woollen  shawl  crossed 
upon  his  shoulders,  and  the  thick  muslin  cap,  with  its  worked  border, 
such  as  is  worn  by  children  of  the  lower  orders  in  France^  upon  his  head. 

'^  And  do  you  go  there !"  cried  Aglafi,  making  a  bundle  of  his  priesUy 
vestments,  and  thrusdng  it  with  her  foot  underneath  a  heap  of  straw, 
where  it  was  not  likely  to  be  discovered  for  a  week  to  come.  '^  Don't 
you  forget,  Charles,  my  child,  if  anybody  should  ask  you  your  name, 
say  it  is  Agla^." 

A  diligence  stood  in  the  yard,  the  driver  in  his  place^  and  the  horses 
readyto  start 

''  when  do  you  go?"  inquired  Aglae,  as  she  passed  it. 

"  Now,"  replied  the  conductor. 

^'  An  instant  yet,"  was  her  rejoinder ;  and  she  hurried  into  the  book- 
ing-office. *'  Two  places  for  Lyons,"  she  exclaimed ;  ^'  for  me  and  my 
little  daughter."  ^ 

'^  Coup6,  int^rienr,  or  rotonde  ?"  inquired  the  clerk. 

<'  Int6rieur,"  answered  AglaS,  gathering  her  money  in  her  hand. 

The  conductor  opened  the  door,  and  she  and  Charles  stepped  in. 
Save  themselves,  the  department  was  empty. 

<^  When  shall  we  be  in  Lyons?"  she  asked  of  the  conductor. 

^^  We  ought  to  reach  it  in  twelve  hours,"  he  replied,  preparing  to 
ascend  to  the  banquette^  '<  but  the  roads  are  awful.  In  some  places  the 
snow's  knee  deep  upon  them.  It  will  take  us  half  as  long  again,  at  the 
very  least." 

The  diligence  drove  out  of  the  yard,  and  the  evening  hours  g^w  into 
night  The  scenery  between  Grenoble  and  Lyons  is  infinitely  grand 
and  beautiful,  and  the  moon,  in  her  third  quarter,  shone,  cold  and  bright, 
upon  the  snowy  landscape.  It  was  freezing  sharply,  as  it  had  done  for 
the  last  four-and- twenty  hours,  and  the  biting  cold  penetrated  into  the 
diligence.  But  what  heeded  Agla6  ?  Watching,  watching,  through  the 
livelong  night,  unconscious  whether  it  was  hot  or  cold;  watching  and 
moaninf  over  the  ill-£Eited  child  who  lay  there.  He  had  fallen  into  a 
troubled  sleep,  which  was  interrupted  ever  and  anon  by  a  start,  as  of 
pain  or  fear.  Sometimes  the  motion  of  the  coach  would  lull  him  again 
to  repose,  but,  more  firequently,  sobs  of  terror — the  clue  to  which  his 
nurse  in  vain  endeavoured  to  penetrate — would  break  from  him,  as  he 
clung  around  her,  and  shook  as  one  in  the  ague. 

"  We  will  go  far  away,  my  baby,"  she  uttered,  pressing  her  cheek  to 
his  in  one  of  these  paroxysms;  "you  shall  soon  be  in  ray  own  country 
place ;  it  is  lovely  there,  and  we  don't  see  the  ebony  tails  of  those  hypo- 
crites for  a  month  together.  It  is  but  a  little  community;  a  dozen  houses 
at  the  most;  and  I'll  work  for  you,  my  boy,  until  my  hands  drop  off. 
They  shall  never  know  hut  what  you  are  my  own  child.  What  is  it  to 
them  whether  I  have  chosen  to  marry  or  not?  My  idiot  boy,  they'll 
call  him — my  afflicted  idiot  boy !  Be  calpi,  be  calm,  Chariey !  Oh, 
what  unrighteous  treatment  can  they  have  pursued  to  bring  you  into 
this  wretched  state?  But,  by  the  help  of  God,  it  shall  never  be  re- 
newed. Almighty  Father  I"  she  aspirated,  clasping  her  hands  fervently, 
and  fsdling  upon  her  knees,  the  tears  gushing  from  her  eyes  as  she 
raised  them  to  the  heavens,  where  the   brilliant  stars  were  shining, 
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^'have  compasnon  upon  this  most  unhappy  child,  and  protect  him  hence- 
forward from  the  power  of  his  tormentors  f 

The  prayer  was  earnestly  uttered,  and  she  afterwards  said  that  Grod  had 
heard  her,  though  it  was  answered  in  a  manner  AglaS  little  anticipated. 

Twelve  o'clock  in  the  day  was  striking  when  the  diligence  entered 
Lyons;  a  longer  journey  than  the  guard,  experienced  as  he  was,  had 
anticipated.  It  stopped,  as  usual,  on  the  Quai  Saint  Clair,  and  AglaC, 
lifting  the  child  from  the  coach,  entered  the  hooking-ofEce. 

*'  When  does  a  diligence  start  for  Magon  ?"  she  inquired. 

'^  At  half-past  five  this  afternoon." 

«  Nothing  hefore  ?" 

^'  No.  One  has  just  left.  If  you  had  heen  in  five  minutes  sooner,  you 
would  have  caught  it." 

^'  Secure  me  two  inside  places,"  was  Agla6*s  rejoinder,  as  she  left  the 
diligence-office  and  proceeded  towards  the  .town.  '*  I  wish  we  could  have 
gone  on  at  once,"  she  said,  partly  in  soliloquy,  partly  to  Charles :  ''  the 
further  we  get  from  Father  Leance  and  his  set,  the  more  secure  one  feels. 
But  there's  not  much  danger  now,  my  hoy,  with  the  precautions  I  took." 

Had  Aglae  known  the  sources  of  information  possessed  hy  the  Jesuits, 
or  the  secret  agency  which  was  ever  at  work,  she  would  have  heen  less  at 
ease.  Even  as  she  spoke,  hut  a  mile  or  two  removed  from  her  was  a  liffht 
vehicle,  coming  rapidly  along  the  same  road  which  the  lumhering  dili- 
gence had  traversed  so  slowly.  Let  us  look  inside  it  It  contains  two 
monks.  One  is  gathered  comfortably  enough  into  a  comer,  a  serene 
smile  lighting  his  fair  features  as  he  glances  occasionally  at  any  point  of 
interest  the  scenery  without  may  happen  to  present.  The  other  sits  bolt 
upright  on  his  seat,  his  sinister  countenance  gathered  into  a  settled  frown, 
and  nis  black  eyes  sparkling  with  angry  feelings. 

'^'Tis  of  little  consequence,  after  all,  should  the  child  escape  alto- 
gether," observed  the  former,  apparently  oontinuin?  the  conversation. 
^'  He  is  wanting  in  intellect — therefore,  can  never  become  an  efficient 
member  of  our  order.  And,  in  a  pecuniary  point  of  view,  he  can  be  no 
loss,  since  his  fortune,  and  that  of  the  whole  of  his  Ceunily,  has  a]^ready 
accrued  to  us." 

*^  No  consequence !"  snarled  Father  Leance.  ''  Have  you  taken  leave 
of  your  senses  ?  Was  such  a  thing  as  an  escape  from  our  establishments 
ever  known,  or  ever  to  be  permitted  ?  Would  you  have  their  mysteries 
blabbed  to  ihe  public  V* 

"  The  question  cannot  arise  in  thb  case,"  replied  the  younger  priest. 
*^  The  lad's  mind  is  a  vacuum." 

'^  It  must  not  be  trusted,"  cried  Father  Leance,  his  voice  harsh  with 
authority.  ^*  A  crushed  intellect  does  not  always  destroy  the  faculty  of 
remembraifce." 

Father  Cr^rard  shrugged  his  shoulders — ^the  reply  of  all  France  when 
argument  fails. 

IIL 

If  you  go  to  Lyons,  and  talk  to  its  people  about  miracles,  they  will 
hasten  to  tell  you  of  one  that  took  place  there  not  so  long  ago.  And  as 
to  any  deceit  in  that — as  we  unbelievers  sometimes  unwittingly  insinuate 
— ^why,  it  was  effected  in  the  broad  light  of  day,  in  the  eyes  and  face  of 
half  the  town.    They  call  it  the  mirage  of  Our  Lady  of  La  Fourvi^re. 
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^'  Bat  a  few  steps  furUiery  Charles,  my  childy"  cried  AglaS,  as,  the 
Rhone  left  behind  them,  thej  wended  their  way  along  the  banks  of  the 
Saone,  the  waters  of  which  were  frozen.  ^'  I  ha?e  a  trusty  friend  dose  to 
bere^  and  you  shall  repose  at  her  house  miitil  the  nuul  starts  this  eyening', 
and  have  something  better  to  eat  than  these  buns." 

As  the  servant  spoke,  she  turned  and  looked  behind  her — ^why,  it  was 
impossible  to  say;  peihaps  from  one  of  those  uneontrollable  impulses 
wmch  come  to  us  all,  we  know  not  how.  Striding  rapidly  onwards,  and 
at  a  pace  that  in  a  minute  more  would  enable  them  to  lay  their  hands 
upon  Charles,  came  two  monks,  thmr  black  sldrts  flying  behind  them. 
She  recognised  Father  Leance,  and  the  strange  priest  abe  had  left  yester- 
day with  Clarisse  de  Maulevrier.  There  was  a  pause  of  paralyring 
agony.  Aglae  pressed  her  hands  together  with  the  force  of  pun,  and 
then  darted  forwards^  taking  Charles  in  her  aims,  the  holy  m^i  after  her 
in  hot  pursuit. 

'^  Stop,  woman  T  shouted  leather  Leance.  "  Stop  her !  stop  her  T  he 
screamed  to  the  bystanders,  several  of  whom  were  g^athering.  ^  She  has 
been  guilty  of  fearful  saicril^e." 

No  need  of  a  second  command  in  a  country  where  the  priesthood  are 
lord  and  master.  The  word  was  passed  frt>m  mouth  to  mouth,  and  the 
woman  was  secured. 

'^  It  is  the  child  I"  panted  Father  Leance,  out  of  breath  with  the  ex- 
citement and  the  ronning ;  ^he  has  been  stolen  from  the  Church — ^hring 
him  hither  to  me." 

For  the  lynx  eye  of  the  priest  had  marked  that,  in  the  struggle,  the 
lad  had  been  torn  from  her,  and  left  at  liberty — the  xealouslay  l^thren 
deeming  the  woman  alone  to  be  the  coyeted  prise. 

Poor  unhappy  child !  He  had  turned,  in  his  imbecile  alarm,  to  follow 
meekly  in  the  wake^  as  they  bore  away  his  nurse,  all  straggling  and 
fighting  ;  and  there,  dose  upon  him,  he  beheld  those  two  dreaded  forms, 
the  arms  of  Father  Leance  outstretched  ahnost  upon  him.  With  a 
eonyulnye  scream  of  terror,  wild  and  fearful  as  that  which  had  once 
burst  from  Madame  de  St.  L6ger  in  Gienoble*s  church,  he  turned  and 
fled. ' 

His  foot  was  swift,  but  they  were  bearing  down  upon  him,  priests, 
mob^  and  AglaS,  for,  findmg  the  child  was  the  chi^  object  with  their 
reverend  directors,  they,  in  tearing  af^  him,  let  the  woman  gow  Shout% 
groans,  and  imprecations,  closed  upon  him;  the  wild  eyes  of  Father 
Leance^  as  he  cast  a  shuddering  glance  back,  seemed  to  glare  upon  him 
with  the  light  of  some  awfiil  fiend,  not  of  lliis  worid;  and  as  tne  well- 
known  holy  v(Hoe,  in  a  climax  of  rafi^  sounded  in  his  ear,  the  child,  un- 
consciooB  what  he  did  in  his  extremity  of  terror,  and  obeying  an  impulse 
which  seemed  to  point  out  the  only  way  of  escape,  leaped  over  the  quay 
down  upon  the  frozen  riyer* 

The  ice  broke  with  the  sudden  weight,  and  let  him  in.  The  priests 
came  to  a  stand-still.  Father  Leance  clinging  to  the  neighbouring  post  in 
his  rage ;  AglaS  fell  upon  her  knees  and  looked  over  the  brink,  and 
some  of  the  crowd  prepared  for  the  rescue. 

He  was  nearly  cold  when  ihey  got  him  out,  and  they  laid  him  dovm 
upon  the  quay  and  chafed  and  rubbed  him,  Agla^  taking  off  her  cloak 
to  place  under  him.  Did  the  thought  cross  Father  Leance^  as  he  bent 
oyer  the  child  lying  there,  pallid  and  nearly  senselessy  that  another  form, 
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'ifae  author  of  thb  one's  bong,  liad  once  laid  on  the  cold  stones  lifeleaB^ 
himted  to  death  \is  his  woik,  as  they  were  now  hunting  him  ? 

They  got  a  little  wannth  into  him,  and  raised  him  upon  his  legs,  bol 
he  fell  again ;  so  thej  pulled  him,  and  pushed  him,  and  shook  him,  and 
poured  more  hrandj  down  his  throat,  and  when  he  could  stand  without 
assistance  they  pronounced  him  cured. 

^*'  The  blessed  Virgin  has  been  more  mercifbl  to  you  than  you  deserve,*' 
uttered  Father  Leance,  pompously,  for  the  edification  of  tlie  multitude ; 
^'  you  shaU  perform  a  pilgiimage  to  her  shiine  at  once,  and  offer  up  your 
thanks." 

A  hum  of  reverential  applause  agitated  the  crowd,  as  Fatiier  Leance, 
by  a  glance  and  a  wave  of  the  hjmd,  indicated  the  high  hill  over  the 
water,  La  Fourvi^re^  on  the  summit  of  which  stood  a  beautiful  little 
chapel,  consecrated  to  the  Virgin,  There  was  but  one  dissentient  voioe^ 
that  of  AglaS. 

*'  Yon  would  force  him  up  iker^  in  his  wringing  clothes  1"  she  ex- 
claimed, her  bold  eye — bold  m)m  desperation  and  in  the  cause  of  humanity 
and  truth — fixed  without  a  quail  up<m  Father  Leance.  ''Have  you  not 
done  iU  enough  to  him  and  his,  but  you  must  send  him  there  to  die  ? 
Who  drove  his  &ther,  my  hcnoured  master,  to  an  untimely  death  ? 
Who  cajoled  his  mother  and  her  sister  to  a  Hving  grave  ?  It  was  the 
happiest  home  in  all  Grenoble  till  your  covetous  eye  fell  upon  it.  And 
is  it  not  enough  that  your  schemes  all  suooeeded — ^that  you  stole  tiie 
child,  and  have  driven  away  his  intellect,  but  you  must  torment  him  ia 
his  dyinff  hours  ?*' 

The  holy  fisther  actually  gasped  for  breath — it  was  every  bit  of  it 
taken  away  by  the  woman's  sacrilegious  words :  never  in  all  his  life  had 
he  been  bearded  by  man,  woman,  or  child.  He  coughed,  and  choked, 
and  stuttered ;  a  hundred  words  rushed  to  his  astonished  lips,  but  not  one 
could  he  get  out,  had  his  expected  canonisation  depended  upon  it  For 
the  serrices  rendered  by  Father  Leance  to  the  Church,  in  more  ways  ihan 
one,  folly  merited  the  saintfV  reward — such,  at  least,  it  was  said,  had 
been  intimated  from  the  Vatican. 

Not  silent,  however,  were  the  spectators:  they  hissed,  and  groaned, 
and  murmured,  wondering  openly  that  the  heavens  did  not  fall  and  crush 
the  impious  w(»nan.  But,  the  sky  remaining  stationary,  they  expressed 
their  readiness  to  hustie  or  to  pelt,  whichever  might  be  acceptable  to  his 
reverend  holiness. 

<<  Look  at  him  I"  continued  Aglae,  passionately,  caring  no  more  for 
the  priests^  in  her  anxiety  for  the  fate  of  the  child,  than  she  did  for  the 
mobb^dethem;  indeed,  appealing  to  the  latter.  *^  Don't  you  see  that, 
dying  as  he  is,  and  half-frozen  with  the  ccdd,  he  could  never  reach  that 
high  hill  except  to  die  upon  the  top  ?  I  tell  you  it  will  be  nothing  short 
of  murder." 

^'  What  are  you  about?''  harshly  intenogated  Father  Leance  of  his 
reverend  compeer.  "  She  ought  to  nave  been  secured  long  ago.  Not  for 
her  incomprehensible  laneuage,"  he  added,  turning  with  a  magnanimous 
smile  towards  the  multitude,  '^that  can  proceed  only  from  insanity, 
but  for  a  sacrilegious  act  she  has  been  guilty  of  against  the  ChurcL" 

Father  G6rard  laid  his  hands  upon  her. 

'*  Forward  there  r  resumed  the  elder  Jesuit,  pushing  oo  Charles  de 
St.  L4ger,  whose  paralysed  limbs  could  not  have  obeyed  but  for  the 
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excitement  lent  by  terror.  Hifl  teeth  chattered  audibly — ^his  attenuated 
features  were  white  as  the  snow  on  the  neighbouring  roo£i — his  dripping 
garments  clung  around  him,  and,  altogether,  he  presented  a  picture  of 
childish  misery  that  probably  has  seldom,  if  ever,  been  equalled  on  earth. 
^< Forward!  quick!"  repeated  the  priest,  gathering  a  handful  of  the 
clothes  in  his  right  hand — he  was  st^  in  girl's  attire — and  pushing  him 
on  in  the  direction  of  La  Fourvi^re ;  '^  hasten  on,  that  you  may  ofFer  up 
your  vows  to  the  blessed  Mother  while  she  is  propitious^  abandone^^ 
miserable  sinner  that  you  are!  Do  you  remain  and  secure  Her,**  he 
continued,  addressing  Father  G^rd ;  "  her  sin  has  been  one  of  enormity, 
and  her  punishment  must  be  adequate." 

''Do  with  me  as  you  will,"  murmured  Aglae,  resigning  herself,  a 
willing  prisoner,  to  Father  Gerard,  who  prepared  to  conduct  her  in  an 
opposite  direction,  whilst  her  eyes,  blinded  by  tears,  gazed  after  Charles, 
and  her  heart  was  brealdng.  ''  Do  with  me  as  you  will,  you  cannot 
do  worse  to  me  than  you  have  done  to  him.  Farewell,  Charles— &rewell 
for  ever." 

Perhaps  he  would  have  turned  towards  her,  but  Father  Leance  thrust 
him  on ;  the  crowd,  which  was  increasing  to  hundreds,  following  behind 
them.  They  crossed  one  of  the  bridges  thrown  over  the  Saone,  and 
were  speedily  at  the  foot  of  La  Fourviere.  All  who  have  been  to  Lyons 
must  remember  this  spot.  The  ascent  winds  round  and  round,  as  in 
some  of  our  own  hills — that  of  Malvern,  for  instance,  though  the  height 
of  La  Fourviere  is  not  so  great. 

The  ascent,  which  in  favourable  weather,  and  to  an  active  lad,  would 
be  nothing,  was  to  Charles  a  work  of  time  and  pain.  The  snow,  in  some 
places  very  deep,  in  others  slippery  to  a  degree,  obstructed  his  limbs, 
already  nearly  powerless  from  cold  and  weakness ;  his  wet  garments  were 
stiffening  with  the  keen  frost  of  the  advancing  evening,  and  ere  he  had 
attained  half  the  height  he  sank  down  upon  the  path.  Father  Leance 
administered  a  gentle  kick,  his  own  temper  probably  not  sweetened  by 
the  f&tigue  of  the  ascent.  f 

*'  Up  with  you,  you  lazy  animal — ^what  obstinacy  is  this  ?  Tou  might 
have  been  up  and  kneeling  at  the  shrine  by  now." 

Partly  by  help,  partly  by  his  own  exertions,  the  child  staggered  to  his 
feet,  and  onward  he  went  a  few  yards  more,  but  only  to  fall  down  again* 
Not  all  the  kicks  of  all  the  priests  in  Christendom  could  arouse  him  now. 

Father  Leance  seized  hold  of  one  arm ;  a  reverend  brother,  belonging 
to  the  same  order,  who  had  joined  the  procession  at  the  bottom  of  the 
hill,  took  the  other,  and  in  this  manner  they  proceeded,  dragging  the  lad 
between  them,  and  at  leneth  entirely  carrying  him.  At  the  termination 
of  the  ascent,  the  holy  faUiers,  tired  to  anger  with  the  slippery  difficulties 
of  the  path,  simultaneously  let  go  the  chud,  and  down  he  fell,  his  little 
cheeky  that  had  once  been  so  passionately  pressed  to  those  of  living  and 
loving  parents,  pressing  the  snow. 

The  crowd  pushed  themselves  up  to  look  at  him,  each  elbowing  his 
neighbour. 

'^  He  is  dead,"  observed  one,  quietly,  to  the  priests. 

This  was  not  exactly  what  Father  Leance  wished,  for  that  bold 
woman  down  below  had  openly  predicted  it,  and  told  him  it  would  be 
murder.  He  glided  up,  and  bent  over  him,  the  mob  respectfully  giving 
way. 
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The  fluttering  spark  of  life  had  indeed  flown.  God,  in  ffii  infinite 
mercy,  had  taken  the  child  to  a  home  where  no  torment  or  persecution 
could  come.  The  garb  of  religion  may  cover  hypocrisy  in  thb  world, 
but  remember — ^you  who  are  practising  it — ^that  it  cannot  in  the  next 

^' It  is  as  you  say,  my  children,"  cried  Father  Leance;  'Hhe  saints 
have  been  pleased  to  visit  their  displeasure  upon  him.  Nevertheless,  let 
us  place  him  at  the  shrine.  The  spotless  Virgin  is  full  of  compassion ; 
who  can  say  that  it  will  not  be  exerted  in  restoring  this  sinner  to  life. 
A  prophetic  voice  whispers  me  to  hope  it." 

The  spectators  pulled  off  their  hats  and  crossed  themselves ;  whilst  a 
few  of  them,  perhaps  the  least  credulous,  proceeded  to  satisfy  themselves 
that  the  child  was  really  dead. 

The  two  priests  raised  the  corpse  and  bore  him  into  the  chapel,  where 
they  were  met  by  three  or  four  of  the  ofiicials  belonging  to  it,  for  the 
chapel  is  never  deserted.  They  laid  him  flat  upon  his  face  on  the  steps 
before  the  altar,  a  beautiful  painting  of  the  Virgin  looking  down  upon 
him,  and  whole  pounds  of  candles  being  lighted  up  to  propitiate  her. 

''  We  will  retire  now,  my  friends,''  said  Faiher  Leance  to  the  gaping 
spectators,  who  had  crowded  in  to  catch  a  sight  of  what  was  going  on. 
It  took  them  some  time  to  pass  out,  and  meanwhile  Father  Leance  was 
holding  a  whispered  conference  with  one  of  the  brethren,  a  hale  man  of 
seventy  summers. 

''  He  is  thin  and  delicate,*'  was  a  remark  of  the  stranger  priest  at  its 
conclusion,  '^  and  so  far  suitable ;  and  I  should  jud^e  about  the  same 
height.  But — ^the  damp  garments;  they  may  cause  his  death  as  well  as 
the  other's." 

Nothing  could  equal  the  look  of  ineffable  contempt  that  shot  from  the 
eyes  of  Father  Leance  as  he  heard  the  words. 

''  Would  you  put  the  life  of  a  puny  boy  before  the  good  of  the  Church?" 
he  exclaimed ;  '^  regard  the  well  or  ill-beine  of  a  lay  brother,  and  he  a 
child  in  its  service,  in  comparison  with  the  will  of  the  brotherhood  ?"  And, 
as  the  old  monk  listened,  he  bowed  to  the  very  ground  in  acquiescence, 
for  his  rank  in  the  order  was  widely  inferior  to  that  which  Father  Leance 
had  attained. 

.  I  wish  you  could  have  witnessed  the  scene  on  the  hill  when  the  miracle 
performed  by  the  Virgin  was  palpably  made  known  to  the  expectant 
assemblage,  who  were  waiting  there  shivering  in  the  frost  Never  was  a 
miracle  peiformed  in  so  short  a  time — speaking  of  these  latter  day  ones. 
The  holy  father,  Leance,  had  remained  on  his  knees  outside  with  them, 
a  comfortable  mat  having  been  furnished  him,  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  cross 
at  the  top  of  the  chapel,  and  his  voice  raised  in  propitiatory  prayers  to 
the  Virgin.  And  behold!  his  prayers  were  answerea!  The  dead  body 
lying  on  the  altar  steps  was  seen  to  move  by  the  assembled  priests ;  the 
news  was  carried  to  uie  crowd;  and  once  more  they  jostled  each  other 
into  the  church,  alive  with  excitement,  and  ready  to  go  mad  with  enthu- 
siasm. 

The  poor  little  corpse  had  raised  itself  upon  its  hands,  and  was  regard- 
ing the  picture  with  a  supplicating  look — not  that  they  could  see  his 
features,  for  the  darkened  evening  had  thrown  total  obscurity  over  the 
chapel,  save  for  the  previously  mentioned  candles,  and  a  small  silver  lamp 
of  incense  that  burned  from  the  roof. 
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In  a  short  spaoe  of  time  his  reeorerf  was  eomj^et^  anj  lie  waa  oon- 
ducted  outnde,  irambers  sot  baring  been  able  to  press  into  the  <^pd. 
He  walked  as  irril  as  ever  he  had  Tinidked  in  his  lift^^  or  as  an  j-  one  ooold 
be  expected  to  walk  who  had  saturated  petticoats  cfinging  ronnd  thenv  He 
retomed  thanks  to  the  Virgin  for  the  miracle  wrought  upon  bim,  the 
words  being  put  into  his  lips  bj  Father  Leance.  The  enthusiasm  of  tibe 
mob  knew  no  bounds;  it  is  true  they  could  not  discern  the  workings  of 
his  features  in  the  gathering  shades  of  night,  but  thej  touched  his  hands 
and  heard  his  words. 

The  excitement  reached  its  acme.  Not  one  would  descend  the  hiU, 
even  in  their  impatience  to  pour  forth  the  tale,  until  thejhad  been  blessed 
by  Father  Leance,  that  most  revered  and  estimaUe  man,  and  those  who 
could  get  near  enough  knelt  down  and  kissed  the  hem  of  his  robe.  He 
xeceived  their  homage  with  a  dignified  air,  which  of  itself  was  sufficient  te 
assure  diem  that  he  looked  upon  it  as  his  due.  He  raised  his  hands  and 
ffave  them  his  benediction,  and  as  the  first  party  descended  the  hill,  hurst- 
vag  with  the  news  whidi  was  soon  to  startle  the  ears  of  all  Lyons,  and 
wiU  be  handed  down  to  posterity  as  long  as  the  Roman  Catholics  shall 
possess  the  land,  he  returned  to  the  little  chapel,  followed  by  the  fiayoured 
child. 

^'  Prepare  him  to  accompany  me  back  to  Grrenoble^**  was  his  imperious 
command  to  the  priests,  pointmg  to  the  lad  with  a  wave  of  the  finger; 
^henceforth  he  shall  be  taken  care  of  in  the  estabBshment  of  Jesus/' 

He  passed  into  a  secret  apartment  as  he  spoke,  where  lay  the  dead 
body  of  a  child — it  was  all  that  remained  of  Charles  de  St.  Lieger.  His 
life  had  latterly  been  one  of  unequalled  sorrow  and  suffering,  and  his 
worn  spirit  wy  at  last  at  rest. 

"  And  the  burial  ?"  inquired  the  aged  priest,  who  had  accompanied 
Father  Leance  into  the  recess,  pointing  to  the  corpse. 

**  Burial  for  him!^  indignantly  broke  forth  Father  Leance.  '*  Throw 
him  into  a  hole  like  a  dog^ — a  fit  ending  for  the  true  son  of  a  heretic! 
Heaven  would  not  suffer  the  iniquitous  fiither  to  live^  and  now  it  has 
destroyed  the  child.  Christian  burial  for  him!  May  all  heretics  perish 
as  they  have  done !'' 

The  holy  fiither  passed  out  of  the  chapel  on  his  way  to  descend  the 
hiD,  followed  by  the  resuscitated  young  gentleman  of  tiie  miracle ;  and 
the  monks  of  La  Fourvidre  bent  to  him  in  all  humility,  and  remained  in 
the  same  position  until  he  was  out  of  flight. 
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Whether  we  regard  the  distance  separatiiig  the  inyader  from  the  in- 
Taded,  and  cutting  off  all  means  of  help,  and  all  power  of  timely  commu- 
nication— the  difficulties  to  he  contended  against  in  detaO — a  countiy 
nnfiELvourable  to  military  operations — a  climate  hXal  to  European  troops, 
and  habits,  superstitions,  and  traditions  inveterately  hostile  to  the  ap- 
proaches of  civifisation — the  terrible  vicissitudes  marking  eyery  step  of  its 
progress — or  the  magnitude  of  the  objects  at  issue — the  conquest  of  India 
by  the  arms  of  England  must  be  considered  as  the  most  astounding 
enterprise  in  the  annals  of  the  world.  Marathon  and  Thermopylae,  and 
the  accumulated  glories  of  Greek  and  Roman  story,  sink  into  insignifi- 
cance in  the  comparison,  and  bear  even  a  lesser  proportion  to  our  achieve- 
ments in  the  East  than  a  gay  joust  of  the  middle  ages  to  an  embattled 
field.  The  education  of  our  youth  has  the  effect  of  investing  classical 
memories  with  undue  magnificance,  to  the  direct  depreciation  of  the  more 
important  lessons  of  contemporaiy  history.  While  the  student  is  left  in 
utter  ignorance  of  the  heroism  that  has  annexed  new  races  and  whole 
continents  to  tlie  crown  of  Great  Britain,  and  that  is  actually  advancing 
her  standard  into  still  remoter  regions,  at  the  very  moment  he  is  exulting 
over  the  pages  of  Thucydides  or  Xenophon,  no.*  puns  are  spared  in  the 
collegiate  course  to  inspire  him,  by  the  examples  of  ancipnt  cnivalry,  with 
that  species  of  poetical  republicanism  which  Canning  and  Southey 
espoused  in  their  boyhood,  and  no  less  strenuously  renounced  in  their 
maturity. 

A  sprinkle  of  modem  history  would  serve  excellently  to  qualify  the 
flavour  of  an  ancient  prose  epic,  just  as  a  dash  of  salt  or  pepper  is  thrown 
into  soup  to  give  it  a  relish,  with  this  additional  recommendation,  that  it 
would  have  the  undoubted  effect  of  strengthening  its  tone,  and  rendering 
it  more  nutritious.     And,  certainly,  no  narratives  of  our  national  con* 

2 nests,  moral  or  territorial,  could  be  selected  more  likely  to  accomplish 
[lat  result  than  the  narratiyes  which  depict  the  growth  of  our  power  in 
the  East.  Full  of  gorgeous  materials  to  excite  and  elevate  the  imagina- 
tion, and  romantic  vicissitudes  to  awaken  and  suspend  the  curiosity  of  the 
reader,  they  contain,  also,  the  grandest  examples  upon  record  of  the  dif- 
fusion and  establishment  of  civilisation  amongst  races  whose  constitutional 
languor  and  immemorial  degpradation,  in  their  social  and  political  phases, 
present  the  most  formidable  obstacles  to  the  reception  of  religious  and 
scientific  truths.  Now  this  civilisation,  based  upon  the  principles  of 
Christianity,  is  the  one  healthful  element  which  is  wanted  in  the  ancient 
histories,  and  the  absence  of  which  reduces  them  to  mere  chronicles, 
that  rest  their  whole  dignity  upon  the  graces  of  style,  descriptive  power 
in  the  conduct  of  the  story,  and  skill  in  the  delineation  of  character.  The 
history  of  India  embraces  all  these  sources  of  interest,  in  addition  to  that 
hopenil  influence  which  presides  over  the  whole,  and  extracts,  even  from 
the  vast  battle-ground  on  which  we  have  struggled  for  ascendancy,  the 
promise  of  wider  and  more  permanent  victories,  in  the  redemption  of 
hordes  of  men  from  a  state  of  ignorance  and  barbsirism. 

*  A  Year  on  the  Pagab  Frontier,  in  1848-9.  By  Bii^or  Hertet  O.  Bdwaides^ 
C3.,HJSJLC.&    8  vols,    R.  Bentley,  186U 
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The  conquest  of  India  is  not  limited  to  naked  acquisition  and  aggiaa- 
disement ;  it  has  another  and  a  higher  aspect — the  substitution  of  order 
and  good  government  for  anarchy  and  despotism.  These  results  are  inse* 
parable  firom  every  advance  we  make  in  new  alliances  and  the  extension 
of  our  frontier ;  and  every  book  that  faithfully  reflects  any  section  of  our 
operations  in  that  country  must  equally  illustrate  both  effects  of  our  polity 
in  Hindostan.  The  observation  applies  with  peculiar  force  and  propriety 
to  the  volumes  before  us. 

In  the  first  volume  Major  Edwardes  details  the  incidents  of  a  finanaal 
mission  to  which  he  was  appointed  at  the  close  of  the  first  Sikh  war,  in 
the  valley  of  Bunnoo,  a  district  of  Eastern  Afghanistan;  and,  in  the 
second,  that  memorable  campaign  in  the  Punjab  which  terminated  in  the 
reduction  of  Mooltan,  and  the  surrender  of  the  spotted  rebel,  Moolraj. 
We  have  thus,  in  these  two  volumes,  a  complete  microcosm  of  Indian 
triumphs — on  the  one  hand,  the  progress  of  the  pacificator  ;  and^  on  the 
other,  the  achievements  of  the  soldier. 

When  Sir  Henry  Lawrence  was  sent  as  British  resident  to  Lahore^  lid 
found  the  finances  of  the  Sikh  Empire  in  a  state  of  alarming'  confusion. 
The  revenues  had  everywhere  fallen  into  arrear.     In  some  places  the 
people  absconded  to  avoid  payment,  and  in  others  payment  was  openly 
resisted.     Amongst  the  recusants  were  the  inhabitants  of  Bunnoo.     For 
the  purpose  of  ascertaining  the  amount  of  arrears,  fixing  the  future  taxes 
on  an  equitable  basis,  and  organising  a  practicable  system  of  collection, 
Major  Edwai-des,  at  that  time  a  subaltern,  was  despatched  into  the  vallejy 
at  the  head  of  a  very  small  detachment.    The  undertaking  was  a  difficult 
one,  but  he  executed  it  with  consummate  tact  and  entire  success. 

The  population  of  *  the  valley  of  Bunnoo  is  composed  of  sundry  mixed 
races,   including  the  mongrel  Bunnoochees,  descended  from  difiTerent 
tribes,  and  broken  up  into  factions  amongst  themselves — the  Syuds,  and 
other  religious  blood-suckers,  who  live  upon   the  superstitions  of  the 
peasantry,  and  absorb  the  fruits  of  the  land — ^the  poor,  besotted,  enslaved 
Hindoos,  who  concentrate  in  their  hands  nearly  all  the  handicraft  and 
trading  interest,  which  they  preserve  only  by  the  most  degrading  sub- 
serviency to  their  masters — and  the  Vizeree  hordes,  who,  pouring  down 
from  their  inclement  mountains,  avail  themselves  lawlessly  of  the  plains 
to  graze  their  cattle  and  sun  themselves  in  the  pastures  of  their  neigh- 
bours.    Major  Edwardes's  mission  lay  amongst  these  conflicting  races, 
and  it  may  be  readily  imagined  that  it  required  no  little  firmness  and  tact 
to  conduct  it  to  a  successful  issue.     The  Sikhs,  who  had  hitherto  levied 
fihe  revenue  in  this  country — to  which,  it  appears,  tiiey  had  no  legitimate 
right — always  went  to  work  ad  Ubituniy  and  took  wnatever  they  could 
get  by  force  and  fraud,  without  the  slightest  reference  to  any  principle  of 
law  or  justice ;  and  it  was  by  no  means  the  least  troublesome  part  of 
Major  Edwardes's  undertaking  to  make  the  natives  understand  that  on 
this  occasion  individual  rights  were  to  be  respected  for  the  first  time,  and 
that  no  measures  of  severity  would  be  i*esorted  to  except  in  cases  of 
absolute  necessity. 

He  had  good  reason  to  congratulate  himself  on  the  result.  The 
bloodless  conquest  of  this  wild  valley  of  Bunnoo,  which  in  three  months 
he  brought  within  the  pale  of  civilisation,  leaving  the  revenues  so  clearly 
organised  behind  him  that  no  difiiculty  has  since  arisen  in  their  collection, 
is  a  victory  of  wliich  he  may  be  even  more  proud  than  the  batties  in  the 
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Punjab  and  the  sacking  of  Mooltan.  The  Biumoo  country  is  dotted 
over  with  curious  mud  forts,  in  which  the  people  live,  pent  up  in  a  state 
of  incessant  feud  and  alarm.  These  forts  constitute  the  inner  super- 
Btitioh,  if  we  may  so  express  it,  of  their  whole  fighting  existence ;  and 
signal  must  have  been  the  influence  Major  Edwardes  obtained  over  their 
occupants,  when  he  prevailed  upon  them  to  level  no  less  than  400  of 
these  forts  to  the  g^und,  and  to  submit  to  the  construction  of  a  fortress 
for  the  crown,  by  which  arrangements  the  subjugation  of  the  valley  was 
completed. 

We  cannot  have  a  more  striking  evidence  of  the  deplorable  debasement 
of  these  people  than  is  afforded  by  the  extreme  difficulty  they  had  in 
comprehending  that  very  simple  principle  of  taxation,  which  regulates  the 
individual  pressure  by  the  amount  of  individual  property.  Rapine,  pecu- 
lation, fraud  and  corruption  in  every  shape  was  perfectly  intelligible  to 
them ;  but  they  could  not  understand  the  equitable  distribution  of  a 
common  burden.  Major  Edwardes  is  quite  right  in  taking  more  credit 
to  himself  for  liis  successful  diplomacy  in  Bunnoo  than  for  his  victorious 
achievements  on  the  Punjab  fix)ntier.  He  has  bequeathed  to  the  Bun* 
noochees  a  lasting  legacy  of  peace  and  self-reliance,  taught  them  the 
Talue  of  free  and  responsible  institutions,  and  driven,  it  is  to  be  hoped 
for  ever,  the  insurgent  and  the  marauder  from  their  fertile  fields.  But 
this  result  was  not  accomplished  without  considerable  anxiety  and  great 
persona]  hazard.  The  Bunnoochees  could  not  prevail  upon  themselves  to 
believe  in  the  serious  intention  of  the  British  to  occupy  their  countir  for 
the  purpose  of  enforcing  these  objects ;  and  they  accordingly  evadea  and 
resisted  him  at  first  by  eveiy  possible  mode  of  chicanery  and  violence 
they  could  bring  into  play.  His  life  was  twice  attempted  m  his  tent,  and 
dehberate  plans  were  laid  to  assassinate  him  on  other  occasions.  He  was 
not,  however,  to  be  turned  from  his  purpose  by  plots  or  violence,  and  he 
persevered,  openly,  frunkly,  and  with  a  moral  courage  that  cannot  be  too 
highly  applauded,  until  he  achieved  the  object  of  his  mission.  From 
that  nour  to  the  present  the  revenues  of  Bunnoo  have  been  collected 
with  as  much  ease  and  regularity  as  the  taxes  of  any  district  within  the 
girth  of  our  possessions. 

He  had  no  sooner  wound  up  these  afiirs,  than  intelligence  reached  him 
of  the  attempt  made  upon  the  lives  of  Mr.  Van  Ag^ew  and  Lieutenant 
Anderson,  on  the  bridge  of  Mooltan.  Mr.  Van  Agnew,  bleeding  from 
his  wounds,  and  stunned  by  the  perfidy  of  Moolraj's  followers,  had 
written  a  hasty  note  to  General  Cortlandt  for  succour.  This  note  fell 
into  Major  Edwardes's  hands,  and  he  conceived  it  to  be  his  duty  at  once, 
without  delaying  for  a  communication  with  the  seneral,  to  set  off  with 
what  strength  he  could  muster  to  the  assistance  of  his  countrymen.  But 
his  onerous  zeal  was  ineffectual  to  save  them.  He  had  no  sooner  arrived 
at  the  city  of  Leia  than  tidings  arrived  of  that  sanguinary  tragedy  which 
led,  in  its  ultimate  results,  to  the  second  Sikh  war,  and  tne  final  annexa- 
tion of  the  Punjab  to  the  British  territories.  Mr.  Van  Agnew  and  his 
friend  had  been  savagely  butchered  before  any  help  could  reach  them. 

From  this  point  began  that  series  of  gallant  operations  in  which  Major 
Edwardes  won  his  spurs.  Compelled  to  evacuate  Leia,  and  re-cross  the 
Indus,  with  disaffection  amount  his  troops,  he  found  himself  in  a  critical 
and  embarrassing  position,  without  power  or  authority  to  meet  emergencies 
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as  they  arose.  Acting  upon  tlie  impulse  of  his  own  temperament,  he 
would  have  pushed  on  to  Mooltan;  hut  the  caJmer  judgment  of  the 
council  at  head-quarters  restrained  his  ardour,  and  limited  his  moyements 
to  the  less  hnlliant  doty  of  arresting  the  prog^ress  of  rebellion  in  the 
country  immediately  around  him.  The  poli^  of  the  goyemment  was  to 
postpone  general  measures  until  the  hot  season  had  passed  away,  and  A 
sufficient  army  could  be  collected  to  strike  a  decisive  blow.  In  the 
mean  while,  exposed  to  harassing  skirmishes,  and  even  venturing  some* 
thing  like  pitched  battles.  Major  Edwardes  managed  to  fulfil  his  instme- 
tions  with  an  amount  of  success  that  could  hardly  have  been  anticipated 
from  the  inadequate  force  at  his  command,  whose  services  were  rendered 
worse  than  doubtful  by  the  known  disloyalty  of  the  greater  part  of  them. 

The  plan  arranged  for  the  circumvention  of  Moolraj  was  similar  to  that 
by  which  Maurice  Quill's  Irishman  declared  he  had  made  prisoners  of  three 
Spaniards,  and  was,  probably,  quite  as  efficacious  in  its  effects.  He  was 
to  be  shut  in  from  five  different  points  by  five  convei^ng  columns^ 
which,  gradually  closing  up  the  ground  before  him,  were  to  drive  him  at 
last  into  his  stronghold  at  Mooltan^  and  there  lay  siege  to  him.  The 
main  object  of  these  operations  was  to  preyent  the  spread  of  the  rebdlkm 
amongst  the  Sikhs,  and  to  weaken  the  enemy  in  detail.  But  the  plaa 
broke  down,  and  must  have  finally  fiiiled  altogether  but  for  the  eneigj 
and  promptitude  of  Major  Edwardes,  who  commanded  one  of  these 
columns,  and  who,  by  a  daring  movement,  vras  enabled  to  join  the  only 
one  of  the  remaining  columns  that  succeeded  in  making  its  way  to  toe 
scene  of  action,  thus,  in  a  moment  of  imminent  peril,  deciding  the  fortune 
of  the  battle  of  Rineyree,  from  which  Moolraj  never  recovered.  The 
description  of  this  battle  is  one  of  the  most  picturesque  and  animated 
sketches  in  the  book,  and  may  be  referred  to  as  an  excellent  example  of 
the  author's  literary  power. 

The  result  of  that  battle  compelled  Moolraj  to  retreat  towards  hit 
fortress,  vHbich  was  believed  to  be  impregnable.  It  was  followed  by  other 
crowning  successes,  hardly  earned  in  the  hce  of  mutinies  and  an  appalling 
elimate.  Then  came  down  the  army  under  General  Whish,  and  witit 
this  reinforcement  the  British  troops  prepared  for  the  labours  of  a  reeular 
siege.  Reverses  and  difficulties,  nowever,  were  yet  in  store  for  them. 
Symptoms  of  disaffection  had  sqppeared  elsewhere.  The  Sikh  chief,  whose 
son,  at  the  head  of  his  cohorts,  was  serving  under  the  English  standard, 
had  broken  out  into  rebellion,  and  was  carrying  on  a  secret  conespondenoe 
to  induce  the  Sikhs  in  the  British  pay  to  desert  their  colours.  The 
knowledge  of  this  extensive  piece  of  treachery  rendered  the  presence  of 
these  Sikhs  more  dangerous  than  the  loss  of  them  could  prove  disad* 
TantageouB ;  and  it  was  considered  so  necessaiy  to  get  rid  of  them,  that 
tiiey  were  at  length,  under  some  plausible  pretence,  ordered  back  to 
Lahore.  This  unavoidable  reduction  of  the  numerical  strength  of  the 
anny  obliged  General  Whish  to  abandon  the  siege  until  the  available 
force  at  his  command  should  receive  the  requisite  ao^^mentadon. 

These  ddiays  and  hindrances,  aggravated  by  a  variety  of  minor  annoy* 
aaoes,  were  extremely  harassing.  But  the  martiai  spirit  and  devotion  of 
the  soldieiy  overcame  them.  And  when  the  augmentation  arrived,  an! 
the  siege  was  renewed,  it  soon  became  evident  that  Ihe  deaths  of  poor 
Agnew  and  Anderson  were  dbout  to  be  aveng^  by  a  signal  retribatum. 
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The  account  ^ven  of  the  details  of  the  siege  are  graphic  in  the  highest 
degree,  and  possess  a  fascination  which  few  writers  could  have  imparted 
to  such  a  theme,  and  none  but  one  who  had  been  personallj  engaged  in 
the  conflicts  so  admirably  described. 

Moolraj  fought  to  the  last,  or  ratheir  his  desperate  adherents,  who  seem 
to  have  forced  him  into  his  perilous  situation^  fought  for  him.  He  appears 
to  have  been  personally  a  recreant  at  heart ;  ready  to  compromise  when 
nothing  else  was  left  to  him,  and  prepared  to  commit  or  sanctiooi  the 
worst  atrocities  when  he  happened  to  have  the  means  of  carrying  them 
out  with  impunity.  In  the  end,  when  the  streets  presented  a  scene  of 
universal  carnage^  and  his  soldiers  lay  in  heaps  in  the  ditches  and  guUxee 
of  the  ramparts,  he  shut  himself  up  in  his  inner  fort  or  donjon  with  a 
handfiil  of  troops.  Then  followed  his  miserable  capitulation  and  begging 
of  his  life.  But  the  English,  justly  indignant  at  the  whole  course  of  his 
eonducty  refused  to  listen  to  any  proposition  short  of  unconditional  suiy 
render.  He  stipulated  for  his  personal  safety,  but  they  would  hear  of  no 
stipulations ;  and  so,  throwing  himself  at  last,  like  a  cowaxd  and  a  mendi- 
cant, upon  their  compassion,  he  slunk  out  alone  at  daybreak,  and  gave 
himself  up  to  be  tried  by  a  court-martial.  The  result  of  the  trial  was  a 
sentence  of  death,  whicn  the  magnanimity  of  the  victors  commuted  to 
banishment  for  life. 

The  details  of  these  events  are  chiefly  derived  from  blue  books  and 
printed  correspondence,  linked  together  by  threads  of  personal  adventure. 
Perhaps  some  portions  of  the  despatches  might  have  been  spared  without 
injury  to  the  nistorical  value  of  the  narrative,  although  we  confess  we 
have  read  them  all  with  unflagging  curiosity.  Something  might  have 
been  gained  by  a  little  judidous  excision,  for  the  sake  of  readers  who 
may  wish  to  get  at  the  results  more  rapidly.  We  are  bound,  however, 
in  justice  to  we  author,  to  observe  that  he  nas  made  the  best  possible  use 
of  his  materials  upon  the  plan  he  has  adopted.  The  circumstantial  cha» 
xacter  of  the  narrative  imparts  to  it  the  excitement  of  a  romance ;  while 
the  perspicuity  of  statement,  and  clearness  of  arrangement,  render  it  so 
luminous  throughout,  that,  malgre  all  impediments  thrown  in  the  way 
of  enjoyment  by  strange  Indian  names  ana  unfamiliar  terms,  the  whole 
story  of  the  campaign  and  the  sie^  of  Mooltan  is  rendered  as  attractive 
as  a  tale  out  of  the  **•  Arabian  Nignts." 

The  two  volumes  form  togetho*  the  most  important  and  interestmg 
work  relating  to  the  affairs  of  India  that  has  for  many  years  issued  firom 
the  press.  They  are  written  with  considerable  eloquence,  and  display  an 
amount  of  eneigy  and  ability  which  justifies  the  highest  expectations  nooi 
the  future  labours  of  the  author,  in  whatever  department  ne  may  be  em* 
ployed — whether  he  is  called  upon  to  serve  his  countiy  in  the  cabinet  ct 
the  field.  India  is  fruitful  in  opportunities  for  the  active  development  of 
that  union  of  qualities  which  Major  Edwardes  possesses  in  a  high  and 
xemarkaUe  degree. 
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(concluded.) 
Chapter  LXX. — ^how  thet  got  up  the  «bakd  aristocratic. 

There  is  no  saying  what  advantages  railway  communication  may 

confer  upon  a  country.     But  for  the  Granddiddle  Junction,  shire 

neyer  would  have  had  a  steeple-chase — an  aristocratic  one  at  least.  A 
few  friends  and  fisirmers  mi^t  have  got  up  a  quiet  thing  among  them- 
selves, but  it  would  never  have  seen  a  regular  aristocratic,  with  its  swell- 
mob,  its  sham  captains,  and  all  the  paraphernalia  of  odd  laying,  "  secret 
tips,"  and  market  rigging.  Who  wul  deny  the  benefit  that  must  accrue 
to  any  locality  by  the  inundation  of  all  the  loose  fish  of  the  kingdom  ? 

Formerly  die  prize-fights  were  the  perquisites  of  the  publicans.  They 
arranged  for  Shaggy  Tom  to  pound  Hairy  Billy's  nob  upon  So-and-so  s 
land,  the  preference  being  given  to  the  locality  that  subscribed  the  most 
money  to  the  fight.  Since  the  decline  of  the  ring,  steeple-chasing,  and 
that  still  smaUer  grade  of  gambling — coursing,  have  come  to  their  aid. 
Nine-tenths  of  the  steeple-chases  and  coursing  matches  are  got  up  by 
innkeepers,  for  the  good  of  their  houses.  Some  of  the  town  publicans, 
indeed,  seem  to  think  that  the  coimtry  was  just  made  for  their  matches 
to  come  off  in,  and  scarcely  condescend  to  ask  the  leave  of  the  land- 
owners. We  saw  an  advertisement  the  other  day,  where  a  low  publican 
in  a  manufacturing  town  assured  the  subscribers  to  his  coursing  club 
that  he  would  take  care  to  select  open  ground,  with  '^  plenty  of  stout 
hares,"  as  if  all  the  estates  in  the  neighbourhood  were  at  his  disposal. 
Another  advertised  a  steeple-chase  in  the  centre  of  a  good  himting  coun- 
try— "  amateur  and  gentlemen  riders" — ^with  a  half  crown  ordinary  at 
the  end!  Fancy  the  respectability  of  a  steeple-chase  with  a  half-crown 
ordinary  at  the  end! 

Our  Aristocratic  was  got  up  on  the  "good-of-the-house"  principle. 
Whatever  benefit  the  Granddiddle  Junction  conferred  upon  the  country 
at  large,  it  had  a  very  prejudicial  effect  upon  the  Old  Duke  of  Cumber- 
land Hotel  and  Posting- House,  which  it  leh  high  and  dry  at  an  angle, 
sufficiently  near  to  be  tantalised  by  the  whirr  and  the  whistle  of  the 
trains,  and  yet  too  far  off  to  be  benefited  by  the  parties  they  brought. 
This  once  well-accustomed  hostelry  was  kept  by  one  Mr.  Viney,  a  former 
butler  in  the  Scattercash  family,  and  who  still  retained  the  usual  "  old- 
and-faithful-servant "  entrSe  of  Nonsuch  House,  having  his  beefsteak  and 
bottle  of  wine  in  the  8teward*s  room  whenever  he  chose  to  call.  Yiney 
had  done  good  at  the  Old  Duke  of  Cumberland ;  and  no  one,  seeing  him 
*'  full  fig,"  would  recognise  in  the  solemn  grandeur  of  his  stately  person 
the  dirty  knife-boy  who  had  filled  the  place  now  occupied  by  the  still 
dirtier  Slarkey.  But  the  days  of  road  travelling  departed,  and  Viney,  who^ 
beneath  the  Grecian-columned  portico  of  his  country-house-looking  hotels 
modulated  the  ovations  of  his  cauliflower  head  to  every  description  of  tra- 
▼eller — from  the  lordly  occupant  of  the  barouche  and  four  down  to  the 
humble  sitter  in  a  gig — was  cut  off  by  one  fell  swoop  from  all  further 
traffic.  He  was  extinguished  like  a  gaslight,  and  the  pipe  laid  on  a  fresh 
line. 
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Fortunately  Mr.  Viney  was  pretty  warm ;  he  had  done  pretty  well ; 
and  haviDg  enjoyed  the  intimacy  of  the  great  ''  Jeames"  of  railway 
times,  had  got  a  hint  not  to  engage  the  inn  heyond  the  opening  of  the 
line.   Consequently,  he  now  had  the  great  house  for  a  mere  nothing  until 
such  times  as  the  owner  could  convert  it  into  that  last  refuge  for  deserted 
houses — a  ^' young  ladies'  seminary."     Mr.  Viney  now,  having  plenty  of 
leisure,  frequently  drove  his  ''  missis"  (once  a  lady's-maid  in  a  quality 
£Gtmily)  up  to  Nonsuch  House,  as  well  for  the  sake  of  the  airing — for  the 
road  was  pleasant  and  picturesque — as  to  see  if  he  could  get  the  "  little 
trifle"  Sir  Harry  owed  nim  for  post-horses,  bottles  of  soda-water,  and  such 
trifles  as  country  gentlemen  generally  run  up  scores  for  at  their  posting- 
houses — scores  that  seldom  get  smaller  by  standing.    In  these  excursions 
Mr.  Viney  made  the  acquaintance  of  Mr.  Watchom ;  and  a  huntsman 
being  a  character  with  whom  even  the  landlord  of  an  inn — ^we  beg  par- 
don, hotel  and  posting-house — may  associate  without  flegradation,  Viney 
and  Watchom  became  intimate.   Watchom  sympathised  with  Viney,  and 
never  failed  to  take  a  glass  in  passing,  either  at  exercise  or  out  hunting, 
to  deplore  that  such  a  nice-looking  house,  so  'Miear  the  station,  too," 
should  be  ruined  as  an  inn.     It  was  after  a  more  than  usual  libation  that 
Watchorn,  trotting  merrily  along  with  the  hounds,  having  accomplished 
three  blank  days  in  succession,  asked  himself,  as  he  looked  upon  the  sur- 
rounding vale  from  the  rising  ground  of  Hammercock  Hill,  with  the 
cream-coloured  station  and  the  rose-coloured  hotel  peeping  through  the 
trees,  whether  something  might  not  be  done  to  give  the  latter  a  lift.    At 
first  he  thought  a  pigeon-match — a  sweepstake  open  to  all  England — fifty 
members  say,   at  two  pound  ten  each,  seven  pigeons,  seven  sparrows^ 
twenty- one  yards  rise,  two  ounces  of  shot,  and  so  on.     But  then,  again, 
he  thought  there  would  be  a  difficulty  in  getting  guns.     A  coursing- 
match — how  would  that  do  ?     Answer :  "  No  hares.      The  farmers  had 
made  such  an  outcry  about  the  game  that  the  landowners  had  shot  them 
all  off,  and  now  tne  farmers  were  grumbUng  that  they  couldn't  get 
a  course. 

'^  Dash  my  buttons !"  exclaimed  Watchom ;  **  it  would  be  the  very 
thing  for  a  steeple-chase !  There's  old  Putin's  hounds,  and  old  Scamp  s 
hounds,  and  these  hounds,"  looking  down  on  the  ill-assorted  lot  around 
him ;  *'  and  the  deuce  is  in  it  if  we  couldn't  g^ve  the  thing  such  a  start 
as  would  induce  the  lads  of  the  'village'  to  come  down,  and  a  vast 
amount  of  good  business  might  be  done.  Fm  dashed  if  it  isn't  the  very 
oountry  for  a  steeple-chase !"  continued  Watchom,  casting  his  eye  over 
Cloveriey  Park,-  round  the  enclosures  of  Langworth  Grange,  and  up  the 
rising  ground  of  Lark  Lodge. 

The  more  Watchom  thought  of  it,  the  more  he  was  satisfied  of  its 
feasibility,  and  he  trotted  over,  the  next  day,  to  the  Old  Duke  of  Cum- 
berland, to  see  his  friend  on  the  subject.  Viney,  like  most  victuallers, 
was  more  given  to  g^ames  of  skill — bdliards,  shuttlecock,  skittles,  domi- 
noes, and  so  on — than  to  the  rade  out-of-door  chances  of  flood  and  fields 
and  at  first  he  doubted  his  ability  to  grapple  with  the  details ;  but  on 
Mr.  Watchom's  assurance  that  he  would  keep  him  straight,  he  save  Mrs. 
Viney  a  key,  desiring  her  to  go  into  the  inner  cellar,  and  bring  out  a 
bottle  of  the  green  seal.  This  was  ninety-shilling  sherry— very  good 
stuff  to  take ;  and,  by  the  time  they  got  into  the  second  bottle,  they  had 
got  into  the  middle  of  the  scheme  too.  Viney  was  cautious  and  thought- 
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foL     He  had  a  Hieh  opimoa  of  Watchom's  sagacity,  aod  so   lon.^  as 
Watchom  coofined  himself  to  weights,  and  stakes,  and  forfeits,  aod.  so  oi^ 
he  was  content  to  leave  himself  in  the  hands  of  the  huntsman ;  but  ynhen. 
Watchom  came  to  talk  of  '' stewards,"  putting  this  person  aod    that 
together,  Viney's  experience  came  in  aid.    Yinej  knew  a  good  deal.      Hie 
had  not  stood  twisting  a  napkin  negligently  hefore  a  plate-loaded  side- 
board without  picking  up  a  good  many  waifs  and  strays  in  the  shape  of 
those  ins  and  outs,  those  likings  and  dislikings,  those  hatreds  and  jeaJou- 
aies,  that  foolish  and  indiscreet  people  let  fall  so  freely  before  senraots,  as 
if  for  all  the  world  the  servants  were  sideboards  themselves ;  and  he  had 
kept  up  his  stock  of  service-gained  knowledge  by  a  liberal,  though  not  a 
dignity-oompromisiug  intercourse — for  there  is  no  greater  aristocrat  than 
your  out-of-livery  servant — among  the  upper  servants  of  all  the  fazuilies 
m  the  neighbourhood,  so  that  he  knew  to  a  nicety  who  would  pull  toger- 
ther  and  who  wofldn't,  whose  name  it  would  not  do  to  mention  to  this 
person,  and  who  it  would  not  do  to  i4>ply  to  before  that. 

Neither  Watchom  nor  Viney  being  sportsmen,  they  thought  they  had 
nothing  to  do  but  apply  to  two  friends  who  were,  and  after  thinking'  over 
who  hunted  in  couples,  they  were  unfortunate  enough  to  select  our  Flat 
Hat  firiends  Fyle  and  Fossick.     Fyle  was  indignant  beyond  measure  at 
being  asked  to  be  steward  to  a  steeple-chase,  and  thrust  the  application 
into  the  fire ;  while  Fossick  just  wrote  below,  '^  I'll  see  you  hanged  first,'' 
and  sent  it  back,  without  putting  even  a  fresh  head  on  the  envelope. 
Nothing  daunted,  however,  they  returned  to  the  charge  and  without 
troubling  the  reader  with  unnecessary  detail,  we  think  it  will  be  generally 
admitted  that  they  at  length  made  an  excellent  selection  in  Mr.  Puffingtooy 
Guano,  and  Tom  Washball. 

Fortune  favoured  them  also  in  getdng  a  locality  to  run  in,  for  Timothy 
Slyfield,  of  Broom  Hill,  whose  farm  commanded  a  good  circular  three 
mues  of  country,  with  every  variety  of  obstacle,  having  thrown  up  his 
lease  for  a  thirty  per  cent,  reduction — a  giving  up  that  had  been  most 
unhandsomely  accepted  by  his  landlord — Timothy  was  most  anxious  to 
pay  him  off  by  d(Hng  every  conceivable  injury  to  the  fiirm,  than  which 
nothing  can  be  more  promising  than  having  a  steeple-chase  run  over  it. 
Slyfield,  therefore^  readily  agreed  to  let  Viney  and  Watchom  do  whatever 
they  liked,  on  condition  that  he  received  the  entrance-money  at  the  gate. 

Ibe  name  occupied  thdr  attention  some  time,  for  it  did  not  begin 
as  the  <<  Aiistocratic"  The  *'  Great  National,"  the  ''  Grand  Naval  and 
Military,"  the  "Sportsman,**  the  «Talli-ho,"  the  " Out-and-Outer,** 
the  "  SweU,"  were  all  considered  and  canvassed,  and  its  being  called 
the  ^'  Aristocratic"  at  length  turned  upon  whether  they  got  Lord 
Scampeidale  to  subscribe  or  not.  Tliis  was  accomplished  by  a  deferential 
call  by  Mr.  Viney  upon  Mr.  Spraggon,  with  a  litUe  bill  for  three  pound 
odd,  which  he  presented,  with  the  most  urgent  request  that  Jack  wouldn't 
diink  of  it  then — any  time  that  was  most  convenient  to  Mr.  Sprag* 
gon — and  then  the  introduction  of  the  neatly-headed  sheet-list.  It 
was  Incky  that  Viney  was  so  easily  satisfied,  for  poor  Jack  had  only 
thirty  shulingiy  of  whidi  he  owed  his  wash«:woman  eight,  and  he  was 
rery  glad  to  stuff  Viney's  bill  into  his  stunner  jacket  pocketi  and  apply 
hsmsdf  exclusively  to  the  contemplated  steeple -chase. 

Like  most  of  US,  Jack  had  no  objection  to  make  a  little  money ;  and  ai 
he  aquinted  his  finghtful  eyes  inside  out  at  the  paper^  he  thought  ov«r 
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irhat  horses  tiiej  had  in  the  stable  that  were  like  the  thiog ;  and  then  he 
sounded  Viney  as  to  whether  he  would  put  him  one  up  for  nothing  if  he 
eould  induce  his  lordship  to  send.  This,  of  course,  Viney  readily  assented 
to,  and  again  requesting  Jack  not  to  think  of  his  Uttle  bill  till  it  was  per- 
fectly convenient  to  him — a  favour  that  Jack  was  pretty  sure  to  accord 
idm — Mr.  Viney  took  his  departure,  Jack  undertaking  to  write  him  the  re- 
solt.  The  next  day  *s  post  brought  Viney  the  document — unpaid,  of  coarse 
— ^with  a  great  ^  Scamperdale"  scrawled  across  the  top ;  and  forthwith  it 
was  decided  that  the  steeple-chase  should  be  called  tne  ''  Grand  Aristo- 
cratic." Other  names  quickly  followed,  and  it  soon  assumed  an  importance. 
Advertisements  appeajred  in  all  the  sporting  and  would-be  sporting 
papers,  headed  with  the  imposing  names  of  the  stewards,  secretary,  and 
derk  of  the  course,  Mr.  Viney.  The  *'  Grand  Aristocratic  Stakes," 
of  20  sovs.  each,  half-forfeit,  and  5/.  only  if  declared,  &c  The  winner 
to  give  two  dozen  of  champagne  to  the  ordinary,  and  the  second  horse 
to  save  his  stake.  Gentlemen  riders  (titled  ones  to  be  allowed  31b.). 
Over  about  three  miles  of  fine  hunting  country,  under  the  usual  steeple- 
chase conditions. 

Then  the  game  of  the  ''Feepin?  Toms,"  and  ''  Sljr  Sams,"  and  ''  Iii- 
fisllible  Joes,"  and  *'  Wide-awake  Jems,"  with  their  tips  and  distributioii 
of  prints,  began ;  Tom  counselling  his  numerous  and  daily  increasing 
clients  to  get  well  on  to  No.  9  (Sardinapulus,  the  Bart),  while  *'  InfigJlible 
Joe''  recommended  his  friends  and  patrons  to  be  sweet  on  No.  6  (Hercules), 
and  ^^  Wide-awake  Jem"  was  all  for  something  else.  A  gentieman  who 
took  the  trouble  of  getting  ti^  from  half  a  dozen  of  ihem,  found  that  no 
two  of  them  agreed  in  any  particular.  What  information  to  make  books 
upon! 

'<  But  what  good,"  as  Thackeray  eloquently  asks,  '*  ever  came  out  of^ 
or  went  into,  a  betting-book  ?  If  I  could  be  CaIjIPH  Omab  for  a  week," 
says  he,  ''  I  would  pitch  every  one  of  those  despicable  maniiscripts  into 
the  flames ;  from  my  lord's,  who  is  'in'  with  Jack  Snaffle's  stable,  and  is 
overreaching  worse-informed  rogues,  and  swindling  green-horns;  down 
to  Sam's,  the  butchei^s  boy,  who  books  eighteen-penny  odds  in  the  tap- 
room, and  stands  to  win  five-and-twenty  bob." 

Watchom  had  a  prophet  of  his  own,  one  Enoch  Wriggle,  who,  having 
tried  his  hand  unsuccessfully  in  the  tailoring,  then  in  watercress,  aftei^ 
wards  in  the  buy  "  'at-box,  bonnet-box,"  imd  lastly  in  the  stale  lobster 
and  periwinkle  line,  had  set  up  as  an  oracle  on  turf  matters,  forwarding 
the  most  accurate  and  infallible  information  to  flats  in  exchange  for  half^ 
crowns,  heading  his  advertisement,  ''  An  honest  man's  the  noblest  work  of 
God  I"  Enoch  did  a  considerable  stroke  of  business,  and  coui^ed  hb 
advice  in  such  dubious  terms,  as  generally  to  be  able  to  claim  a  victory 
whichever  way  the  thing  went.  So  the  noblest  work  of  God  prospered ; 
and  from  having  scarcely  shoes  to  his  feet,  he  very  soon  set  up  a  gig. 

Chaptee  LXXI. 
how  the  qbasd  abi8tocbatic  came  ovf. 


8nBxn<E-CHA6E8  are  generally  erode,  ili-arranffed  things.  Few  sportt- 
inen  will  act  as  stewards  a  second  time ;  idule  the  victim  to  the  popular 
deluskm  of  patroninig  our  ^national  sports"  considers  like  gentlem«i 
who  have  served  the  office  of  aberi£^  or  road-snrveyors    fhtt  once  in  a 
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lifetiine  is  enough ;  hence  there  is  always  the  air  of  amateur  actorsfaip 
ahout  them.     There  is  always  something  wanting  or  foieotten.       £ither 
they  forget  the  ropes,  or  they  forget  the  scales,  or  the^    forget   the 
weights,  or  they  forget  the  bell,  or — ^more  commonly  still — some  o£  the 
party  forget  themselves.      Farmers,  too,  are  easily  satisfied    TFitJEi    the 
benefits  of  an  irresponsible  mob  careering  over  their  farms,  even  thou^ 
some  of  them  are  attired  in  the  miscellaneous  garb  of  huntings  and  TSLcing 
jackets.     Indeed,  it  is  just  this  mixture  of  two  sports  that  spoils  both : 
steeple-chasing  is  neither  hunting  nor  racing.      It  has  not    the    -wild 
excitement  of  the  one,  nor  the  accurately  calculating  qualities  of  the 
other.     If  we  take  Mr.  Buck's  recent  interesting  statement  in  Belts  Life 
about  the  Liverpool  one,  there  is  too  much  rascality  about  the  ^whole  of 
them,  and  the  sooner  the  le^slature  puts  them  all  down,  the   hetter. 
The  very  horses  have  a  peculiar  air  about  them — ^neither  banters  nor 
hacks,  nor  yet  exactly  race-horses.     Some  of  them,  doubtless,  are  fin^ 
good-looking,  well-conditioned  animals ;  but  the  majority  are  lean,  lathy^ 
sunken-eyed,  woe-begone,  iron-marked,  desperately  abused  brutes,  lack- 
ing all  the  lively  energy  that  characterises  the  movements  of  the  up- 
to-the-mark  hunter.     In  the  early  days  of  steeple-chasing  a   popu/ar 
fiction  existed  that  the  horses  were  hunters ;  and  grooms  and  fello^ws  used 
to  come  nicking  and  grinning  up  to  masters  of  hounds  at  checks  and 
critical  times,  requesting  them  to  note  that  they  were  out,  in  order  to 
ask  for  certificates  of  Uie  horses  having  been  ''  regularly  hunted ;"  8 
species  of  I'egularity  than  which  nothing  could  be  more  irregular.      That 
nuisance,  thank  goodness,  is  abated.     A  steeple-chaser  now  generally 
stands  on  his  own  merits ;  a  change  for  which  sportsmen  may  be  thankfuL 

But  to  our  story. 

The  whole  countxr  was  in  a  commotion  about  tlus  ^'  Aristocratic." 
The  unsophisticated  looked  upon  it  as  a  grand  reunion  of  the  aristocracy, 
and  smart  bonnets  and  cloaks,  and  jackets  and  parasols,  were  ordered 
vrith  the  liberality  incident  to  a  distant  view  of  Christmas.     As  Viney 
sipped  his  sherry-cobler  of  an  evening,  he  laughed  at  the  idea  of  a  son 
of  a  day-labourer  like  himself  raising  such  a  dust     Letters  came  pour- 
ing in  to  the  clerk  of  the  course  from  all  quarters:  some  asking  about 
beds;  some  about  breakfasts;  some  about  stakes;  some  about  stables; 
some  about  this  thing,  some  about  that.     Every  room  in  the  Old  Duke 
of  Cumberland  was  speedily  bespoke.     Post-horses  rose  in  price,  and 
Dobbin  and  Smiler,  and  Jumper  and  Cappy,  and  Jessy  and  Tumbler, 
were  jobbed  from  the  neighbouring  farmer,  and  converted  for  the  occa- 
sion into  posters.     At  last  came  the  great  and  important  day — day  big 
with  the  fate  of  thousands  of  pounds,  for  the  betting-list  vermin  had 
been  plying  their  trade  briskly  throughout  the  kingdom,  and  all  sorts  of 
rumours  had  been  raised  relative  to  the  qualities  and  condition  of  the 
horses. 

Who  doesn't  know  the  chilling  feeling  of  an  English  spring,  or,  rather, 
of  a  day  at  the  turn  of  the  year  before  there  is  any  spring?  Our  gala- 
day  was  a  perfect  specimen  of  the  order — a  white  frost,  succeeded  by 
a  bright  sun,  with  an  east  wind,  warminj^  one  side  of  the  fisu^  and  starv- 
ing the  other.  It  was  neither  a  day  for  fishing,  nor  hunting,  nor  coursing, 
nor  anything  but  fiirming.  The  country,  save  where  there  were  a  few 
lingering  patches  of  turnips,  was  all  one  dingy  drab,  with  abundant 
scalds  on  the  undrained  fallows.  The  grass  vras  more  like  hemp  than 
anything  else.     The  very  rushes  were  yellow  and  sickly. 
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Long  before  mid-day  the  whole  country  was  in  commotion.  The 
same  sort  of  people  turned  out  that  one  would  expect  to  see  if  there  was 
a  balloon  to  go  up,  and  a  man  to  be  hung  at  the  same  place,  fine 
ladies  in  all  the  colours  of  the  rainbow,  and  swarthy,  beady-eyed  dames, 
"with  their  stalwart,  big-calved,  basket-carrying  comrades ;  genteel  young 
people  from  behind  the  ooxmter;  Dandy  Candy  merchants  from  behind 
the  hedffe;  rough-coated  dandies  with  their  silver-mounted  whips;  and 
Shagg^ord  roughs,  in  their  baggy  poacher-like  coats  and  formidable 
cdubs ;  carriages  and  four  and  carnages  and  pairs;  and  gigs,  and  dog- 
carts, and  WhitechapelB,  and  Newport  Pagnels,  and  long  carts,  and  short 
carts,  and  donkey-carts,  converged  from  all  quarters  upon  the  point  of 
attraction  at  Broom  Hill. 

If  farmer  Slyfield  had  made  a  mob,  he  could  not  have  got  one  that 
would  be  more  likely  to  do  damage  to  his  farm  than  this  steeple-chase 
one.  Nor  was  the  assemblage  confined  to  the  people  of  the  country,  for 
the  Granddiddle  Junction^  by  its  connexion  with  the  great  network  of 
railways,  enabled  all  patrons  of  this  truly  national  sport  to  sweep  down 
upon  the  spot  like  flocks  of  wolves ;  and  train  after  train  disgorged  a 
generous  mixture  of  sharps  and  flats,  commingling  with  coatless,  baggy- 
breeched  vagabonds,  the  emissaries  most  likely  of  the  Peeping  Toms  and 
Greedy  Joes,  if  not  the  worthies  themselves. 

''Dear,  but  it's  a  noble  sight!"  exchumed  Viney  to  Watchom,  as 
they  sat  on  their  horses,  below  a  rickety  green-baize  covered  scaf- 
fold, labelled,  "  Grand  Stand  ;  admission,  Two-and-sixpence,"  raised 
against  Slyfield's  stack-yard  wall,  eyeing  the  population  pouring  in  from 
afi  parts.  ''  Dear,  but  it's  a  noble  sight !"  said  he,  shading  the  sun  from 
his  eyes,  and  endeavouring  to  identify  the  different  vehicles  in  the  dis- 
tance. ''  Yonder*s  the  'bus  comin'  again,"  said  he^  looking  towards  the 
station,  ''  loaded  like  a  market-gardener's  turnip  waggon.  That'll  pay," 
added  he,  with  a  knowing  leer  at  the  landlord  of  the  Hen  Angel, 
Newington  Butts.  ''  And  who  have  we  here,  with  the  four  horses  and 
sky-blue  flunkies?  Jawleyford,  as  I  live !"  added  he,  answering  him- 
self; adding,  f^  The  beggar  had  better  pay  me  what  he  owes." 

How  ereat  Mr.  Viney  was !  Some  people,  who  have  never  had  anything 
to  do  with  horses,  think  it  incumbent  upon  them,  when  they  have,  to  sport 
top-boots,  and  accordingly,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  Ymey  appears  in 
a  pair  of  remarkably  hara,  tight,  country-made  boots,  above  which  are 
a  pair  of  baggy  white  cords,  with  the  dirty  finger-marks  of  the  tailor. 
He  sports  a  single-breasted  green  cutaway  coat,  with  basket-buttons,  a 
black  satin  roll-collared  waistcoat,  and  a  new  white  silk  hat,  which  shines 
in  the  bright  sun  like  a  fish-kettle.  His  blue-striped  kerchief  is  secured 
by  a  butterfly  brooch.  Who  ever  saw  an  innkeeper  that  could  resist  a 
brooch? 

He  is  riding  a  miserable  rat  of  a  badly-dipped  mouse-coloured  pony, 
that  looks  like  a  velocipede  under  him. 

His  companion,  Mr.  Watehorn,  is  venr  great,  and  hardly  condescends  to 
know  the  country  people  who  claim  his  acquaintance  as  a  huntsman. 
He  is  an  Hotel  Keeper — ^master  of  the  Hen  An?el,  Newington  Butts. 
Enoch  Wriggle  stands  beside  them,  dressed  in  the  imposing  style  of  a 
cockney  sportsman.  He  has  been  puffing  Sir  Danapalus  (the  Bart.)  in 
public,  and  taking  all  the  odds  he  can  get  agunst  him  in  private. 
Watchom  knows  that  it  is  easier  to  make  a  horse  lose  than  win.  The 
restless-looking,  lynx-eyed  caitiff,  in  the  dirty  green  shawl,  with  his 
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kmds  staffed  into  the  £n»t  podcets  of  the  hsowii  bear-^ia  eoet»  U  tbeir 
joekej,  the  renowned  CaptAin  Hangallows ;  he  answen  te  the  naixfte  o£ 
Sam  Slick  in  Mr.  Spavin  the  boise-dealer'ft  yard  in  Ox£brd-stieety  'vrlicsi 
not  in  the  country  on  flimilar  excunions  to  the  prefent     And  now  in.  tihs 
throng  on  the  prmetpal  line  are  two  eonipictioiB  hM:ses~a  piebald  and.  » 
white ^canrjing  Mr.  Sponge  and  Lucy  GlitteTs.     Liiej  appears  as  she 
did  on  the  firoety  day  hunt,  glowing  wi^  health  and  b^wty,  and  zb- 
ther  straining  Lady  Scattereash's  hiSiit  with  the  additional  eatibompoimi 
she  has  acquired  by  early  honts  in  the  country.     She  has  made  .Mr. 
Sponge  a  white  alk  jacket  to  ride  in,  which  he  has  on  under  his  waiet^ 
ooat,  and  a  cap  of  the  same  colour  in  his  hard  hat.     He  has  discarded 
the  gosling-green  cords  for  cream-coloured  leathers^  and,  to  plesse  luocj^ 
has  actually  substituted  a  pair  of  rose-tinted  tc^  for  the  *^  'hogany 
bouts."    Altogether  he  is  a  great  swell,  and  very  like  the  bridegroom. 

But  see — there's  a  crash  I     The  leaders  of  Sir  Harry  Seattercash's  dra^ 
start  at  a  blind  fiddler's  dog  stationed  at  the  gate  leading  into  the  fields^ 
a  wheel  eatehes  the  post,  and  in  an  instant  the  sham  captains  are  scat- 
tered about  the  road:   Bouncey  on  his  head,    Seedeybuck  across  the 
wheelos.  Quod  on  his  back,  and  Sir  HJsrry  astride  the  gate.     Mean- 
while, the  old    fiddler,  regardless  of  the  shouts  of  the  men  and  tbe 
shrieks  of  the  ladies,  scrapes  away  with  the  appropriate  tune  of  *^  The 
Devil  among  the  Tailors  T    A  rush  fo  the  hones'  heads  arrests  further 
mischief,  the  dislodged  captains  are  at  length  righted,  the  nerves  of  the 
ladies  composed,  and  Sir  Harry  once  more  essays  to  drive  them  up  the 
hill  to  the  stand.   That  feat  being  accomplished,  then  came  the  unloadii^, 
and  consternation,  and  huddliog  of  tbe  tight-laced  occupants  at  the  idea 
of  these  female  women  coming  amongst  them^  and  the  usual  peeping^ 
and  spying,  and  eyeing  of  the  ^'  creatures.**   ^'  What  impudence !"  ^'  WeU, 
I  think  r  '^  Ton   my  word  T'  '*  What    next !"  exclamations  that  were 
pretty  well  lost  upon  the  fair  objects  of  them  amid  the  ncnse  and  flutter 
and  confusion  of  the  scene.     But  hark !     What's  up  now? 

"  /hooray  1"  "  hoat&j  T  «  A-o-o-o-ray  !'*  "  Three  cheers  for  the  Squire 
— ^A-o-o-o-ray!"     Old  Puff  as  we  live!     The  ^^amasin'  instance  of  a 

Sop'lar  man"  greeted  by  the  Swillingford  snobs.  The  old  frostbitten 
andy  is  flattered  by  the  cheers,  and  bows  condescendingly  ere  he  alights 
from  the  well-appointed  mail  phaeton.  See  how  graciously  the  ladies 
receive  him,  as,  having  ascended  the  stairs,  he  appears  among  them. 
'<  A  man  is  never  too  old  to  many"  is  their  maxim. 

The  cry  is  still,  "  They  come  !  they  come  l"  See  at  a  hand-gallop, 
with  his  bay  pcmy  in  a  white  lather,  rides  Pacey,  grinning  frY>m  ear  to 
ear,  with  hu  red-backed  betting-book  peeping  out  of  the  breast  pocket  of 
his  brown  cutaway.  He  is  staring  and  gaping  to  see  who  is  lookii^^  at  him. 

Pacey  has  made  such  a  book  as  none  but  a  wooden-headed  boy  like 
himself  could  make.  He  has  been  surfeited  with  tips.  Peeping  Tom 
had  advised  him  to  back  Daddy  Longlegs ;  and,  nuUus  errar^  Sneaking 
Joe  has  counselled  him  that  the  "  Baronet"  will  be  '^  Califomia  without 
cholera,  and  gold  without  danger ;"  while  Jemmy  something,  the  jockey, 
who  advertises  that  his  *^  tongue  is  not  for  falsehood  framed"  has  urged 
him  to  back  Pavo  to  half  the  amount  of  the  national  debt. 

AJ^together,  Pacey  has  made  soch  a  mess  that  he  cannot  possibly  win, 
and  may  lose  almost  any  sum  from  a  thousand  pounds  down  to  a  hundred 
and  eifi^hty.  Mr.  Sponge  has  got  well  on  with  mm,  through  the  medinm 
of  Jac£  Spraggon. 
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Paeey  b  now  going  to  wbat  he  eaSk  ^eompttre^-^Bee  that  he  has  got 
Us  hets  booked  right ;  and,  throwing  his  right  leg  over  his  ponjr'B  neck, 
Uohs  on  to  the  ground,  and  leaving  the  pon^r  to  take  care  of  itself 
disappears  in  the  crowd. 

What  a  hubhob !  what  roarings,  and  shootings^  and  xecognisings  ! 
«  Bless  my  heart!  who'd  have  thought  of  seeing  yon  ?*  and,  **  By  jingo ! 
what's  sent  you  here  ?*' 

*'My  dear  Waffles,"  cries  Jawleyford,  roshing  up  to  onr  Laveriek 
Welk  friend  (who  is  looking  very  debavched),  ^  I'm  oveijoyed  to  see 
yon.  Do  come  np-stairs  and  see  Mrs.  JawleyiB;>rd  and  the  dear  girls,  it 
was  only  last  night  we  were  talking  aboat  yon."  And  so  Jawleyford 
hurries  Mr.  Waffles  off,  just  as  he  is  m  extremis  aboot  his  horse. 

Looking  around  the  scene  there  seems  to  be  everybody  that  we  have  had 
the  pleasure  of  introducing  to  the  reader  in  the  course  of  Mr.  Sponge's 
Tour.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Springwheat  in  their  dog-cart,  Mrs.  Springey  loolang 
as  though  they  had  forgotten  that  wheat  was  ^*  still  below  forty,  my  lord;" 
M  Jog  and  his  handsome  wife  in  the  ugly  old  phaeton,  well  garnished 
with  (mildren,  and  a  couple  of  sticks  in  the  rough  peeping  out  of  ^tie 
apon,' Gustavus  James  held  up  in  his  mother's  arms,  with  the  curly 
blue  feather  nodding  over  his  nose.  There  is  also  Farmer  Peastraw, 
who  gave  poor  Jog  such  a  rowing;  and  feces  that  a  patient  inspection 
enables  us  to  appropriate  to  Dribble,  and  Hook,  and  Capon,  and  Calcol^ 
and  Lumpleg,  and  Crane  of  Crane  Hall,  and  Charley  Slapp  of  red-coat 
tiunes — people  look  so  different  in  plain  clothes  to  whftt  they  do  in  hunt- 
ing ones.  Here,  too,  is  George  Cheek,  running  down  with  perspiratioo^ 
having  run  over  from  Dr.  La^ering^ton*s,  fer  which  he  will  most  Ukd|y 
^  catim  it"  when  he  gets  back. 

Hark!  there's  a  row  below  the  stand,  and  Yiney  is  seen  in  a  state  of 
excitement  inquiring  for  Mr.  Washball.  Paeey  has  objected  to  a  gentle- 
man rider,  and  Gruano  and  Puffington  have  Offered  on  the  point.  A 
xuce,  slim,  well-put-on  lad  (Budcram's  ron^hrider)  has  come  to  the  scales 
and  claimed  to  be  allowed  3lbs.  as  the  Hcmonrable  Captain  Boville. 
Finding  the  point  questioned,  he  abandons  the  '' handle,"  and  sinks  into 
plain  Captain  Boville.     Pacey  now  objects  to  him  altogether. 

**  S-c-e-u-s-e  me,  sir ;  s-c-eni-s-e  me,  sir,"  simpers  oar  friend  Dick 
Bragg,  sidline  up  to  the  objector  with  a  sort  of  tendeney  of  his  turn- 
back-wristednand  to  his  hat — "s-c-e-u-s-e  me,  sir;  s-c-e-u-s-e  m^" 
r^>eats  he,  **  but  I  think  you  axe  wnmg  in  objecting  to  Captain  Boville, 
sir,  as  a  gen'Pman  rider,  sir." 

^  Why  f"  demands  Pacey,  in  the  full  flush  of  victory. 

**  Oh,  sir^— because,  sir-^m  fact,  sir— he  is  a  genTroan,  mr.'* 

"Is  a  gentleman!  How  do  you  know?'  demands  Pseey,  in  the 
same  tone  as  before. 

"  Oh,  sir,  he's  a  genTraan — on  undoubted  genTman.  Everything  about 
him  shows  that.  Does  nothing*— breeches  by  Anderson—boots  by  Bartley; 
besides  which,  he  drinks  wine  every  day,  and  has  a  whole  boK  ox  cigars  in 
his  bedroom.  But  don't  take  my  word  fer  it,  pnyj**  continued  Bragv, 
seeing  Pacey  was  wavering;  ''don't  take  my  word  for  it,  pray.  Therms 
a  countryman  of  his  somewhere  about^"  added  he,  looking  anxiously  into 
the  surrounding  crowd*-*'  there^s  a  countryman  of  his  somewhere  about^ 
if  we  could  but  find  him,"  Bragg  standing  on  his  tiptoes,  and  exdaim- 
ing,  ''Mr.  Budciaml  lfr«  fiii^«m!  Has  anybody  seen  anything  of 
Mr.  Buckram?" 
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^^Here  r  replied  a  meek  voice  from  bebind ;  upon  which  there  vr 
elbowing  through  the  crowd,  and  presently  a  most  respectable, 
gilledy  grey-hairedy  country  gentleman-looking  man,  atdred  in  a. 
blue  coat,  with  bright  buttons  and  a  velvet  collar,  with  a  fancy 
came  twirHng  an  ash-stick  in  one  hand,   and  fumbling  the  ailvor   in 
his  drab  trousers'  pocket  with  the  other,  in  front  of  the  bystanders. 

'^  Oh !  'ere  he  is  P  excliumed  Bragg,  appealing  to  the  stranger  with  a 
hasty  ''  You  know  Captin  Boville,  don't  you  ?" 

'*  Why,  now,  as  to  tne  matter  of  that,"  replied  the  gentleman,  gather- 
ing all  the  loose  silver  up  into  his  hand,  and  speaking  very  slowly,  just  as 
a  country  gentleman,  who  has  all  the  livelong  day  to  do  nothing  in,  may 
be  suppc^ed  to  speak — ^*  why,  now«  as  to  the  matter  of  that,"  said  he, 
eyeing  Pacey  intently,  and  beginning  to  drop  the  silver  slowly  as  he 
spoke,  '*I  can't  say  that  I've  any  very   'ticklar  'quaintance  with    the 
captin.     I  knovra  him,  in  course,  just  as  one  knows  a  neighbour's  saiu 
The  captin's  a  good  deal  younger,"  continued  he,  raising  hu  new  eig^t- 
and-sixpennv  Parisian,  as  if  to  show  his  grey  hair,  '*  nor  me.    I'm  a'most 
sixty ;  and  ne,  I  dare  say,  is  little  more  nor  twenty,"  dropping  a  hal^ 
crown  as  he  said  it.     '^  But  the  captin's  a  nice  young  gent — a  nice 
young  gent,  without  any  blandishment,  I  should  sav ;  and  that's  more  nor 
one  can  say  of  all  young  gents  now-a-days,"  said  Buckram,  looking  at 
Pacey  as  he  spoke,  and  dropping  two  consecutive  half-crowns. 

"  Why,  but  you  Hve  near  him,  don't  you?"  interrupted  Bragg. 

*^  Near  him,  repeated  Buckram,  feeling  his  well-shaven  chin  thought- 
fully. <'  Whv,  yes — ^that's  to  say,  near  his  dad.  The  fact  is,"  con- 
tinued he,  '^I've  a  little  independence  of  my  own,"  dropping  a  heavy 
five-shilling  piece  as  he  sdd  it,  "  and  his  father — old  Bo,  as  I  call  him-» 
adjoins  me ;  and  if  either  of  us  'appen  to  have  a  batiue,  or  a  'aunch  of 
wenzun,  and  a  few  friends,  we  inwite  each  other,  and  wicey  wersey,  you 
know,"  letting  off  a  lot  of  shillings  and  sixpences.  And  just  at  the  mo- 
ment the  blind  fiddler  struck  up  '*  The  Devil  among  the  Tailors,"  when 
the  shouts  and  laughter  of  the  mob  closed  the  scene. 

And  now  gentlemen,  who  heretofore  have  shown  no  more  of  the  jockey 
than  CinderdJa's  feet,  in  the  early  part  of  the  pantomime,  disclose  of  her 
ball  attire,  suddenly  cast  off  the  pea-jackets  and  bearskin  wraps,  and 
shawls  and  over-coats  of  winter,  and  shine  forth  in  all  the  silken  flutter  of 
summer  heat. 

We  know  of  no  more  humiliating  sight  than  misshapen  gentlemen 
playing  at  jockeys.  Playing  at  soldiers  is  bad  enough,  but  playing  at 
jockeys  is  infinitely  worse — above  all,  playing  at  steeple-chase  jockeys, 
combining,  as  they  generally  do,  all  the  worst  features  of  the  hunting- 
field  and  racecourse — ^unsympathising  boots  and  breeches,  dirty  jackets 
that  never  fit,  and  caps  that  won't  keep  on.  What  a  farce  to  see  the 
great  bulky  fellows  go  to  scale  with  their  saddles  strapped  round  tbeir 
waists,  as  if  to  illustrate  the  impossibility  of  putting  a  round  of  beef  upon 
a  pudding-plate. 

But  the  weighed  in  ones  are  mounting.  See,  there's  Jack  Spraggon 
getting  a  hoist  on  to  Daddy  Longlegs.  Did  ever  mortal  see  such  a  man 
for  a  jockey  ?  He  haa  cut  off  the  laps  of  a  stunner  tartan  shootinj^ 
jacket,  and  looks  like  a  backgammon  board.  He  has  got  his  head  into 
an  old  g^ld-banded  military  foraging  cap,  which  comes  down  almost  on 
to  the  rims  of  his  great  tortoiseshell  spectacles.  Lord  Scamperdale 
stands  with  his  hand  on  the  horse's  mane,  talking  earnestly  to  Jack, 
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doubtless  giving  him  his  final  instructions.  Other  jockeys  emerge  from 
Yarious  parts  of  the  £arm-buildings ;  some  out  of  stables ;  some  out  of 
cow-houses;  others  out  of  cart-sheds.  The  scene  becomes  enlivened 
with  llie  varied  colours  of  the  riders — ^red,  yellow,  groen,  blue,  violet  and 
stripes  without  end.  Then  comes  the  usual  difficulty  of  identifying  the 
parties,  many  of  whose  mothers  wouldn't  know  them. 

^^  That's  Captain  Tongs,"  observes  Miss  Simperley,  '<in  the  blue.  I 
remember  dancing  with  bun  at  Bath,  and  he  dia  notmng  but  talk  about 
steeple-chasing." 

'*  And  who's  that  in  yellow  ?"  asks  Miss  Hardy. 

"  That's  Captain  Gander,"  replies  the  gentleman  on  her  left. 

"  Well,  I  think  he'll  win,"  repHes  the  lady. 

*'  I'll  bet  you  a  pair  of  gloves  he  doesn't,"  snaps  Miss  Moore,  who 
fancies  Captam  Pusher,  in  the  pink, 

*^  What  a  squat  little  jockey !"  exclaims  Miss  Hamilton,  as  a  little 
dumpling  of  a  man  in  Lincom  green  is  led  past  the  stand  on  a  fine 
bay  horse,  some  one  recognising  the  rider  as  our  old  friend  Caingey 
Thornton. 

'<  And  who  comes  here  ?"  whispers  Miss  Jawleyford  to  her  sister,  as 
Mr.  Sponee,  having  accomplished  a  mount  without  derangement  of 
temper,  rides  Hercules  quietly  past  the  stand,  his  whip-hand  resting  on 
his  thigh,  and  his  head  turned  to  his  fair  companion  on  the  white. 

''  O^  the  wretch  /"  replies  Miss  Amelia ;  and  the  fair  sisters  look  at 
Lucy  and  him  with  the  utmost  disgust. 

Mr.  Sponge  might  be  doubled  up  by  falls  half  a  dozen  times  before 
either  of  them  would  suggest  the  propriety  of  having  him  bled. 

Lucy's  cheeks  are  rather  blanched  with  the  ^  pale  cast  of  thought," 
for  she  is  not  sufficiently  initiated  in  the  mysteries  of  steeple-chasing  to 
know  that  it  is  often  quite  as  good  for  a  man  to  lose  as  to  win,  though  in 
this  case  it  was  Mr.  Sjponge's  interest  to  win  if  he  could.  Perhaps, 
however,  Lucy  was  thinKing  of  the  peril,  not  the  profits  of  the  thing. 

The  young  ladies  on  the  stand  eye  her  with  mingled  feelings  of  pity 
and  disdain,  while  the  elderly  ones  shake  their  heads,  call  her  a  bold 
hussy— declare  she's  not  so  pret^ — that  they  wouldn't  have  come  if 
theyd  *' known,"  &c.  &c. 

^ut  it  is  half-past  two  (an  hour  and  a  half  after  time),  and  there  is  at 
last  a  disposition  evinced  by  some  of  the  parties  to  go  to  the  post. 
Broad-backed  particoloured  jockeys  are  seen  converging  that  way,  and 
the  betting-men  close  in,  getting  more  and  more  clamorous  for  odds. 
What  a  hubbub !  How  they  bellow  I  How  they  roar !  A  universal 
deafness  would  seem  to  have  come  over  the  whole  of  them.  '^  Seven  to 
one  agin  the  Bart. !"  screams  one — '^  I'll  take  eight!"  roars  another — 
'*  Five  to  one  agen  Herc'les !"  cries  a  third — "  Done !"  roars  a  fourth — 
"Twice  over!"  rejoins  the  other — "Done!"  replies  the  taker — "Ar'U 
take  five  to  one  again  the  Daddy !" — "  111  lay  six  !*'-*"  Whatll  any  one 
lay  again  Pavo  ?"  And  so  they  raise  such  an  uproar  that  the  squeak, 
squeak,  squeak  of  "The  Devil  among  the  Tailors"  is  hardly  heard. 

Then,  in  a  partial  lull,  the  voice  of  Lord  Scamperdale  is  heard, 
exclaiming,  "  On,  you  infernal  Puritanical-looking  Philistine !  you  think, 

because  I'm  a  lord,  and  can't  swear,  or  use  coarse  language "    And 

again  the  hubbub,  led  on  by  the  "  Devil  among  the  Tailors,"  drowns  the 
exclamations  of  the  speaker.  It's  that  Pacey  again ;  he's  accusing  the 
virtuous  Mr.  Spraggon  of  handing  his  extra  weight  to  Lord  Scamperaale, 
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and  Jftck^  in  the  ftiU  conscioosness  of  injured  gailt»  intimates  that  dieie'9 
^  only  o9ke  way  of  settling  that»  and  that  he'U  be  ready  for  him  lialf  an 
hour  after  the  nioe." 

At  length  the  horses  are  all  out--one,  twni,  three,  fbnr,  five,  six,  seven* 
ttght^  nine,  ten,  eleven,  twelve,  thirteen,  fourteen,  fifteen — fifteen   of 
them,  moving  about  in  idl  directions ;  some  taking  an  up-ffallop,  others 
a  down ;  some  a  spicy  trot,  others  walking  to  and  £ro ;  while  one  has 
still  his  muzzle  on^  lest  he  should  unship  his  rider  and  eat  hun  ;   and 
another's  groom  follows,  imploring  the  mob  to  keep  off  his  heels  iF  they 
value  their  limbs  and  their  lives.     The  noisy  bell  at  length  sammoos  the 
scattered  forces  to  the  post,  and  the  variegated  riders  form  into  as  good  a 
line  as  circumstances  will  allow.    Just  as  Mr.  Sponge  tarns  his  horse's 
head  Lucy  hands  him  her  little  silver  sherry-flask,  which  our  &iend  drains 
to  the  dregs.     As  he  returns  it,  with  a  wann  pressure  of  her  soft  hand^ 
a  pent-up  flood  of  tears  burst  their  bounds  and  suffuse  her  lustrous  eyes. 
She  turns  away  to  hide  her  emotion ;  at  the  same  instant  a  wild  shoitt 
rands  the  air—"  2%^W  offr 

Thirteen  get  away,  one  turns  tail  altogether,  and  our  friend  in  the 
Lincoln  green  is  left  pecfiNrming  a  pat  seul,  asking  the  rearing  horse, 
with  an  oath,  if  he  tJ^ks  ^<he  stole  him?"  while  the  mob  shout  and 
roar;  «k1  one  wicked  waff  .dnses  him  to  pay  the  differenoe,  and  got 
mside. 

But  what  a  display  of  horsemanship  is  exhibited  by  the  flyers!  ToDgs 
comes  off  at  the  first  fence,  the  horse  making  for  a  pond,  while  the  rest 
rattle  on  in  a  mass.  The  second  fence  is  small,  but  there's  a  ditch  on 
the  &r  side,  and  Pusher  and  Gander  severally  measure  their  leng^  on 
the  rushy  pasture  beyond.  Still  there  are  ten  left,  and  nobody  ever 
'^reckoned  up<»i  these  getting  to  the  far  end* 

"  ^  *^  Master  wins,  for  a  'under'd!"  exclaims  Leather,  as,  getting  into  the 
third  field,  he  sees  Mr.  Sponge  take  a  decided  lead ;  and  Lucy,  en- 
couraged by  the  sound,  looks  up,  and  sees  her  *^  white  jacket"  throwing 
the  dry  fallow  in  the  faces  of  the  field. 

^^Ohl  how  I  hope  he  wiUT  exlaims  she,  clasping  her  hands,  with 
upturned  eyes ;  but  when  she  ventures  on  another  look,  she  sees  old 
Spraggon  drawing  upon  him,  Hangallows's  flaming  red  jacket  not  fix 
off,  and  several  others  nearer  than  she  liked.  Still  the  tiul  was  begin- 
ning to  form.  Another  fence,  and  that  a  big  one,  draws  it  out  A 
striped  jacket  is  down,  and  the  horse,  after  a  vftin  effisrt  to  rise,  sinks  life- 
less on  the  ground.     On  ihey  go  dl  the  samel 

There  are  now  five  to  the  fore-— Sponge,  Spraggon,  Hangallows, 
Boville,  and  another ;  and  already  the  pace  begins  to  slacken.  It  wasn't 
possible  to  run  it  at  the  rate  they  started.  Spraggon  makes  a  desperate 
effort  to  g^t  the  lead ;  and  Sponge,  seeing  Boville  handy,  pulls  lus  horse, 
and  lets  the  light  weight  make  play  over  a  rough,  heavy  nJlow  with  the 
chestnut  Jack  spurs  and  flogs,  and  grins  and  foams  at  the  mouili. 
Thus  they  get  half  round  the  circular  course.  They  are  now  directly 
in  front  of  the  hill,  and  the  spectators  gasee  with  intense  annety  \ — now 
vociferating  the  name  of  this  horse,  now  of  that ;  now  shouting  **  Red 
jacket !"  now  ^'  white  I**  while  the  blind  fiddler  persev^m  with  the  old 
tune — "  The  Devil  among  the  Taibrs." 

^^  Now  they  come  to  the  brook !"  exclaims  Leather,  who  has  been  over 
the  ground ;  and  as  he  speaks,  Lucy  distinctly  sees  Mr.  Sponge's  gather 
and  effort  to  dear  it ;  and— oh,  hoiTor  1  the  horse  fiUb— 4ie'8  down — ^no^ 
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he's  up  I— and  her  lorer's  in  his  seat  ^ain ;  and  she  flatters  herself  it 
'Was  the  sherry  that  saved  him.  Sj^ash! — a  hocse  and  rider  dock 
under ;  three  get  over ;  two  more  go  in ;  now  another  dean  it,  and 
the  rest  turn  taiL 

What  splashii^  and  sereanuDgy  and  whippii^  and  Bpmiiag,  and  how 
bopdess  the  dunces  ef  any  e£  liifim  to  reeoyer  thdr  lost  ground.  The 
laoe  is  now  dearly  between  five.  Now  for  the  wall!  It's  five  feet 
bigh,  built  of  heavy  Uoeka,  and  strong  in  the  staked  out  part.  As  he 
neara  it.  Jack  sits  well  back,  gets  Daddy  Long^gs  wdl  by  the  head,  and 
gives  hun  a  refresher  with  the  whip.  It  is  his  hist  move!  His  horse 
eomes,  neck  and  croup,  over  upon  nun,  rolling  Jack  up  like  a  ball  of 
worsted  on  the  far  side.  At  toe  same  moment,  Moltum  in  Pavo  goes  at 
it  full  tilt,  and,  not  rising  an  inch,  sends  Captain  Boville  flying  one 
way,  his  saddle  another,  himself  a  third,  and  the  stones  all  ways.  Mr» 
Sponge  then  slips  through,  closely  followed  byHan^allows  and  a  jockey 
ki  ydlow,  with  a  tail  of  three  after  them  again.  They  then  put  on  all 
the  steam  they  can  raise  over  the  twenty-acre  pasture  that  follows. 

The  white!— the  i«d!— -the  yaller  !<-the  red!— the  white  1— the  yaller ! 
and  anybody's  raoe!  A.  sl^et  would  cover  them!— crack!  whack  I 
carack! — ^how  they  flog  1 

Many  of  the  excited  spectators. begin  halloaing  and  straddling  and 
working  their  arms  as  if  their  gestures  and  vociferations  would  assist 
the  race.  Lord  Scamperdale  stands  transfixed.  He  is  staring  through 
his  great  bamades  at  the  awkwardly  lying  ball  that  represents  Jack 
Spn^on. 

^  By  Gifd  r  says  he,  in  an  under  tone  to  himself  ^*  I  believe  k^M 
killed  I'*  Aad  thereupon  he  swung  down  the  stand  stairs,  rushed  to  his 
horse,  and  clapping  spurs  to  his  sdes,  struck  across  country  to  where 
belay. 

Long  belbre  he  got  there  the  increaaed  uproar  of  the  spectators  an- 
nounced the  final  struggle;  and,  looking  over  his  shoulder,  ne  saw  white 
jacket  hugging  his  horse  home,  dosely  followed  by  red,  and  shooting 
past  the  winning-post 

'^D— ^  that  mr.  Sponge  1"  growled  he,  as  the  dieers  of  the  winners 
closed  the  scene. 

Chapter  LXXEL 

bow  other  thin08  came  off. 

'TwEBE  hard  to  say  whether  Lucy's  joy  or  Lord  Scamperdale's  grief 
was  most  overpoweiinc^.  Each  found  relief  in  a  copious  flood  of  tears. 
Lucy  sobbed  and  laughed,  and  sobbed  and  laughed  again ;  and  seemed 
as  if  her  little  heart  would  burst  its  bounds.  The  mob,  ever  open  to 
sentiment — especially  the  sentiment  of  beauty— cheered  and  shouted  as 
she  rode  with  ner  lover  from  the  winning  to  the  weighing-post. 

*' A',  she's  a  bomny  *un  /"  exclaimed  a  couniiyman,  looking  up  in  her 
&oe. 

**  That  she  u  !*'  cried  another,  dmng  the  same. 

**  Three  cheers  for  the  lady !"  shouted  a  tall  Shaggyford  rough,  taking 
off  his  woolly  cap^  aad  waving  it. 

^^Hoo-TBjl  Aoo-ray!  ho<htayV'  shouted  a  group  of  flannel-clad 
navvies. 

<<  Three  for  white  jacket !"  then  roared  a  blue-coated  butchery  who  had 
won  as  many  half-erowns^-— Three  were  given  for  the  winner. 

2k2 
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^  Throw  us  a  trifle  to  drink  the  lady's  healih !"  cried  a  nawj;  an 
appeal  that  eyen  Mr.  Sponge  could  not  resist.  He  absolutely  trucked 
ihem  a  sovereign ! 

"  Long  life  to  yer  'oner!"  cried  a  ragged  Irishman,  catching  the 
soverngn  as  it  fell,  when  the  mob  instantly  downed  him  for  it. 

'^  Oh,  my  poor  dear  Jack !"  exclaimed  ms  lordship,  throwing  himself 
off  his  horse,  and  wringing  his  hands  in  despair,  as  a  select  party  of 
thimble-riggers,  who  had  eone  to  Jack's  assistance,  raised  him  up,  and 
turned  his  ghastly  face,  wiw  his  eyes  sauinting  inside  out,  and  the  foam 
still  on  his  mouth,  full  upon  him.  *'  Oh,  my  poor  dear  Jack !"  repeated 
his  iordship,  sinking  on  his  knees  beside  him,  and  grasping  his  cold,  stiff 
hand  as  he  spoke.     His  lordship  sunk  overpowered  upon  the  body. 

The  thimble-riggers  availed  themselves  of  the  opportunity  to  ease  his 
lordship  and  Jack  of  their  watches  and  the  few  shillings  they  had  about 
them. 

When  a  lord  is  in  distress,  consolation  is  never  long  in  coming ;  and 
his  lordship. had  hardly  got   over  the  first  paroxysms  of  grief,   and 

fathered  up  Jack's  cap  and  the  fragments  of  his  spectacles  together,  ere 
awleyford,  who  had  noticed  his  abrupt  departure  from  the  stand,  and 
scurry  across  country,  arrived  at  the  spot.  His  lordship  was  still  in  the^full 
agony  of  woe;  still  grasping  and  bedewing  Jack's  cold  hand  with  his  teisirs. 

<'  Oh,  my  dear  Jack !  On,  my  dear  Jawleyford  !  Oh,  my  dear  Jack !" 
sobbed  he,  as  he  mopped  the  fast-chasing  tears  from  his  grizly  cheeks 
with  a  cheap  pocket-handkerchief.  *^  Oh,  my  dear  Jack !  Oh,  my  dear 
Jawleyford !  Oh,  my  dear  Jack  I"  repeated  he,  as  a  fresh  flood  spread 
o'er  tne  rugged  siurace.  '^  Oh,  what  a  tr — ^tr — ^trump  he  was.  Shall 
never  get  such  another.  Nobody  could  s — s — lang  a  n — ^fi — field  as  he 
could ;"  and  then  his  feelings  wholly  choked  his  utterance  as  he  recollected 
how  easily  he  was  satisfied ;  how  he  could  dine  off  tripe  and  cow-heel, 
mop  up  fat  porridge  for  breakfast,  and  never  grumbled  at  being  put  on  a 
bad  horse. 

The  news  of  a  man  being  killed  soon  reached  the  hill,  and  drew  the 
attention  of  the  mob  from  our  hero  and  heroine,  causing  such  a  spread  of 
population  over  the  farm  as  must  have  been  highly  gratifying  to  Slyfield, 
who  stood  watching  the  crashing  of  the  fences  and  the  demolition  of  the 
gates,  thinking  how  he  was  paying  his  landlord  off. 

Seeing  the  rude^  unmannerly  character  of  the  mob,  Jawleyford  got  his 
lordship  by  the  arm,  and  led  him  away  towards  the  hill,  his  lordship 
reeling,  rather  than  walking,  and  indulg^g  in  all  sorts  of  wild,  inco- 
herent cries  and  lamentations. 

<'  Sing  out,  Jack  !  sing  out!"  he  would  exclaim,  as  if  in  the  agony  of 
having  his  hounds  ridden  over  ;  then,  checking  himself,  he  would  shake 
his  head  and  say,  *'  Ah,  poor  Jack,  poor  Jack !  shall  never  look  upon  his 
like  ag^in— shall  never  get  such  a  man  to  read  the  riot  act  and  keep  all 
square."    And  then  a  fresh  gush  of  tears  flooded  his  grizly  fiuie. 

His  nerves  were  so  dreadfully  shattered  that  he  stepped  into  Jawley- 
ford's  carriage  and  was  driven  to  Jawleyford  Court  almost  unconsciously, 
where  he  remained  long  enough  for  Mrs.  Jawleyford  to  persuade  him 
that  he  would  be  for  better  married,  and  that  either  of  her  amiable 
daughters  would  make  him  an  excellent  wife.  His  lordship,  af^r  mature 
consideration,  and  many  most  scrutinising  stares  at  both  of  them  through 
his  formidable  spectacles,  and  wondering  which  would  be  least  likely  to 
ruin  him,  decided  upon  taking  ihe  youngest ;  whereupon  our  old  friend 
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Pa£F  became  so  suddenly  sensible,  either  of  the  merits  of  miss,  or  of  the  ad- 
vantage of  having  a  loid  for  a  brother-in-law,  that  he  immediately  offered 
to  the  sister.  So  far,  therefore,  as  promoting  the  interests  of  matrimony, 
the  "  Aristocratic*'  did  not  do  amiss.  We  may  here  add,  though  we  hope 
Sir  Charles  Wood  will  not  touch  us  up  for  the  advertisement  duty,  that 
Puff's  hounds  may  be  had  for  a  trifle,  and  Bragg  will  be  thrown  into 
the  bargsun. 

The  minor  casualties  of  those  few  butchering  spasmatic  moments  may 
be  briefly  dismissed,  though  they  were  more  numerous  than  most  sports- 
men see  out  hunting  in  a  lifetime. 

One  horse  broke  his  back,  another  was  drowned,  Multum  in  Pavo  was 
cut  all  to  pieces,  his  rider  had  two  ribs  and  a  thumb  broken,  while  Far- 
mer Slyfield's  stack-yard  was  fired  by  some  of  the  itinerant  tribe,  and  all 
its  uninsured  contents  destroyed — so  that  his  landlord  was  not  the  only 
person  who  suffered  by  the  grand  occasion. 

Nor  was  this  all,  for  Mr.  Numboy,  the  coroner,  hearing  of  Jack's  death, 
with  the  usual  eye  to  business,  insisted  on  holding  an  inquest  on  the 
body,  and  having  empannelled  a  matter-of-fact  jury — men  who  didn't  see 
the  advantage  of  steeple-chasing,  either  in  a  political,  commercial,  agri- 
cultural, or  national  point  of  view,  and  who,  having  surveyed  the  line  and 
found  every  fence  dangerous,  and  the  wall  and  brook  doubly  so,  returned 
a  verdict  of  manslaughter  against  Mr.  Viney  for  setting  it  out^  who  was 
forthwith  committed  to  the  county  gaol  of  Limbo  Castle  for  trial  at  the 
ensuing  assizes,  from  whence,  as  the  benevolent  clerk  of  the  arraigns  will 
feelingly  say,  "  God  send  him  a  »>od  deliverance." 

And  now  for  a  few  words  on  the  real  object  of  these  performances — 
the  £  s.  d. 

After  a  great  event — a  Derby,  Oaks,  or  Leger — ^indeed,  now,  kfter 
some  of  the  smaller  firy,  the  newspapers  generally  devote  a  neat  para- 
graph or  two  to  what  is  called  '<  the  settling."  We  wish  we  could,  with 
any  degree  of  propriety,  introduce  so  agreeable  a  scene  into  our  narra- 
tive, but  truth  compels  us  to  state  that  the  settling  was  almost  purely 
hypothetical.  Where  all  parties  go  to  win,  it  is  clear  that  none  make 
arrangements  to  pay ;  and  such  was  the  case  on  the  present  occasion. 
Many  of  the  hardy  '*  tips"  sounded  the  loud  trumpet  of  victory,  proclaim- 
ing mat  their  innumerable  friends  had  feathered  tneir  nests  through  their 
agency ;  but  Peeping  Tom,  and  Sneaking  Joe,  and  Enoch  Wriggle,  the 
**  Honest  Man,"  &c,  found  it  convenient  to  bolt  from  their  respective 
establishments,  carrying  with  them  their  large  fire-screens,  camp-stools, 
and  boards  for  posting  up  their  lists,  and  set  up  in  new  names  in 
other  quarters;  while  the  ^'Hen  Angel*'  was  shoruy  afterwards  closed, 
and  the  presentation  tureen  made  into  white  soup. 

And  now  we  hncy  we  hear  some  impatient  reader,  seeing  us  gathering 
our  ends  for  a  close,  exclaim,  *<  Well,  well,  well,  but  where's  the  point— 
where's  the  point  d  all  this  rigmarole  ?" 

Gentie  reader,  there  is  no  pomt,  unless,  indeed,  you  will  have  the  kind- 
ness to  deduce  for  yourself  as  points  that  hacK-hunters  are  not,  in 
fashionable  phraseology,  the  pleasantest  "  conveyances"  in  the  world ; 
that  steeple-chases  are  generally  got  up  by  knaves  to  pig^n  fools;  that 
it  is  easier  to  win  money  than  to  get  it  paid,  and  that  it  is  not  every  man 
who  sports  a  red  coat,  even  though  he  append  a  pur  of  brown  bouts,  that 
is  worth  the  ladies'  looking  after.  And  with  these  very  sensible  remarks, 
we  tender  our  most  respectful  Adubus  I 
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"  DANDY  NATS  "   COURTSHIP. 

BT  ALFRED  COLE. 

"  Dakdt  Nat^  was  the  sobriqnet  fiacetiously  and  descriptivelj  be- 
stowed on  Mr.  Nathaniel  Higsins  of  our  village.  Mr.  Higgins  waa  a 
barber — I  beg  his  p«rdon,  «  hairdresaer ;  for  yoa  could  hardly  <And 
the  little  man  more  seriously  than  by  applying  the  former  coarse  term 
to  his  "  profession."  Imaginative  tailors  are  said  to  have  souls  above 
buttons.  Mr.  Higgins  had  a  soul  above  lather  and  shaving-doths.  It 
is  true  that  his  limited  means  and  the  tmallness  of  the  patroni^  to  be 
obtained  in  so  humble  a  place  as  ''  our  village,"  forced  him  to  handle 
the  razor  and  the  strop  as  well  as  the  scissors  and  the  curling-irons ;  bol 
he  always  averred  that,  when  lathering  the  visages  of  country  bumpkins 
(at  1^.  per  visage),  and  rasping  off  their  stubbly  beards,  his  soul  was 
not  in  his  occupation — ^his  thoughts  were  &r  away.  I  am  inclined  to  be- 
lieve him ;  for  an  unlucky  ploughman  once  avenred  that  the  romaotie 
tcmsor,  while  in  the  act  of  shaving  him,  had  suddenly  squeeied  his  noas 
with  such  intense  force  as  to  make  him  sneeae  violently,  thereby  bring- 
ing the  injured  feature  into  such  forcible  contact  with  the  raior,  as  neady 
to  amputate  his  organ  (^  smelling  at  one  blow. 

^Pardon,  pardon!"  shouted  the  unhappy  Higgins^  in  an  agony  of 
alarm  at  what  he  had  done.     "  Oh !  I  was  thinking  of  her" 

«  Thinking  of  her  !**  growled  and  sputtered  the  unfortunate  nloiigb- 
man,  holding  his  nose  so  tight  to  his  face  that  he  appeared  doulmul 
whether  it  would  not  tumble  off  if  he  let  go  his  hold ;  ''  blinking  of  her  I 
well/ dang  it  if  I'd  loike  to  be  her,  if  tlu^t's  the  way  you  squeedges  her 
nose." 

Very  different  was  the  case  when  Miss  Tadpole,  the  daughter  of 
Squire  Tadpole,  sent  for  Mr.  Hiegins  to  come  to  Tadpole  HaU,  and  ''  do 
h«r  haii^'  tor  a  race-ball  or  a  cunner  at  the  county  memb^'s.  Then, 
indeed,  the  hairdresser^s  whole  heart  was  in  his  task;  he  gave  the  reina 
to  his  imagination ;  but  it  waa  only  to  bring  its  workings  to  bear  upoa 
the  subject  of  his  duties;  only  that  nis  genius  might  devise  some  new  and 
artistic  grouping  of  the  side  curls,  some  never4>efore-attempted  fold  el 
the  t<^-knot  of  the  ^*  bell  chevreloor"  (as  he  termed  it)  of  the  carroty* 
headed  Miss  Wilhelmina  Tadpole. 

It  will  naturally  be  inferred  from  the  sobriquet  bestowed  on  our 
friend,  that  he  was  very  careful  of  his  personal  appearance ;  and  sndt 
was  the  case.  Not  only  were  his  own  hair  and  whiskers  Inrushed,  caM, 
curled,  and  arranged  with  a  predsiQn  and  an  eye  to  effect,  that  rendered 
tbHn  living  and  moving  evidences  <^  his  professional  skill»  but  in  every 
portion  of  his  dress  he  was  no  leas  particular.  When,  doffing  tna 
tonsorial  apron,  he  prepared  to  sally  forth  for  a  walk  in  our  village,  he 
might  be  seen  arrayed  in  brilliant  nankeen  "  unmentionable^"  violet 
sprig-pattern  waistcoat,  and  coat  of  bright  botUe-grecn,  with  brass 
buttons ;  a  white  hat,  Berlin  gloves^  variegated  neckdoth  (crimaoa  the 
predominating  colour),  and  shoes  with  the  largest  of  ties  of  the  broadest 
of  riband.  The  hat  was  worn  slightly  on  one  side ;  and  in  his  hand  waa 
flourished  a  cane  of  slender  dimensions,  surmounted  by  an  *'  alhata"  top^ 
representing  the  head  of  an  animal,  supposed,  by  charitable  sodogi8t% 
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to  be  meant  for  a  fox.  Hib  person  was  not  by  any  means  commanding, 
though  Nat  himself  beHeyea  it  to  be  graceful ;  neither  was  his  face, 
judged  by  ordinary  standards,  handsome ;  indeed,  it  was  so  extremely 
puny-looking,  that  it  seemed  as  though  all  the  vital  eneigy  of  his  body 
had  been  exhausted  on  his  hair. 

In  our  Tillage  there  also  resided  a  young  seamstress,  who,  by  her  own 
labour,  supported  herself  and  her  bedndden  mother.  She  was  a  remark- 
ably pretty  girl,  with  a  merry  yoiee,  a  laughing  eje^  and  one  of  those 
brilliant  complexions  which  defy  the  eyil  influences  or  hard  work  and  close 
confinement  m-doors.  Many  were  the  admirers  and  lovers  of  pretty  Mary 
Jenkins.  But  either  Maiy  was  too  &stidioDS  in  her  taste,  or  too  col£ 
hearted  to  care  for  the  swains  who  said  they  were  dying  for  her.  At  aD 
events,  not  one  among  them  could  boast  of  any  marks  of  her  preference ; 
and  one  or  two  who  had  been  bold  enough  to  ''  pop  the  question,*'  had 
met  with  decided  refusals ;  though  they  confessed,  that  it  had  been  done 
with  such  consideration  for  their  feeling^  by  Mary,  that  they  loved  her 
better  than  ever  after  they  had  ceased  to  hope  that  she  would  smile  on 
their  suit. 

Mr.  Nathaniel  Higgins  was  decidedly  sentimentaL  Therefore,  as  a 
matter  of  course,  he  imag^ed  himself  very  desperately  in  love  with  the 
fSucinating  Mary.  Like  sentimental  young  gentlemen  of  all  classes,  no 
sooner  did  the  idea  of  his  being  the  victim  of  the  tender  passion  seize 
him,  than  he  began  to  write  poetry.  It  is  a  singular  fact,  that  senti- 
mental men  always  fancy  that  bad  verses  have  a  greater  e£fect  than  good 
prose  on  the  female  mina ;  consequently  Mr.  Higrins,  having  finished  off 
nye  or  six  ^*  shavings"  one  morning,  sat  himself  down  with  a  steel  pen,  a 
penny  bottle  of  ink,  and  a  clean  sheet  of  note-paper,  and  determined  *^  to 
give  vent  to  his  feelings,''  as  he  said,  in  poetry.  And  here,  we  may  re- 
mark, that  it  has  always  struck  us  that  it  must  be  exceedingly  annoying 
to  a  gentleman  of  a  romantic  turn  of  mind  seeking  to  express  nis  "  bunx- 
mg  thoughts"  in  verse^  to  be  eternally  brought  to  a  '*  pull-up"  for  want 
of  a  rhyme.  Perhaps  it  is  our  own  want  of  poetical  insoiration  that  has 
put  this  very  prosaic  idea  into  our  head.  Certainly,  we  did  once  attempt 
to  perpetrate  an  amatory  effusion  in  verse,  but  when  we  sought  for  a 
rhyme  to  *'  Cupid,'*  the  only  one  we  could  hit  on  was  ^'  stupid.''  It  looked 
ominous;  so  we  refrained,  and  have  stuck  to  prose  ever  smce.  But  we 
are  digressing. 

Afler  four  hours*  intense  labour  our  friend  Nat  had  produced  the  follow- 
ing offspring  of  his  brain : 

Lovely  girl,  youVe  won  my  heart: 
Oh,  if  you  oi&y  knew  the  smart 
Which  yofu've  given  to  that  part! 
Dare  I  tell  you  all  I  feel? 
Dare  I  on  the  hearth-rug  kneel 
At  your  feet,  and  tell  you  then 
rm  the  wretchedest  of  men 
If  you  will  not  deign  to  bless 
•Him  that  is  in  such  distress? 

Beauteous  Mary!  hear  me  swear 
By  that  lovely  bead  of  hair, 
Whidi  these  fingers  dress'd  one  day 
For  the  ball  on  first  of  liay, 
How  I  lovo  yon,  on  the  whole. 
Better  than  my  heart  and  soul. 
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If  youll  only  deign  to  gire 

One  small  smile,  Fll  happy  live. 

But,  if  you  TCiJect  my  prayer, 

Mary,  not  another  hair 

Shall  these  wretched  fingers  dress — 

ril  die!  bat  love  you  none  the  less!** 

How  many  sheets  of  paper  the  poet  spoilt  in  copying  out  this  heautiful 
production  of  his  genius  is  not  recorded,  but  it  is  to  be  feared  that  their 
cost  equalled  the  proceeds  of  several  '*  shaves,"  "  cuttings/'  "  curlings," 
and  "  dressings."  At  length,  however,  the  feat  was  accomplished  ;  and, 
although  one  or  two  "  h*s"  got  hlotted  in  the  bows,  and  one  or  two  ''y's". 
kicked  their  neighbours  in  an  unpleasant  na^nner,  Mr.  Higg^  was  alto- 
gether proud  of  his  calligraphy. 

Folding  the  note  carefully,  and  sticking  it  into  the  pocket  of  the  sprig- 
pattern  waistcoat,  after  an  elaborate  toilet  "  Dandy  Nat"  sallied  forth  to 
visit  the  fair  milliner. 

Bolder  men  than  Nathaniel  Higgins  have  felt  something  very  like  trc" 
nidation  when  approaching  the  habitation  where  *'  dwells  the  lady  of  their 
love" — at  all  events,  before  the  delicate  question  has  been  asked  and 
answered  in  the  affirmative.  It  will  readily  be  believed,  therefore,  that 
the  hairdresser's  legs  shook  under  him  in  the  most  absurd  style;  and  his 
hand  trembled  so  violently  as  he  laid  hold  of  the  little  brass  knocker  of 
Mrs.  Jenkins's  door,  that  tlie  rap  he  gave  was  almost  involuntary,  and 
sent  forth  a  little  quivering  sound,  as  if  the  head  of  the  knocker  was 
having  a  quiet  laugh  at  his  agitated  appearance. 

Mary  herself  opened  the  door,  and  with  a  smiling  and  blushing  counte- 
nance begged  the  visitor  to  enter.  Nat  stammered  out  something  in- 
tended for  a  greeting,  and  followed  her  into  the  parlour,  treading  on  the 
tail  of  a  slumbering  cat,  which  forthwith  struck  her  claws  into  hb  nan- 
keens. Mara  dragged  off  the  cat  and  beat  it ;  but  it  was  evident  that 
this  littie  incident  had  by  no  means  tended  to  strengthen  the  poor  man's 
nerves. 

'^  Nice  day,  miss,"  said  Nat,  bolting  out  the  words. 

*<Do  you  really  think  so,  Mr.  Higgins?  I'm  afraid  its  raining  a 
Uttie."       • 

Poor  Nat  had  made  a  bad  shot,  so  he  was  obliged  to  say  he  rather 
liked  rain  than  otherwise. 

There  was  a  long  pause,  after  which  Mary  inquired,  "  Are  you  going 
to  the  dance  next  Monday,  Mr.  Higgins  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  certwnly,"  replied  Na^  very  quickly ;  and  then,  suddenly 
checking  himself,  "  that  is— no — at  least,  Vm  not  certain.     It  depend 

on  one  thing "     Here  he  stammered,  and  looked  so  queer  that  Miss 

Jenkins  inquired  if  he  was  ill. 

"  Oh,  no !  That  is — yes — ^not  exactiy — ^but  here,  you  see  "  stut- 
tered the  littie  man,  laying  his  hand  on  his  waistcoat. 

«  A  pain  in  the  chest  ?"  said  Mary,  looking  quite  unconscious.  <'  Colds 
are  so  very  much  about.  Have  you  ever  tried  those  new  wafers  that  Mr. 
Drugs  sells  ?" 

"  N-o-o-o,"  said  poor  Nat;  "not  exactiy.     You  see  it's  not  thcU;  its 

not  a  bodUy  illness "   And  here  he  put  on  such  a  diabolical  leer  that 

Mary  could  scarcely  tell  whetiier  to  laugh  or  scream.     She  certainly 
tiiought  he  was  mad. 
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''  Pray,  Mr.  Hig^s,  excuse  me,**  she  said,  '^  but  I  really  must  go  to 
poor  mamma."     And  she  rose  to  depart. 

"  Oh,  yes — exactly  so— good-by — stay,  Miss  JenluDS."  He  fumbled 
in  his  waistcoat- pocket,  thrust  a  piece  of  paper  into  her  hands,  saying, 
''  Read  that,"  with  a  half  despairing  look,  and  rushed  out  of  the  house, 
nearly  breaking  his  neck  over  the  sleepy  cat,  who,  however,  had  no  time 
to  stick  her  claws  against  his  nankeens  before  he  escaped. 

In  an  agony  of  mind  *'  Dandy  Nat"  rushed  back  to  his  own  shop.  He 
was  dreadfully  afraid  that  he  had  not  made  a  favourable  impression.  He 
began  to  wonder  why  he  had  not  said  half  a  hundred  fine  things  that 
seemed  to  come  so  naturally  into  his  head  now.  He  tried  to  recollect 
what  he  had  said  ;  but  he  could  recollect  nothing,  except  that  his  leg  was 
still  sore  from  the  indentation  of  the  cat's  claws. 

^'  Confound  the  cat  !'*  he  muttered.  *'  It  was  she  that  put  everything 
out  of  my  head.  Well,  never  mind ;  if  that  ^rl  has  a  heart,  1  don't 
think  she'll  resist  those  verses." 

With  this  gratifying  reflection  he  consoled  himself,  and  fell  into  a  fit 
of  musing,  which  lasted  half  an  hour.  He  was  then  aroused  by  a  boy 
knocking  at  his  door,  and,  on  opening  it,  a  letter  was  thrust  into  his 
hand.     "  From  Miss  Jenkins,"  the  urchin  said,  ^<and  no  answer.*' 

With  trembling  hands  he  seized  the  sweet  missive,  and,  bolting  his 
door,  broke  the  seal  and  opened  it.  An  inclosure  fell  to  the  ground ; 
but  before  stooping  to  pick  it  up,  he  read  the  note,  which  was  in  her 
handwriting,  as  follows : 

'^  Miss  Jenkins's  compliments  to  Mr.  Higgins,  and  returns  him  the 
paper  he  left  with  Miss  J.  She  cannot  understand  what  Mr.  Higgins 
could  mean  in  giving  the  note  to  her,  as  it  cannot  possibly  be  any  aSisdr 
of  hers.  If  Mr.  Higgins  means  that  he  is  in  want  of  a  small  loan,  no 
doubt  her  mamma  wUl  be  happy  to  supply  Mr.  Higgins ;  but  he  really 
should  apply  in  a  less  extraordinary  manner." 

A  horrid  doubt  seized  poor  Higgins  as  he  read  this  letter.  He  thrust 
his  hand  into  his  waistcoat-pocket.  The  verses  were  stUl  there !  He 
picked  up  the  inclosure  which  had  fidlen  from  Mary*s  note*  Alas !  it 
was  a  dunning  epistle  from  the  laundress  that  washed  and  did  for  him. 

'*  Mr.  higgins 

«  sir — i  doante  konsidur  yor  condick  bekummin  of  a  jentelman 
not  too  menshun  an  aredressur  not  to  pay  me  the  2  and  9  has  you  o  me 
so  long  a  poore  loan  widdur  and  shal  summins  you  too  Cownte  Korte  if 
not  pade  at  wunce  "  mare  jones." 

The  unhappy  Nat  never  moved  for  half  an  hour  after  this  horrid  catas- 
trophe. His  first  sane  action  was  to  rush  off  to  the  nearest  railway 
station  and  book  himself  for  London.  He  has  never  visited  "  our  village 
since  that  day;  but  to  his  honour  be  it  said,  though  he  always  vows  that 
^'mare  jones"  blighted  the  hopes  of  his  heart,  ne  did  settle  accounts 
with  his  laundress. 
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RUSSIAN  DIPLOMACY. 

It  is  an  mrasual  thing  in.  the  annals  of  Enropean  diplomacy^  and  in 
tibe  yicissLtndes  of  international  affairs,  to  see  the  foreign  policy  of  Russia 
nnsucces^ul.  No  other  power  has  ever  aequired  so  undispated  a  repu- 
tation for  depth  of  conception  in  its  designs,  and  for  skill  in  their  ezeca- 
tion,  as  she  has  estahlished  during  the  lapse  of  Httle  more  than  a  century. 
Fast  events  undouhtedlj  warrant  this  conclusion  to  a  certain  extent,  for 
few  acquisitions  of  territory  have  heen  obtained  by  the  Czars  through 
military  superiority ;  and  predominant  influence  in  foreign  states  has  in 
more  than  one  instance  been  founded  and  maintained  by  them,  without 
an  open  cessation  of  amicable  relations  with  their  competitors.  Negotia- 
tion has  even,  occasionally,  secured  to  Russia  advantages  which  the  force 
of  arms  had  failed  in  achieving,  and  so  thoroughly  versed  is  she  in  the 
art  of  turning  defeat  into  victory,  that  she  has  sometimes  gained  more  at 
the  point  of  the  pen  than  at  that  of  the  sword.  Courland  and  Livonil^ 
Bothnia,  Finland,  the  greater  part  of  Poland,  the  Crimea,  and  the 
Ukraine,  were  all  successively  annexed  to  the  growing  empire  with  the 
most  consummate  address ;  even  the  peace  of  Tilsit  conferred  on  it  an 
accession  of  territory,  although  produced  by  the  disasters  of  Austeriitz 
and  Friedland;  and  in  1812,  when  the  Russian  army  was  driven  across 
the  Danube  by  the  Turkish  troops  of  the  celebrated  Ahmed  Aga,  and 
when  their  own  country  was  threatened  by  the  most  gigantic  invasion  of 
modem  times,  imder  a  leader  such  as  Napoleon  Bonaparte,  a  treaty  was 
concluded  by  which  their  frontier  was  pushed  from  the  Niester  to  the 
Pruth.  It  is  true,  however,  that  in  this  latter  capitulation,  which  deprived 
the  Sultan  of  the  half  <^  one  of  his  provinces,  he  was  betrayed  by  Mourousiy 
a  Greek,  who  paid  for  his  treachery  with  his  head,  but  the  Russians  have 
never  shown  themselves  over-scrupulous  about  the  means,  provided  their 
end  be  attained,  and  this  circumstance  may  more  justly  be  considered  as 
an  example  of  their  clever  diplomacy  than  as  an  exception  to  their 
general  system. 

Nous  avont  change  tout  cela,  like  Moli^re's  Medeein  malgre  Ivi, 
when  he  was  detected  feeling  for  his  patient's  heart  on  the  right  side  ; 
tempera  muiantur,  &c.,  and  in  the  very  town  where  Bessarabia  was 
separated  by  treaty  from  the  Moldavian  territory  of  the  Ottoman  Em- 
pire and  incorporated  with  Russia,  the  policy  of  the  Czar  has  suffered 
continual  discomfiture  by  that  of  die  Sultan. 

General  Duhamel,  the  political  agent  attached  to  the  Russian  army  of 
occupation  in  the  Danubian  Provinces,  has  met  with  more  than  his  match 
at  Bucharest  in  the  person  of  Ahmed  Yefyk  Effendi,  the  Turkish  com- 
missioner. Not  only  has  each  thrust  been  parried,  and  all  attacks  have 
been  foiled,  but  every  indi  of  ground  disputed  has  been  won  by  the 
champion  of  Islam. 

An  attenmt  fo  foment  an  insurrection,  or  at  least  to  represent  ihe 
semblance  of  one^  which  was  made  last  summer  for  the  purpose  of  proving 
the  necessity  of  the  Russian  military  occupation,  resulted  in  total  failure 
through  the  vigilance  and  firmness  of  the  Sultan's  delegate. 

A  scheme  to  obtain  a  public  admission  by  the  hospodar  or  bey  of 
Wallachia,  commonly  miscalled  the  prince,  that  the  security  of  the 
country  was  in  danger,  partially  succeeded  in  consequence  of  the  lament- 
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able  subnunion  of  ihafe  functioiuay  to  the  influence  of  Russia ;  but  an 
abSe  adyantage  wu  taken  of  the  proclamation  by  forring  the  govemor  of 
the  pioTxnce  to  realise  on  his  own  Russianised  office-beuren  tine  menaces 
which  he  had  been  induced  to  level  at  the  heads  of  imaginary  agitators ; 
and  the  prindpal  public  servants^  who  were  attached  to  the  interests  of 
the  court  of  St.  Petersburghy  and  warmlj  supported  bj  General  Du- 
hamel,  were  snnmiarily  dismissed  by  the  opportune  insbtance  of  Vefyk 
EfifendL 

The  next  chaUenge  of  the  Russiaa  commissioner  was  flung  at  the  head 
of  his  Ottoman  colleague  by  the  most  open  endeavours  to  dictate  the  elec* 
tton  of  the  metropolitan  bishop.  The  voters  were  packed,  secretly  gained, 
and  finally  bound  by  the  moat  solemn  oath  to  support  the  Russian  candi- 
date. The  representatiye  of  the  sovereign  of  these  provinceSi  styled  by  a 
pleasant  fiction  of  the  natives  Principalities,  could  not  look  on  m  silence 
when  an  unfounded  right  of  meddling  in  their  aflairs  vras  thus  assumed 
by  a  foreign  power,  wMch  asserts  an  unjustifiable  claim  to  a  protectorate 
over  them.  He  remonstrated  with  the  dectors  so  strenuously  that  Russiaa 
influence  and  WallacJrian  oaths  were  alike  foigotten,  and  the  candidate 
whom  General  Duhamel  and  his  confederates^  the  subordinate  agents  of 
Russia,  most  espedally  opposed,  was  duly  raised  to  the  highest  ecclesias- 
tical dignity  of  the  provincial  church* 

A  Rusoan  officer  of  high  military  rank  had  meanwhile  been  divertii^ 
himself  by  making  yarious  excursions  frmn  his  post  in  one  of  the  southern 
provinces  of  the  empire;  and,  by  a  singular  coincidence,  on  every  such 
occasion,  both  going  and  coming,  his  way  seemed  always  to  lie  through 
Wallachia.  The  notoriously  detestable  town  of  Bucharest  appeared  to 
have  the  most  irresistible  charms  for  him  done.  With  ezultation  he 
arrived,  and  in  sonrow  he  tore  himself  away.  Constantinople  and  Naples, 
tliese  vaunted  beauties  of  the  world,  were  not  more  lovely  in  his  sight; 
London  and  Paris,  those  vast  temples  of  varied  enjoyment,  were  less  rich 
in  resources  for  his  amusement.  It  was  remarkable,  however,  that,  sin- 
gularly enough,  during  each  sojourn  of  this  Muscovite  eiraat,  the  fickle 
minds  of  the  boyards  were  more  than  usually  wavering;  and,  after  his 
dqwrture,  it  always  took  some  time  to  bring  them  back  to  their  normal 
state  of  nullity.  The  visits  suddenly  ceased ;  though  announced,  they  re- 
mained unrealised;  and  at  last  it  became  generally  understood  that  some 
impediment  had  been  thrown  in  the  way  of  these  littie  diversions.  The 
Turkish  oonunissioner  said  nothing ;  but  it  was  evidently  a  sore  subject 
with  the  Russian  agents,  and  th«r  indiscreet  mortification  soon  betrayed 
tibe  &ct  that  he  had  made  such  representations  as  e£FectuaUy  curtailed  the 
migratoiy  propensities  of  this  great  jpolitical  bird  of  passage  or  of  prey. 

Rumours  were  also  rife  on  the  topic  of  a  full  exposure  of  all  the  miquit* 
oos  practices  of  the  Rusnans,  for  the  purpose  of  obstructing  Danubian  trade 
at  the  Sulina  mouth  of  that  river,  and,  tne  special  convention  with  Austria 
having  lat^  expired,  serious  qpniehensioBS  were  entertained  lest  the  un- 
compromising investigations  of  toe  Ottoman  commissioner  might  lead  to 
die  adoption  of  measures  for  the  fiMsilitatioii  of  the  navigation  by  other 
powers  invested  with  the  right  of  control  over  that  important  poaitioQ 
which  Russia  has  surreptitiously  oeoupied«  The  mere  mention  of  the 
Sulina  was  sufficient  to  bring  on  a  shivering  fit  of  ague;  coupled  with  the 
name  of  Vefyk  £fiEendi,it  invariably  threw  the  Russian  commissioner  into 
a  fever. 
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A  panic  seemed  likewise  to  have  spread  along  the  whole  line  of  the 
sanitary  cordon  on  the  left  bank  of  the  Danube,  from  the  Black  Sea  to  tiie 
frontier  of  Hungary.  Lazarettoes  tottered  to  their  very  foundations; 
Russian  police  spies,  decked  in  borrowed  plumage  of  health  officers^ 
applied  to  be  transferred  to  other  departments,  as  rats  are  said  to  abandon 
falling  houses;  shipmasters  arriving  in  the  Danube  had  the  assurance  to 
inquire  whether  or  not  they  would  still  be  obliged  to  perform  quarantine; 
and,  in  short,  Russia  felt  that  this  powerful  political  instrument  was 
slipping  through  her  fingers.  Who  was  the  daring  reformer  that  ventured 
to  drag  it  from  her  grasp? 

"  Vefyk  Efiendi — it  could  be  no  one  but  Vefyk  Efiendi/'  said  the 
emperor's  agents  in  Wallachia.  *'  Who  shall  deliver  us  from  tjie  hands  of 
this  Philistine  ?" 

And  nothing  was  spared  by  the  scalpel  of  so  bold  a  dissector ;  nothing 
was  held  sacred  by  him ;  no  abuse  of  power,  however  plausible;  no  un- 
warrantable assumption  of  authority,  be  it  ever  so  friendly;  and  no  en- 
croachment on  the  Sultan's  rights,  though  sanctioned  by  time;  nothing 
could  elude  his  inquisitorial  glance,  or  escape  his  critical  analysis.  Even 
the  military  occupation,  that  mighty  engine  of  usurpation,  found  itself  at 
last  thrown  headlong  into  the  balance;  and  so  weighty  was  the  hand  which 
fell  on  the  other  scale,  that  eenerals  and  corporals,  Cossacks  and  Calmucks, 
cavalry,  infantry,  and  artillery,  arms  and  baggage,  were  evidently  all 
about  to  kick  the  beam.  This  prospect  soon  became  known ;  indeed,  the 
Russians  themselves  allowed  the  alarming  probability  to  transpire  through 
various  arrangements,  such  as  making  contracts  for  provisions  under  a 
condition  that  they  might  be  rescinded  without  loss  if  provisions  should 
no  longer  be  required,  and  other  indications. 

The  Ottoman  commissioner,  however,  seemed  to  be  indifferent  to  all 
these  foreshadowings  of  great  events,  which  passed  apparently  unnoticed 
by  him  ;  he  was  so  calm  and  imperturbable,  that  he  should  have  been  the 
last  person  who  could  be  suspected  of  having  accomplished  such  over- 
whelming results.  Yet  the  Russian  agents  in  the  Danubian  Provinces  of 
Turkey,  both  accredited  and  occult,  were  so  unjust  as  to  imagine  that  he 
was  at  the  bottom  of  it  all ;  and  they  reported  to  head-quarters  that 
nothing  could  be  done  as  long  as  Vefyk  Effendi  should  occupy  his  present 
post,  and  that  much  of  what  had  been  done  in  former  years  would  pro- 
bably be  undone  by  him. 

This  was  too  bad.  The  most  vigorous  efforts  must  be  made  to  get 
rid  of  the  troublesome  Turk.  Virulent  remonstrances  at  Constantinople, 
elaborate  despatches  of  deprecation,  and  even  sundry  dark  insinuations 
of  a  somewhat  warlike  character,  were  all  tried  in  vain,  for  the  Ottoman 
Porte  was  fully  informed  of  the  real  bearings  of  the  case.  At  length  a 
bright  thought  dawned  on  the  benighted  and  baffled  cabinet  of  the  Czar. 
Celebrated  precedents  were  quoted  to  support  it.  Had  not  Peter  the 
Great  been  extricated  from  a  sdll  more  serious  jeopardy  on  the  Pruth  ? 
and  had  not  his  Empress  Catherine  done  it  by  sending  her  jewel-case  to 
the  grand  vizier?  In  historical  accuracy  they  shone  no  more  than  in 
skilful  diplomacy.    But  what  did  that  matter  ?  they  would  try  it. 

At  gossip-loving  Bucharest  few  secrets  remain  long  such;  and  little 
negotiations  of  this  nature  are  too  much  every-day  occurrences  to  be 
carefully  enveloped  in  mysteiy.  There  is  always  some  immaculate  citizen 
to  attract  attention  to  the  heinous  sins  of  others — perhaps  to  divert  it 
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from  his  own — and  it  is  quite  astonishing  how  thoroughly  acquainted 
e^veiy  one  is  with  the  affiurs,  both  official  and  private,  of  every  one  else. 
Some  even  inform  against  themselves ;  for  there  is  an  instance  on  record  of 
tfae  corruptor  himself,  a  high  functionary,  complaining  bitterly  and  loudly 
of  having  had  his  bribe  refused  by  a  British  consul-general,  and  he  com- 
plained, not  of  the  latter  having  declined  committing  a  dishonest  action 
and  a  breach  of  public  trust,  nor  of  his  having  ordered  his  servants  to 
turn  him  out  of  the  house,  but  of  his  having  had  the  arrogance  to  expect 
a  larger  sum  for  the  favour  required.  In  such  a  community,  where  no 
sociaf  stigma  exists,  it  cannot  be  wondered  at  that  it  should  soon  have 
become  a  topic  of  public  conversation,  and  that  it  should  have  been 
considered  as  a  proof  of  able  policy  that  the  Russians  had  destined  a 
certain  amount  to  obtain  the  removal  of  the  present  Ottoman  commis- 
sioner from  the  Moldo-Wallachian  Provinces.  At  Constantinople  they 
failed.  But  the  Effendi  might  resign  voluntarily  for  a  consideration, 
and  the  consideration  was  accordingly  reduced  to  figures  in  the  shape 
of  so  many  thousand  ducats  of  gold. 

"  Very  good,"  said  the  Turk,  on  hearing  it  ^*  My  price  is  Bessarabia. 
Let  that  province  be  g^ven  back  to  the  Sultan,  and  I  will  resign  at 


once. 


It  was  perfectly  obvious  that  the  witty  young  diplomatist  of  the  East 
was  makine  game  of  those  of  the  North.  Such  a  numiliation  was  as 
yet  unheard  of.  Tell  it  not  in  London,  and  whisper  it  not  in  the  streets 
of  Paris — at  least,  until  a  remedy  be  found.  General  Duhamel  was 
unwell ;  in  hctj  he  was  very  seriously  indisposed.  His  fever  and-  ague 
had  become  chronic,  and  the  same  remedy  might  be  applied  to  his  malady 
and  to  his  inefficiency — ^to  wit,  change  of  air.  As  Russian  commissioner 
in  the  Danubian  Provinces,  he,  the  veteran  hero  of  a  hundred  diplomatic 
fights,  had  allowed  the  imparalleled  audacity  of  an  antagonist  not  half  his 
age,  and  comparatively  a  tyro  in  the  profession,  to  banter  him,  to  outwit 
lum,  to  browbeat  lum,  to  upset  hhn,  to  demolish  him.  He  had  suffered 
the  Osmanli  to  bait  the  Rus^n  bear,  to  pipe  for  him  to  dance,  and  theo, 
worst  of  all,  to  laugh  at  him.  The  conunissioner  must  be  recalled, 
and  In  short,  he  was  recalled.     As  a  respected  invalid,  whose 

shattered  fiwne  was  sinking  under  unremitting  exertions  in  his  country's 
cause,  he  announced  the  gracious  permission  vouchsafed  him  by  his 
august  sovereign  to  recruit  his  failing  strength  in  the  retirement  of  his 
home  and  family  circle ;  and  he  accordingly  lef^  Bucharest  for  Russia — 
in  very  indifferent  healUi,  it  is  true— -on  the  28th  of  January,  1851. 

Like  the  dying  gladiator  who  raised  his  nerveless  arm  to  strike  one  last 
and  feeble  blow,  the  routed  general  got  up  a  very  nice  little  arrangement, 
however,  a  day  or  two  before  his  departure.  It  was  intimated  to  the  cor- 
porations of  merchants  and  tradesmen  that  the  Russian  commissioner 
would  be  glad  to  receive  a  visit  from  them,  on  the  occasion  of  his  leaving 
Wallachia.  Some  of  them  went — neither  many  nor  remarkable  for  their 
respectability — and,  after  a  few  commonplaces  had  been  exchanged  on 
the  appropriate  themes  of  thanks  for  the  attention,  regret  for  the  loss,  and 
good  wishes  for  the  journey,  the  astonished  buigesses  of  Bucharest  were 
shown  into  a  private  room  by  a  secretary,  and  requested  to  sign  an 
address  illustrative  of  the  sentiments  which  they  had  verbally  expressed. 
Most  of  them  affixed  their  signatures  without  attempting  to  read  the 
document ;  but  two  or  three,  who  could  read  it,  and  had  the  curiosity  to 
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do  aOy  related  that  its  porport  eompfdbended  a  great  deal  more  than  was 
announced.  It  was,  in  ract,  a  vote  of  thanks  for  the  preaeryatkm  of 
public  tranquillity,  thzoagh  t^e  mediam  o£  the  Russiaa  arany  of  occupa* 
lion,  during  a  period  of  undoubted  danger  ;  and  it  oooduded  by  a  deda* 
ration  of  the  fi;iatefiil  satisfactioa  felt  by  the  WsUaehian  people  on  seeing^ 
that  thev  still  enjoyed  the  indiflpeasable  pioteetion  of  the  emperor^s 
tioops;  besides  various  personal  compliments  to  the  commissioner.  Thos 
did  the  &ction  hope  to  establish  the  Badt  of  the  necesraty  of  continuina^ 
the  military  ooraqnution ;  and^  doubtless,  ihit  document  will  be  made  nmm 
of.  But  it  was  merdy  the  grasping  of  the  drowning  man  at  a  straw,  for 
truth  is  truth,  and  it  must  eyentually  prevail  over  fictitious  and  artfully* 
contrived  appearances ;  that  truth  being,  that  no  one  who  has  had  the 
opportunity  of  judging  of  the  present  state  of  the  Danubian  Provinces 
can  for  a  moment  suppose  that  there  is  the  slightest  shadow  of  a  chance 
of  the  public  peace  being  disturbed,  or  can  odierwiae  oondude  than  by 
admittmg  that  the  presence  of  a  foreign  army  is  altogether  unnecessary, 
and  intolerably  burdensome  to  the  population. 

It  is  said  tnat  a  similar  project  was  mooted  in  a  higher  quarter,  and 
that  the  divan,  or  assembly,  was  summoned  to  meet,  nominally  for  the 
examination  of  the  budget,  but  really  with  a  view  to  obtain  signatures 
adulatory  of  an  usurped  protectorate,  and  prgudieial  to  the  best  mterests 
of  the  country.  Prelates  arrived  from  their  sees  to  take  their  seata^  and 
act  as  traitors ;  and  boyards  flodced,  to  testify  their  abject  servility.  The 
wires  of  all  these  puppets  were  set  in  motion  by  a  person  who  in  himself 
comprises  a  small  epitome  of  the  Walladuan  puUic  functionaries;  his 
tactics  axe  combined  of  two  elements, — blind  obedience  to  Russia,  and 
keen-sighted  self-interest;  his  avocations  are  made  up  of  wfaipping-in  the 
Russian  adherents  for  his  employers,  and  of  peculating  on  a  most  extensive 
scale ;  and  his  career  offers  a  not  uncommon  example  of  elevation  from  a 
menial  situation,  in  which  he  recdved  the  visitors'  cloaks  at  a  boyazd's 
door,  to  an  ofi&dal  post,  idiich  places  almost  the  whole  administration  of 
public  afiairs  in  his  hands ;  while  his  rank  h  now  that  of  a  boyard  of  the 
nrst  dass,  and  his  honours  include  several  orders  of  knighthood,  for  the 
Russians  foUow  an  inverse  principle  from  that  of  the  ancient  Jews,  who 
placed .  their  thieves  on  the  cross,  and  not  their  crosses  on  the  thieC 
This  is  just  the  sort  of  man  that  Russia  require^  and  she  allows  him  to 
enrich  himself  by  personal  dishonesty  in  consideration  of  his  usefulness 
as  an  agent  of  h«r  designs.  In  the  case  of  the  projected  addresses, 
however,  his  usual  dexterity  failed  him,  and  whether  or  not  it  was  that 
the  same  salutary  influence,  which  had  already  done  so  much  to  maintain 
the  dignity  of  the  Sultan  in  two  of  the  provinces  of  which  he  is  the 
exclusive  sovereign,  had  again  interposed,  the  £scts  are  certain  that  the 
corporations  showed  little  zeal  and  enthusiasm  on  the  occasion  <^  thdr 
visit  to  the  Russian  commissioner,  and  the  result  of  the  assemblage  of 
magnates  was  in  reality  a  sterile  discussicm  on  finandal  subjects. 

The  state  of  ibis  branch  of  the  administration  is  £ur  from  being  satis- 
fiictory,  and  the  causes  of  the  evil  are  in  a  great  measure  attributable  to 
that  same  obnoxious  Russian  occupation;  for  the  army,  which  the 
Emperor  Nicholas,  of  his  own  good  pleasure  and  for  his  own  especial 
purposes,  sent  into  a  neighbouring  empire  in  time  of  peace,  is  supported 
by  the  subjects  of  the  potentate  reigning  there,  who  is  ostensiblj^  his 
any.     This  is,  indeed,  a  phenomenon  in  the  system  of  inteamauonal 
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velatioos ;  for  where  eke  does  there  exist  a  population  suffering  nather 
from  foreign  invasion  nor  civil  war,  which  has  ever  borne  the  burden  of 
maintaining  a  foreign  army,  forced  upon  it,  unasked,  under  the  pretext 
of  doing  it  a  serrioe  which  is  neither  required  nor  realised,  and  when 
tliat  pc^polation  belongs  to  an  empire  possessing,  now,  one  <^  the  finest 
regular  armies  in  Europe  ?  But  Turkey  has  not  yet  raised  her  voice  on 
tiie  subject  of  the  expenses  of  the  Russian  troops ;  and,  when  she  does, 
ber  present  attitude  will  enaUe  her  to  speak  loudly.  That  voice  must 
CBise  an  echo  in  every  state  of  Europe  where  justice  is  appreciated. 

Upwards  of  7,000,000  of  piastres,  at  about  sixty-five  to  the  pound 
stetlmff,  have  already  been  expended  by  the  province  of  Wallachia  for 
the  biueting  and  provisioning  of  the  Russian  troops ;  2,000,000  of  that 
sum  have  been  levied  by  a  special  tax  for  the  purpose  of  meeting  tins 
outlay,  while  the  remamder  augments  the  debt  of  the  vistiari,  or  local 
treasury ;  and  Russia  constitutes  herself  a  creditor  for  30,000,000  more 
to  cover  iho  pay  of  her  officers  and  soldien  quartered  in  Wallachia.  K 
80  enormous  a  debt  is  acknowledged,  in  addition  to  the  deficit  now  exist- 
ing, there  will  not  be  any  possibility  of  £Msng  the  current  expenses  of 
the  proiinoe,  and  it  is  probaUy  the  wish  of  the  Emperor  Nicholas  to 
faring  matters  to  this  pass,  in  the  hope  of  being  able  to  follow  the 
Israelidsh  practice  of  possessing  himself  irTevocablv  of  the  property  held 
in  pawn  by  him.  The  native  ^nctionaries  serve  his  interests  well,  if  sudi 
be  nisdesure. 

In  Walladiia  the  external  signs  and  •symbols  of  office  are  thought 
more  of  than  the  manner  of  holding  it,  and  the  vistiare,  who  calls 
himself  a  minister,  and  arrogates  for  his  branch  of  the  public  service  the 
grandiloquent  title  of  the  Finance  Department,  through  the  same  mis- 
translation which  assigns  to  the  bey,  hospodar,  or  voyvode,  the  dignity  of 
a  r^gning  prince,  as  if  a  province  could  nave  eidier  a  local  sovereign  or  a 
minister,  thinks  more  of  his  embroidered  coat  than  his  balance-sheet. 
The  vistiarie  is  a  whited  sepulchre,  gaudy  in  outward  show,  but  contain- 
ing only  corruption  and  rottenness. 

On.  the  1st  of  January,  1848,  a  deficit  existed  of  about  1,150,000 
piastres — it  is  now  18,000,000 — and  the  ammal  outlay  exceeds  the  revenue 
by  neariy  6,000,000,  the  former  being  about  24,000,000,  and  the  latter 
18,000,000,  more  or  less.  The  sources  from  which  this  income  is  derived, 
and  the  manner  in  which  it  is  expended,  fumidi  a  curious  subject  of  study 
for  pohtical  economists. 

The  capitation,  or  head-tax,  yields  nearly  9,000,000  piasters,  for  all 
who  are  not  noble  pay  for  the  breath  of  life ;  produce  from  the  gipsies 
belonging  to  the  government — in  other  words,  from  the  slaves — ^upwards 
of  200,000;  head-tax  on  some  of  them  who  have  been  freed,  360,000; 
lic^ases  granted  to  tradesmen,  about  800,000,  as  no  one  has  the  faculty 
of  earning  a  livelihood  without  a  special  permission  to  do  so  ;  customs, 
2,300,000,  for  the  protection  of  industry  which  does  not  exist ;  export 
duties  nearly  700,000,  to  keep  Wallachian  produce  out  of  foreign  mar- 
kets ;  the  salt-works,  500,000,  which  might  be  quadrupled  if  exportation 
were  not  prohibited ;  Transylvanian  flocks,  about  100,000,  those  of  Wal- 
lachia b^^  in  a  state  of  starvation,  and  the  pasture  necessary  for  them 
being  thus  let  out  to  strangers;  government  lands,  800,000,  or  as  much 
as  it  suits  the  government  to  admit;  law-taxes,  600,000,  litigation  bemg 
a  source  of  revenue ;  and  extraordinary  receipts  generally  about  150,000, 
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which  are  indeed  extraordinary,  the  remainder  being  made  up  of  fees 
for  patents  of  nobility,  passports,  and  other  little  enlightened  institutions. 

The  annual  outlay,  also  in  round  numbers,  consists  chiefly  in  1,260,000 
piasters  paid  to  the  crown ;  1,600,000,  the  civil  list,  disposed  of  by  the  head 
of  the  local  goyemment,  without  control ;  6,800,000,  public  salaries,  a  most 
preposterous  amount  for  the  administration  of  a  province;  1,500,000, 
pensions  for  public  servants  after  retirement  on  making  their  fortunes 
by  malversation ;  3,600,000,  pay  of  the  provincial  militia,  Turkey  having  a 
powerful  army,  and  Wallachia  bavin?  no  enemies  who  are  not  hers; 
200,000,  pay  of  gendarmes,  many  of  them  acting  as  private  servants 
to  the  officers  of  cUfiTerent  Inranchcs  of  the  public  service;  150,000,  rent 
of  houses  for  the  use  of  the  government — and  its  favourites;  100,000, 
firewood  burnt  in  them,  or  in  other  dwellings;  600,000,  the  Rusman 
sanitary  cordon,  to  keep  the  plague,  which  has  not  existed  for  many  years 
in  any  part  of  Turkey,  out  of  Wallachia,  and  foreign  espionage  in  it ; 
700,000,  post  establishment — a  great  number  of  clerks  are  naturally  re- 
quired where  all  letters  are  opened,  and  travellers  watched ;  300,000, 
post  expenses  of  the  government,  private  individuals  who  cannot  obtain 
an  order  for  post-horses  being  little  esteemed,  and  public  servants  being 
in  the  habit  of  taking  an  order  for  a  greater  number  than  they  require^ 
for  the  purpose  of  receiving  the  price  of  the  surplus  in  money  from  the 
contractor;  about  340,000,  for  the  repairing  of  roaids  and  bridges,  although 
one  may  travel  almost  all  over  the  province  without  seeing  a  road,  and, 
as  for  the  bridges,  a  few  logs  of  wood  thrown  over  the  streams  represent 
them  for  the  most  part;  140,000,  for  the  paving  of  the  streets  in  the 
towns  of  Bucharest  and  Crajova,  which  streets  are  paved  with  the  appa- 
rent intention  of  rendering  them  unserviceable  as  means  of  communica- 
tion, and  that  object  is  fully  attsuned;  250,000,  maintenance  of  prisoners, 
of  whom  there  are  so  few,  crime  being  rare  in  WaUachia,  that,  if  that 
sum  is  really  expended,  the  prisoners  must  live  like  boyards ;  400,000, 
for  the  gradual  enfirauchisement  of  slaves,  in  humble  miitation  of  our 
thirty  nullions  sterling,  and  to  prove  an  advanced  state  of  civilisation, 
which,  by  the  way,  is  less  advanced  than  in  the  remainder  of  the  Turkish 
Empire;  150,000,  for  improvine^  the  salt-works,  which  are  as  primitive 
as  ever,  and  furnish  a  plausible  field  for  peculation ;  300,000,  ror  foun- 
tains, water  being  at  the  same  time  abundant;  600,000,  extra  expenses, 
a  convenient  item  when  thus  defined ;  and  the  residue  of  the  expenditure 
is  filled  up  by  sums  for  the  purchase  of  houses,  the  charges  of  the  assem- 
bly, and  other  minor  outlays  of  equal  utility. 

Such  is  the  outline  of  the  principal  features  of  the  Wallachian  financial 
system.  It  would  require  a  clever  physiognomist  to  discover  any  charac- 
ter about  the  ensemble,  and  a  skilful  portrait-painter  to  make  the  com- 
ponent parts  harmonise  together  without  sacrificing  the  resemblance. 
The  fact  is  this,  that  if  the  two  ends  ever  meet  at  ^1,  it  will  not  be  at 
Bucharest,  but  at  St.  Petersburgh,  and  a  sorry  meeting  it  will  be  for  the 
Wallachians  if  the  Porte  should  relax  in  her  spirited  endeavours  to  rescue 
them  from  the  chasm  that  is  yawning  at  their  feet. 

The  present  policy  of  the  Sultan  in  his  Danubian  Provinces,  cannot 
fail  in  affording  hitherto  the  most  cordial  satisfaction  to  all  who  take  an 
interest  in  the  prosperity  of  Turkey,  and  feel  hostile  to  the  predomi- 
nance of  Russia  in  tne  East.  The  latter  power  had  gained  a  footing 
within  the  northern  frontiers  of  the  Ottoman  Empire,  through  a  long 
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series  of  combinalions,  patiently  and  sldlfally  concentrated  to  establish 
an  imaginarj  right ;  xinder  the  plea  of  protecting  the  religion  of  the 
Christian  Moldo-Wallachians^  a  subtle  clause  or  two  had  b^n  inserted 
in  every  treaty  passed  between  the  two  potentates,  in  order  to  accustom 
Europe  to  the  idea  of  a  real  connexion  between  the  Czar  and  two  of  the 
Sultan's  proyinces :  the  servility  and  venality  of  the  boyards  furnished 
ample  means  of  furthering  the  scheme  by  admitting  to,  and  profiting 
personally  by,  the  Russian  influence,  which  soon  imposed  a  new  adminis- 
trative system,  new  laws,  and  a  new  state  of  political  existence,  on  the 
^country  during  an  unjustifiable  military  occupation ;  and  the  passive 
conduct  of  the  Porte  had  suffered  this  enemy  in  the  camp  to  strengthen 
his  hold  over  the  Moldo-Wallachians,  by  repeated  acts  of  unwarrantable 
interference,  with  impunity.  But  the  evil  had  at  last  become  intolerable ; 
•and  a  resolute  determination  seems  to  have  been  made  to  oppose  it 
vigorously. 

The  relative  positions  of  the  two  empires  are  now  such  as  to  enable 
the  Sultan  to  vindicate  his  rights  more  freely  than  he  could  in  the  year 
1834,  when  Russia  consolidated  her  usurpation  by  the  Treaty  of  St. 
Petersburgh,  for  the  Treaty  of  Unkiar  Skalessi  was  then  in  force.  It 
has  now  expired,  and  there  no  longer  exists  that  obligation  on  the  Porte 
^'  to  come  to  an  unreserved  imderstanding  with  Russia  upon  all  matters 
which  concerned  their  respective  tranquillity  and  safety;  which  under- 
standing becomes  impracticable,  if  the  starting-point  of  the  Turkish  question 
in  the  two  provinces  be  the  re-establishment  of  the  legitimate  prerogatives 
of  each.  The  project  of  expulsing  Russian  influence  from  Moldo-Walla- 
chia  could  not  be  stated  unreservedly  wthout  producing  an  immediate 
rupture,  and  an  opposite  course  would  have  been  construed  as  an  infrac- 
tion of  the  treaty  and  a  ground  of  hostility.  The  existence  of  the  Treaty 
of  Unkiar  Skelessi  may,  therefore,  be  considered  as  justifying  the  for- 
bearance of  the  Sultan  at  that  time,  but  it  has  ceased  to  exist,  and  he  can, 
and  does,  now  act  as  the  dignity  of  an  independent  sovereign  requires. 

In  her  relations  with  other  Emropean  powers,  Turkey  is  at  present  as 
favourably  situated  as  she  then  was  the  contrary,  and  she  may  now  claim 
a  degree  of  sympathy  which  she  could  not  expect  to  enjoy  in  1834,  when 
the  Western  cabmets  were  somewhat  estranged  from  her  by  the  passing  of 
that  exclusive  treaty  with  Russia^-espedally  as  regarded  tne  secret  article 
which  closed  the  Dardanelles  against  their  ships  of  war.  We  had  no 
right  to  take  offence,  however,  for  we  had  refused  assistance  to  our  ally 
in  her  hour  of  need,  whereas  she  was  actively  aided  by  Russia.  That 
help  may  not  have  been  disinterested,  and,  when  the  emperor  proposed 
that  the  Sultan  should  apply  to  England  and  France  for  co-operation  to 
subdue  his  rebellious  vassal,  the  late  Pasha  of  Egypt,  who  menaced  even 
Constantinople,  he  well  knew  that  the  siege  of  Antwerp  would  prevent 
them  from  interfering  immediately  in  the  affeurs  of  the  East;  on  the 
realisation  of  this  acute  prevision,  succour  was  offered  by  Russia,  appa- 
rently unconditionally,  and  for  a  time  the  conduct  of  the  emperor  waa 
extolled  for  its  fi;enero8ity;  but  the  ultimate  result  was  the  complete 
appropriation  of  ute  Black  Sea,  which  enabled  him  to  prosecute  his  hostile 
views  on  Mount  Caucasus  without  further  risk  of  assistance  in  warlike 
stores  or  levies  being  obtained  by  the  Circassians  from  its  western  shoiea 
or  from  the  Mediterranean. 
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These  facts  were  soon  understood;  but  instead  of  taking  umbrage 
when  the  treaty  was  concluded,  and  began  to  react  against  Turkey,  wo 
might  have  foreseen  the  influence  whidi  it  must  exercise  on  her  free 
agency,  and  we  should  hare  endeavoured  to  counteract  the  pemioioos 
effects  of  our  own  refusal  by  encouraging  the  Porte  to  maintain  her  own 
wherever  Russia  encroached  on  her.  On  the  contraiy,  we  have  kept 
aloof  during  the  systematic  advance  of  that  aggressive  power  towards  toe 
full  usurpation  of  supreme  authority  in  the  Danubian  Provinces;  and, 
beyond  the  barren  mention  of  the  fact  from  time  to  time  in  parliament, 
we  have  done  nothing  to  oppose  it,  or  to  indicate  a  kindly  feeling  iot 
the  Moldo-Wallachians,  or  for  their  sovereign  in  respect  to  them.  The 
expiration  of  the  Treaty  of  Unkiar  Skelessi,  however,  has  made  all  this  a 
mere  matter  of  history ;  and  the  Sened  of  Balta  Uman  is  now  the  bond 
by  which  the  northern  Shylock  claims  his  pound  of  human  flesh,  in  the 
shape  of  four  millions  of  the  Sultan's  subjects.  Great  Britain  is  avowedly 
united  by  the  ties  of  mutual  esteem  and  appredation  with  the  Ottoman 
Empire,  and  the  able  efforts  which  are  being  made  to  free  it  from  the 
unwelcome  presence  of  a  less  friendly  power  in  its  Danubian  Provinces, 
and  to  eradicate  from  them  every  vestige  of  undue  influence  on  his  part, 
cannot  but  be  viewed  by  us  with  approval  and  admiration. 

The  stipulations  contracted  two  years  ago  with  regard  to  the  Moldo- 
WallachiaDS  by  the  Russian  Greneral  Grabbe,  which  are  known  under  the 
title  of  the  Sened  of  Balta  Liman,  and  which  are  not  recognised  as  a 
treaty,  form  the  basis  of  the  present  state  of  affairs.  In  consequence  of 
a  revolutionary  movement,  the  whole  body  politic  of  the  Danubian  Pro- 
vinoes  was  placed  in  an  abnormal  condition  by  tiie  simple  fiat  of  the 
Czar,  who  dreaded  the  too  near  approach  of  Uberal  principles  to  his  own 
frontiers.  But  there  were  duties  assumed  as  well  as  privileges  claimed; 
and  those  duties  are  not  fulfilled.  The  military  occupation,  and  the  sus- 
pension of  the  representation,  such  as  it  was,  are  the  exercise  of  arro- 
gated rights  ;  but  where  is  the  performance  of  promises — ^the  realisation 
of  engagements  ?  A  divan  (xd  hoc  was  to  have  reorganised  tiie  political 
condition  of  the  country ; — where  is  the  divan  ?  Echo  answers,  "  Where  ?** 
In  the  absence  of  a  former  Ottoman  commissioner,  a  show  of  forming  it 
was  made  by  the  Russian  commissioner  and  the  governor  of  the  province. 
Their  views  could  not  be  misunderstood ;  their  means  of  canjmg  them 
out  were  unlimited.  Being  chiefly  composed  of  boyards,  whose  tities 
are  founded  on  the  official  posts  they  hold,  it  was  naturally  a  matter  of 
no  difficulty  to  admit  or  exclude  the  members  of  tiiis  divan  according  as 
their  opinions  (if  tiiey  ever  have  any)  might  happen  .to  suit  the  purpose. 
Their  acts  were  few  and  insignificant, — ^not  being  representatives  elected 
by  tiie  different  classes  of  the  population*— having  a  direct  and  personal 
interest  in  Ihe  maintenance  of  msdversatioz^— and  being  incapable  of  in- 
spiring confidence  or  respect,  it  is  evident  that  no  assembly  could  have 
been  better  calculated  to  ensure  the  continuance  of  intrigues  among  the 
boyards,  and  of  discontent  among  the  people,  which  are  the  most  power- 
ful instruments  for  the  machinations  of  Russia  to  make  use  of.  Nothing 
was  done — as  might  be  expected — towards  the  attainment  of  the  osten- 
sible end;  and  more  than  a  year  ago,  when  the  idea  had  become  stale, 
it  was  allowed  to  drop. 

The  army  of  occupation,  according  to  the  Sened  of  Balta  LimaJD;  was 
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sent  for  the  purpose  of  keeping  the  coontry  quiet  whilst  a  constitutioii 
wfBA  being  diavm  up,  and  a  new  order  of  affairs  established.  The  army 
is  therei  the  oountiy  is  quiet  enough  in  all  conscience ;  and,  mth  regard 
to  the  constitution  agreed  to  by  Russia,  the  less  that  is  said  on  the  sub- 
ject the  better  it  will  be  for  her  reputation  for  honesty  and  good  £&ith. 
But  the  Ottoman  commisnoner  is  there  too;  and  on  him  now  hinges 
the  solving  of  the  questions,  whether  the  Danubian  Provinces  will  con- 
tinue or  not  to  be  within  the  frontiers  of  the  Turkish  Empire^  and 
whether  or  not  the  other  European  powers  will  suffer  the  evils  of  a  fur- 
ther aggrandisement  there  on  the  part  of  Russia.  His  intention  of  doing 
his  utmost  to  save  them  is  manifest;  and  his  success  hitherto  inspires 
confidence  for  the  future. 

But  however  praiseworthy  may  be  the  policy  of  the  Sultan's  govern- 
ment, and  however  dexterous  its  execution  by  his  representative  at  Bu- 
charest, a  certain  degree  of  encouragement  and  support  is  necessary  for 
their  fioll  development.  Ajid  from  whom  can  this  moral  aid  be  derived 
or  expected? 

From  France  ? — ^No,  because  she  is  not  a  rival  holder  in  the  East,  and 
so  little  is  she  aware  of  the  real  tendency  of  Oriental  afiGftirs,  that  she  fancies 
that  she  has  only  to  choose  between  seeing  England  or  Russia  the  sove- 
reign mistress  of  Asia.  Of  the  two,  she  rather  prefers  Russia ;  and  this  view 
of  matters  is  not  confined  to  the  parti  de  Vordre^  as  the  enemies  of  liberty 
call  themselves  in  almost  all  countries;  but  even  the  sentimental  republican, 
Lamartine,  has  avowed  that  bias.  He  spent  his  first  nifi;ht  at  the  Minii* 
tere  des  Affaires  Etrangeres  in  the  private  study  of  uie  fallen  Guizot, 
meditating  on  the  fiitive  policy  of  the  French  Republic  towards  other 
states  ;  and  he  records  in  his  history  of  the  revolution  of  1848,  that  he 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  the  natural  course  of  events  indicated  the 
expediency  of  ceding  to  Russia  the  Black  Sea,  Constantinople,  the  Dar- 
danelles, and  the  Adriatic,  with  the  territory  bounded  by  the  latter ;  the 
Bhine  would  become  the  frontier  of  France,  according  to  the  traditional 
dream,  with  the  accession  of  Belgium  on  the  north,  and  Italy  and  Spain 
to  the  south ;  while  Austria  and  Prussia  would  be  crushed  oetween  the 
only  two  great  empires  of  Europe,  France  and  Russia.  As  for  Great  Bri- 
tain, to  use  the  imaginative  minister's  own  words,  it  would  be  cast  off  as  a 
mere  satellite  in  tiie  ocean.  "  The  Russian  alliance,"  he  said,  '*  is  the  cry  of 
nature;  it  is  the  revelation  of  geography;  it  is  the  alliance  of  war,  in  tiie 
eventualities  of  the  future,  in  fiivour  of  the  two  great  races."  His  injunc- 
tions to  his  diplomatic  agents  were  to  treat  England  with  dignified  reserve^ 
to  conciliate  Prussia,  to  caress  Grermany,  to  avoid  Austria,  to  smile  upon 
Italy,  to  re-assure  Turkey  (before  handing  her  over  to  the  Czar)^  to 
abandon  Spain  to  herself,  and  to  watch  Russia.  For  the  truth  of  this, 
exists  die  transcendental  politician's  own  published  testimony,  and  if  Ids 
opinions  represent  tiiose  of  many  of  his  fellow-countrymen,  it  will 
readily  be  admitted  that  it  is  not  to  France  that  Turkey  can  look  for 
support,  while  tiie  £MSt  of  no  refutation  of  such  views  put  forward  by  so 
remarkable  a  man  having  been  attempted,  justifies  the  inference  tiiat  uiey 
are  generally  coincided  in. 

Can  Germany  stand  by  tiiie  Sultan  in  his  struggle  witii  the  Czar  ?— > 
Certainly  not;  for  her  policy  is  exclunvely  internal,  and  she  is  unfit  to 
enter  tiie  lists  of  foreign  competition  even  as  an  ally.     She  wishes  to 
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stay  at  home,  as  she  well  knows  that  she  can  gain  nodiing  hy  ambitioD 
of  this  kind.     Besides  these  general  considerations,  Germany  is  not  at 

Csent  in  a  condition  to  bestow  her  attention  on  the  East,  whilst  she 
fallen  a  prey  to  the  exaggerated  visions  of  demagogues  who  ha^e 
taken  possession  of  the  healthful  aspirations  of  the  people  in  iayour  of 
prudent  and  rational  progress,  and  diverted  it  from  its  salutary  channel  to 
plunge  the  country  into  a  state  of  occasional  anarchy  and  probable  disor- 
ganisiGUion. 

Italy,  Spain,  Sweden  ?— -None  of  them  are  now  in  the  rank  of  great 
powers ;  and  the  first  of  the  three,  the  only  one  directly  interested  as 
being  separated  from  a  part  of  the  Turkiw  Empire  only  by  a  narrow 
channel,  is  wholly  absorbed  in  the  formation  of  new  schemes  and  the 
fostering  of  secret  sociedes  for  the  violent  attainment  of  her  own  inde- 
pendence, which  chimeras  can  but  retard  the  natural  and  necessary  march 
of  improvement,  for  the  history  of  almost  every  age,  and  of  no  small 
number  of  countries,  has  sufficiently  demonstrated  that  such  events  are 
always  accompanied  by  disorder  and  crime,  and  the  more  rigorously  the 
springs  have  been  compressed,  the  more  furiously  will  th^  rebound. 

Great  Britain,  therefore,  alone  remains  to  cope  with  Russia  in  behalf 
of  the  Sultan,  and  the  main  interest  of  that  potentate  is  centred  in  a 
cordial  intelligence  with  us.  The  dissimilarity  in  the  form  of  govern- 
ment of  the  Turkish  and  British  Empires  cannot  prevent  it;  for  the 
ultimate  object  of  both  is  identical,  although  the  stage  at  which  they 
have  respectively  arrived  be  different.  Turkey,  as  well  as  England, 
desires  peace,  at  home  and  abroad ;  the  dissemination  of  knowledge ;  the 
increase  of  production ;  the  extension  of  commerce ;  and  that  wholesome 
progress  which  follows  in  the  train  of  rising  prosperity  and  enlighten- 
ment, and  which  is  the  consequence,  and,  at  the  same  time,  the  cause 
and  means  of  the  gradual  perfecting  of  political  institutions ;  while  they 
are  both  equally  inimical  to  the  sudden  convulsions  of  revolutionary  de- 
mocracy,  which  never  fail  to  impede  the  course  of  national  improvement, 
and  eventually  to  produce  the  decay  and  downfal  of  empires.  Russia  is, 
in. spirit  and  principle,  essentially  uncongenial  with  Turkey  as  with 
England,  and,  in  her  struggle  for  aggrandisement,  it  is  but  natural  that 
she  should  find  us  ready  and  willing  to  enlist  in  the  good  cause.  She  is 
playing  a  high  game,  and  tries  for  the  whole  stake ;  but,  even  if  she  finds 
that  a  compromise  is  necessary,  she  will  still  be  a  gainer ;  and  recent  dis- 
closures have  thrown  some  light  on  her  views.  It  appears  that  she 
would  fain  oblige  us  to  withdraw  from  the  Turkish  interests  by  giving  us 
reasons  to  be  alarmed  for  our  Indian  dependencies,  and,  however  visionary 
may  be  the  idea,  it  might  still  find  advocates  among  ourselves  who  would 
enaeavour  to  deter  us  from  committing  ourselves  to  Turkey.  Though 
old  and  worn  out,  that  threat  may  still  find  statesmen  to  tremble  at  it, 
and,  in  the  mean  time,  some  great  step  in  advance  might  be  accomplished 
by  Russia,  such  as  the  permanent  establishment  of  garrisons  m  the 
Danubian  Provinces.  In  this  respect  England  is  the  only  power  to  be 
feared  by  Russia,  for  in  her  enterprises  against  Turkey  she  could  find 
means  of  silencing  others ;  a  sop  might  be  thrown  to  France — ^for  instance^ 
by  allowing  her  to  extend  her  African  dominions  in  the  direction  of  the 
Nile ;  and  Germany  might  be  silenced  by  a  slice  of  Poland ;  but  Great 
Britain  is  not  to  be  gained,  and,  if  she  would  but  know  her  own  strength 
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and  the  dread  she  inspires,  her  alliance  would  he  of  greater  value  to 
Turkey  than  it  is  at  present. 

But  those  who  say,  '^  Russia  threatens  Turkey,  who  is  weak :  let  us 
help  her  I"  are  not  the  best  friends  of  Turkey,  as,  in  politics,  state 
reasons  sanction  selfishness,  and  cabinets  are  apt  to  abandon  the  weak  and 
make  alliances  with  the  strong, — in  short,  to  rorestal  probable  events,  and 
to  derive  their  own  advantage  from  them  by  giving  a  favourable  turn  to 
what  is  in  itself  inevitable.  And  it  is  not  the  truth.  Turkey  is  not  weak. 
Her  alliance  is  valuable — especially  to  a  commercial  country  like  Enirland 
-a^  anistbg  her  is  piofiteble.  ^  ^  ^ 

Those  who  say,  "  Russia  is  a  colossus,  powerful  and  overwhelming/' 
serve  her  cause  for  the  same  reasons,  notwithstanding  that  all  their  sym- 
pathies may  perhaps  be  in  fiivour  of  Turkey.  And  this  is  also  not 
true.  Russia  cannot  extend  her  European  empiro  by  conquest,  and 
scarcely  her  Asiatic  dominions, — ^witness  Circassia.  All  she  can  do  is  by 
diplomacy  and  intrigue,  and  she  is  not  so  skilful  even  in  these  arts  as  some 
suppose — ^witness  the  Danubian  Provinces  since  Turkey  has  asserted  her 
sovereignty.  When  Russia  is  boldly  fisLced,  she  yields,  as  she  did  in  the 
question  of  the  extradition  of  the  Polish  and  Hungarian  refugees,  and  as 
she  is  doing  in  the  questions  of  the  Danubian  quarantines  and  the 
Moldo-Wallachian  military  occupation.  Her  .influence  in  these  pro- 
vinces will  necessarily  fall  in  consequence;  for  the  boyards,  who  fear 
her  moro  than  they  esteem  her,  will  throw  off  the  ascendancy  pos- 
sessed by  Russia — which  is  not  cemented  by  national  attachment  or 
powerful  interests — as  soon  as  th^  see  that  she  is  no  longer  so  for- 
midable as  she  was  in  the  days  of  Turldsh  indifference  or  embarrassment 
by  treaties.  It  may  be  said  that  it  is  false  policy  to  provoke  war ;  but 
by  resisting  Russia  peace  will  be  securod ;  and  war  is  no  moro  necessary 
now  to  check  her  progross  than  it  was  in  the  year  1791.  WlUiam  Pitt 
then  asked  &om  the  Houses  of  Parliament  the  means  for  the  equipment 
of  a  fleet  against  Russia.  He  was  refused ;  and  the  parliament  had 
greater  foresight  than  the  minister,  for  more  than  half  a  century  has 
elapsed,  we  have  never  gone  to  war  with  the  Czar,  and  no  harm  has  come 
of  it.  .  After  the  Treaty  of  Adrianople,  England  was  energetically  called 
upon  to  guarantee  to  Russia  the  payment  of  the  indemnity  by  the  Turks, 
and  to  force  the  emperor  to  evacuate  Silistria,  of  which  he  had  retained 
possession,  by  occupying  the  Chersovesas  and  stationing  a  fleet  in  the 
Bosphorus.  England  was  wise  enoueh  to  do  nothing  of  the  kind ;  and 
all  me  written  prognostications,  all  the  ominous  forebodings,  and  all  the 
declaimed  predictions  of  evil  fell  to  the  ground,  for  Silistria  was  quietiy 
restored  to  Turkey,  and  the  full  payment  of  the  money  was  not  even  re- 
quired. These  accomplished  facts,  to  use  the  fashionable  jargon  of  diplo- 
macy, may  certainly  speak  for  themselves ;  if  not,  many  more  such  might 
be  added.  Indeed,  it  is  undeniable  that  Russia  is  but  a  bully— ouick  to 
threaten,  slow  to  fight.  Let  England  but  break  silence  on  the  subject  of 
the  Danubian  Provinces,  and  she  will  find  tiiat  her  voice  can  be  heard  with- 
out the  braying  of  trumpets  and  the  roaring  of  cannon  to  strengthen  it. 

That  these  provinces  are  really  the  most  important  point  of  Eastern 
politics  is  self-evident.  They  are  the  pivot  on  which  the  Turco-Russian 
question  turns;  they  are  the  open  sore  which  drains  the  life-blood  of 
Turkey.   If  it  were  closed  and  healed,  the  Sultan  would  be  unattackaUe. 
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By  it  Russia  retains  a  chance  of  soocess ;  without  it  she  is  harmlefls. 
Peter  the   Great  would  nerer    have    attempted    his  memorable    and 
disastrous  campaign  against  Turkey,  had  he  not  established  first  the 
most  ^EtTOurable  relations  in  the  proyinoes ;  and  the  circumstanoes  hare 
not  changed    Before  commencing  that  expedition  he  took  care  to  secure 
the  assistence  of  the  two  hospodars,  Cautemir  of  Moldavia,  and  Branco- 
Tano  of  Wallachia,  the  latter  of  whom  promised  to  supply  him  with  pro- 
▼ifflons  for  his  whole  army,  and  to  support  him  with  30,000  men  of  his 
own.   The  Russian  policy  is  still  the  same ;  but  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  the 
relative  positions  of  Turkey  and  Russia,  and  their  respective  rights,  will 
now  be  definitively  marked  out  in  the  Danubian  Provinces ;  and,  if  Great 
Britain  understands  her  real  interests,  she  will  take  care  to  secure  to  her* 
self  the  credit  and  the  advantage  of  aiding  a  consummation  so  dcTOutly 
to  be  wished  for. 

The  great  changes  which  have  taken  place  in  Turkey  within  the  last 
few  years  render  it  less  difficult  for  her  to  realise  this  intention  than  it 
might  formerly  have  been ;  for  the  reforms  effectuated  are  not,  as  some 
persons  allege,  subversive  of  the  sound  principles  existing  in  her  ancient 
institutions,  but  they  rather  tend  to  puree  them  of  the  abuses,  generated 
during  a  long  period  of  inactivity,  which  had  crept  into  her  system  of  admi- 
nistration. The  spirit  of  centralisation  now  acted  on  can  in  nowise  deterio- 
rate the  beneficial  results  of  her  traditional  manner  of  local  government  by 
municipalities.   On  the  contrary,  it  serves  to  perfect  what  was  good,  and  to 
shield  it  from  much  injury,  arising  from  the  previous  irresponsible  agency 
of  provincial  rulers.    Under  the  operation  of  such  innovations  it  becomes 
more  feasible  for  the  Sultan  to  resume  his  normal  position  in  his  Dann- 
bian  Provinces ;  and,  without  breaking  faith  towards  them,  he  can  exercise 
his  exdurive  right  of  sovereignty  over  them,  for  hb  general  policy 
prompts  no  domineering  over  the  local  administration  of  affairs,  either 
there  or  elsewhere,  and  nis  object  would  be  gained  if  that  sjnrit,  on  the 
part  of  another  and  a  foreign  potentate,  were  suppressed. 

To  do  so,  it  was  necessary  that  a  delegate  should  represent  him  on  die 
spot^  to  whom  the  fulfilment  of  such  a  task  should  be  rendered  possible ; 
firsts  by  his  b^ng  possessed  of  the  requirite  abilities  and  resolution,  and 
next,  by  his  being  deeply  impressed  and  penetrated  with  the  real  import- 
ance and  true  character  of  his  mission.  That  such  an  one  is  now  at 
Budiarest  must  be  evident  to  all  who  are  aware  of  what  has  passed  and 
is  passing  there.  It  is  not^  therefore,  unreasonable  to  anticipate  the 
ultimate  result, — ^ihat  Wallachia  and  Moldavia  will  be  totally  wrested, 
ere  loog,  from  the  grasping  talon  of  the  Northern  Eagle,  and  that  the 
Crescent  will  soon  shine  unobscured  in  this  portion,  also,  of  its  empire. 
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What  Philidor  did  for  chess,  Mr.  Lumley  has  done  for  the  Opera. 
The  great  strategist^  tired  of  contending  with  a  single  adversary,  invited 
a  second  combatant  into  the  arena ;  ana  the  successful  impresario,  find- 
ing that  one  metropolitan  Opera  was  insufficient  for  his  energies,  resolved 
to  double  the  labours,  which  very  few  have  the  courage  singly  to  en- 
counter. But)^*  Fortune  fisivours  the  bold,"  and  no  one  has  more  com- 
pletely verified  the  adage  than  the  director  of  her  Majesty's  Theatre. 

Mr.  Lumley's  campaign  in  Paris  during  the  last  winter  has  been  as 
biilliant  as  the  enterprise  itself  was  perilous;  it  has,  moreover,  rendered 
an  immense  service  to  Art  and  its  cultivators,  not  only  by  the  union 
which  it  has  effected  between  two  th^tres  whose  interests  were  formerly 
in  direct  opposition  to  each  other,  but  by  the  opportunity  now  offered  to 
artists  to  conclude  engagements  for  the  whole  year — an  advantage  which 
they  never  possessed  before.  The  combination  of  the  resources  of  the  two 
opera-houses  of  London  and  Paris,  has  been  a  favourite  project  with  French 
entrepreneurs  for  the  last  twenty  years,  but  the  difficulties  which  arose 
always  proved  insurmountable.  It  was  a  darling  scheme  of  the  rich  banker 
Aguado,  but  even  his  wealth  and  influence  were  insufficient  to  accomplish 
the  desired  end.  In  like  manner,  Severini,  the  celebrated  director  of  the 
*'  Italiens,"  attempted  the  fusion  of  the  two  establishments ;  and  carried  his 
negotiations  so  fiu*  as  actually  to  send  over  a  confidential  agent  to  this 
country,  with  a  sum  of  £12,000  to  pay  the  first  year's  rent  in  advance 
to  the  then  proprietors  of  Her  Majesty's  Theatre.  But  he,  too,  failed, 
and  the  project  was  looked  upon  as  hopeless,  till  Mr.  Lumley  seriously 
addressed  himself  to  the  task,  and  by  dint  of  an  energy  that  admits  o£ 
no  obstacle  to  its  progress,  succeeded  in  the  difficult  endeavour.  The 
union  which  he  has  thus  achieved  is  no  fleeting  arrangement,  but  offers 
the  guarantee  of  permanence,  Mr.  Lumley  being  the  actual  proprietor  of 
one  theatre,  and  tne  proprietor  of  the  exclusive  privilege  of  the  other,  a 
power  which  was  never  before  possessed  by  any  theatrical  director. 

With  means  of  such  magnitude  at  his  command,  the  importance  of  his 
position  cannot  be  overrated,  and  of  its  beneficial  results  to  Art  we  enter^ 
tain  no  doubt;  neither  do  we  consider  the  fact  of  this  union  as  amongst 
the  least  of  the  causes  which  tend  towards  a  political  ejitente  cordkUe 
between  two  such  great  countries  as  France  and  England,  and  we  look 
upon  it  as  an  omen  of  happy  augury,  that  the  meeting  of  all  nations  in 
1851  should  be  preceded  by  the  combination  of  the  two  vast  establish- 
ments, at  the  head  of  whicn  Mr.  Lumley  is  placed. 

The  fortunate  result  of  his  hardy  adventure  has  already  declared  itself 
in  Paris.  During  the  winter  that  has  just  passed  the  '^  Italiens"  became 
once  more  the  fiashion,  and  good  reason  there  was  for  such  being  the 
ease,  since,  in  addition  to  the  restoration  of  old  fiivourites,  novelty — ^which 
succeeds  nowhere  so  well  as  in  the  French  capital — was  superadded. 
Twenty  years  had  gone  by  since  the  Parisian  puoUc  had  listened  to  the 
melody  of  the  young  ana  beautiful  German  songstress,  and  even  their 
incredulity  was  compelled  to  admit  that  the  age  of  miracles  wss  revived ; 
for,  at  the  expiration  of  those  twenty  years,  Henrietta  Sontag  returned, 
with  her  beauty  untouched  by  Time,  her  voice  unaltered  in  its  sweetness 
and  compass,  and  no  other  change  apparent  than  that  which  arose  from 
matured  study  and  enlarged  experience.  The  memory  of  the  past,  in  its 
most  agreeable  shape^  was  thus  associated  with  the  charm  of  somethir 
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entirely  new,  and  the  repertoire  of  Madame  Sontag  satisfied  the  French 
critics,  that  whether  she  represented  the  heroines  of  Mozart,  or  Bellini, 
of  Rossini,  Donizetti,  or  their  own  Halevy,  she  was  equally  mistress  of 
her  art.  To  this  the  operas  of  "  La  Sonnambula,"  '^  La  Fiflia  del 
Reggimento"  (which  was  new  to  Paris),  <*I1  Barbiere,"  *<  Lmda  di 
Chamouni,"  and  '<Don  Fasquale,"  bore  triumphant  attestation.  But 
Mr.  Lumley  did  not  stop  here;  he  introduced  that  charming  singer, 
Madame  Florentini,  in  "  Norma'*  and  *'  Lucrezia  Borgia^"  in  both  of 
which  the  success  obtained  was  unequivocal;  and  he  crowned  his  efforts 
and  gratified  the  Parisians  beyond  measure  by  bringing  out  their 
beautiful  countrywoman,  Caroline  Duprez,  the  youthful  daughter  of  the 
finest  tenor  that  France  has  ever  produced.  Of  her  success  we  shall 
presently  speak  at  greater  length  %.  treating  of  Her  Majesty's  Theatre. 

But  the  most  remarkable  event  of  the  season  at  Paris  was  the  pro- 
duction of  the  '*  Tempesta,"  with  Mademoiselle  Rosati  and  an  army  of 
second  danseuseSy  to  the  dismay  of  the  director  of  the  Academic  de 
Musique,  who  thought  himself  entitled  to  the  exclusive  privilege  of  ex- 
hibiting the  choregraphic  art.  Numerous  were  the  meetings  of  the 
Commission  des  Theatres,  both  in  conclave  and  at  the  Italiens,  to  wit- 
ness the  rehearsals  of  the  opera,  and  their  decision  was  eagerly  looked 
for ;  at  one  moment  it  was  fevourable,  in  the  next  completely  adverse ; 
but  at  last  the  star  of  Mr.  Lumley  rose  in  the  ascendant,  and  he  suc- 
ceeded in  giving  the  opera  intact,  with  Ariel  and  her  attendant  sylphs. 
We  may  observe,  en  passant^  that  the  *'  Tempesta"  has  produced  the 
largest  receipts  of  the  season :  whether  this  will  be  the  case  or  not  when 
Alari's  new  opera  buffa  of  "  I  tre  Matrimonij  "  has  appeared,  we  will  not 
venture  to  say.  Of  other  operas  and  other  singers  in  Paris,  we  have 
not  space  at  present  to  speak,  but  must  pass  rapidly  on  to  what  concerns 
us  more  nearly. 

The  London  season  of  1851  is  destined  to  be  a  memorable  one;  and 
the  influence  exercised  by  the  approaching  Exhibition  will  nowhere  be 
more  strongly  manifest  than  witmn  the  wslUs  of  Her  Majesty's  Theatre. 
Whatever  scepticism  existed  on  this  subject^  must  have  at  once  been 
removed  by  the  magnificent  display  of  Saturday  evening,  the  22nd  of 
March,  when  such  an  audience  as,  perhaps,  never  met  before  on  an 
opening  night,  assembled  to  witness  tne  debut  in  London  of  the  fairest 
and  youngest  of  the  children  of  song,  in  the  person  of  Caroline  Duprez. 
She  had  passed  through  one  great  ordeal,  the  severe  criticism  of  her 
countrymen,  and,  heralded  by  their  applause,  tremblinely  came  to  com- 
plete her  di£Bcult  task ;  for  she  felt  that  the  fame  of  a  prima  donna 
IS  only  half  achieved  until  the  premier  succh  of  one  capital  is  confirmed 
by  the  approval  of  the  other. 

There  is  one  thing  which  eminently  distinguishes  an  English  audience, 
and,  in  this  respect,  contrasts  venr  favourably  with  a  Parisian  one — it  is, 
the  nature  of  the  reception  accorded  to  a  debutant  In  the  Salle  Favart, 
the  nature  of  the  French  public  appears  to  undergo  a  total  change. 
Cold  and  implacable  as  the  judges  in  their  own  criminal  courts,  they  sit, 
with  stem  brows  and  rig^d  features,  watching  for  the  first  false  note  or 
ill-accentuated  phrase  to  pronounce  their  fatal  sentence.  Generosity  is 
alien  to  their  bosoms,  and,  guided  solely  by  the  merits  of  the  case,  they 
are  impassive  to  the  pleadings  of  youth  and  inexperience. 

In  the  Haymarket  the  question  assumes  a  totally  different  aspect 
To  gladden  tne  new  comer  by  greetings  of  encouragement^  to  hold  out 
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die  hand  of  Mendship,  and  cheer  the  timid  with  the  voice  of  welcome, 
are  the  first  impulses  of  the  audience  there.  Which  method  is  t^e  most 
advantageous  for  a  debutant  we  will  not  pretend  to  say ;  all  we  know  is, 
wfakh  we  should  prefer  were  loe  in  the  position  of  one.  The  reception 
aooorded  to  Mademoiselle  Duprez,  on  her  entrance  as  Lucia,  was  neither 

fiven  to  the  name  she  hore,  nor  paid  as  the  mere  tribute  due  to  custom; 
ut  was  the  genuine  expression  of  a  desire  to  dispel  her  fears,  and  put 
her  at  once  at  ease.  It  was  eminently  successful ;  for  though  her  voice 
was  slightly  tremulous  at  the  commencement  of  the  opening  cavcttinay  it 
soon  steadied,  as  she  glanced  around  and  saw  nothing  but  kindness  in 
the  sea  of  faces  that  were  turned  towards  her,  and  heard  only  the  half- 
subdued  ^^brava"  which  rewarded  her  eariiest  efforts.  That  ffentle 
^^brava"  deepened  into  full-voiced  acclamation  as  she  proceeded  and 
when  the  cavatma  ended,  applause,  both  loud  and  long,  assured  the 
young  prima  donna  that  her  place  was  gained  and  her  triumph  achieved. 
How  she  improved  her  position,  riveting  the  regard  of  her  listenerSy 
every  £resh  opportunity  confirmed,  from  we  first  duet  with  her  lover  to 
the  last  solitary  outoouring  of  her  toivshing  sorrows.  In  her  actina^,  too, 
there  was  more  of  the  nal  Lucy  Ashton  than  we  ever  rememoer  to 
have  witnessed.  Much  of  this  was  owing  to  her  extreme  youth  and  ex- 
ceeding loveliness,  but  more  to  the  truth  of  her  conception  and  the 
earnest  simplicity  of  her  execution.  A  more  experienced  actress  might 
have  developed  greater  resources  of  art ;  none  could  have  adhered  more 
doaely  to  nature.  The  very  &ct,  too,  that  Mademoiselle  Duprez  had  not 
yet  attained  her  full  powers,  proved  an  advantage  instead  of  a  drawback; 
for,  besides  the  charm  of  the  present,  there  was  the  promise  of  future 
excellence  in  every  note  and  every  gesture.  That  pure  soprano  voice, 
delicious  as  it  now  is,  may  yet  increase  in  volume  and  improve  in  tone ; 
those  passions,  springing  firom  the  heart,  may  yet  attain  a  loftier  height, 
and  thrill  with  deeper  energy. 

A  great  actor  is  always  original,  and  chooses  his  own  path  to  fiime, 
and  Mademoiselle  Duprez  gave  proof  of  this  in  discarding  all  observances 
that  were  merely  traditional ;  witness  the  wedding  scene  in  the  second 
act,  when,  overwhelmed  beneath  her  lover^s  malediction,  she  crouches  at  his 
feet  in  the  aeony  of  her  despair.  Her  impersonation  of  Luda  afforded, 
in  truth,  unidloyed  gratification  from  the  beginning  to  the  end ;  and  that 
her  success  was  not  the  evanescence  of  a  first  nieht*s  performance  was 
shown  in  the  steady  attendance  of  her  admirers  on  the  following  Tuesday, 
when  an  audience  as  numerous  and  no  less  enthusiastic  than  that  which 
first  welcomed  her  repeated  the  original  fiat. 

For  our  own  parts,  we  entertain  but  one  fear.  Not  that  Mademoiselle 
Duprez  (who  has  added  another  Caroline  to  the  list  of  the  divinities 
whom  we  worsUp  under  that  name)  will  become  intoxicated  by  her  sue* 
cess,  but  diat  her  wondrous  beauty  and  rare  talent  may  g^am  for  her 
more  than  professional  conquests,  and  cause  her  to  be  snatched  from  the 
admiring  eyes  of  the  public  by  some  desperate  duke  or  passionate  prince 
to  add  frosh  lustre  to  his  rank  Iby  sharing  it  with  the  lovely  prima  donna. 
We  ourselves,  unless  we  are  greatiy  mistaken,  noted  at  least  nine  rival 
daimants  for  her  hand  out  of  the  fSiushionaUe  crowd  who  filled  Lady 
A-  *s  box  on  the  openins^  night  We  cannot  say  that  any  of  them 
have  our  good  wishes.  It  will  be  time  enough  for  Mademoiselle  Duprez 
to  enact  the  riie  of  a  princess  in  real  li£B  when  she  has  wearied  lis  oi  its 
mimic  resemblance;  and  to  judge  by  what  we  have  already  leen  or 
ApriL — ^yoL.  zoi.  ko.  occLxiy.  2  k 
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iKBardy  we  cannot^  in  the  coune  of  Qature^  expect  to  be  alive  when  that 
eongamn&iion  is  leachecL 

But  the  beautiful  dihutanie  was  not  the  only  novelty  in  the  repre- 
sentation of  '^  Lucia  di  Lammermoor."  Calzdari  appeared  as  Edgary 
and  Lorenio  as  j&nrico,—- estabHdied  favoniites  both,  though  new  to  us 
in  their  respective  parts.  In  the  sweetness  of  Calzolari's  tones  we  were 
ooDSoied  for  the  absence  of  Gaidoni,  and  the  fervour  and  grace  of 
Lorenzo  went  fiir  to  supply  the  manly  vigour  and  masteriy  execution  of 
Coletti.  As  the  season  advances,  the  ori^nal  actors  w91  have  resumed 
their  roles  ;  meantime  we  might  look  in  vain  elsewhere  for  more  efficient 
substitutes  tiian  those  we  have  got.  BlancH  as  Bidebeni^fioii  Romagnoli 
as  ArturOy  were  first  appearances,  and  very  satis&ctory  ones :  the  farmer 
sang  steadily  and  correctiy;  and  the  latter,  vsho  has  considerable  personal 
advantages,  acquitted  himself  well  of  the  little  he  had  to  do.  The  mise 
en  eckne  was,  as  usual,  remarkably  good ;  the  choruses  excellent ;  and  let 
us  not  omit  to  record  that  the  eareM  and  conscientious  taition  of 
Mr.  Balfe  has  rendered  the  orchestra  a  featnre  perfect  in  itself. 

When  the  ovations  due  to  tiie  piincipal  arHstes  had  been  made,  the 
curtain  roie  to  the  National  Anthem,  as  is  customary  on  the  first  night. 
There  was  novelty  here,  too ;  firsts  in  the  appearance  of  Madame  Fioren- 
tini,  who  had  a  verse  to  hersd^  as  well  as  Mademoiselle  Duprez;  and, 
secondly,  in  the  manner  in  which  the  anth^n  was  sung.  With  the  two 
ladies  we  were  charmed ;  their  tones  were  exquisite,  and  tiieir  EngHsh 
words  perfect.  But  what  language  the  rest  of  the  anthem  was  conveyed 
in,  and  what  sentiment  tiie  male  singers  endeavoured  to  express,  are 
things  of  which  we  have  not  the  funtest  idea.  Whatever  shape  loyalty 
may  wear  in  Italy,  one  thing  is  certain,  it  does  not  now  express  itself 
in  song. 

The  next  transition  was  pleasanter,  and  left  no  doubt  upon  anybody's 
mind  that  the  purpose  it  aimed  at  was  accomplished.  This  ivas  the  ballet; 
and  a  prettier  haUet  than  the ''  He  des  Amours,''  one  more  absurdly  fantas- 
tic, more  ridiculously  delightful,  it  is  not  possible  to  imagine.  In  this 
island  of  love,  love  itself  is  forbidden,  the  sexes  are  separated,  tyranny 
wears  a  wig  and  ruffles,  and  rebellion  dancing  the  polka  revolutionises  the 
menuetdela  cour.  These  tremendous  truths  are  set  forth  in  four  tableaux^ 
in  which  the  personages  represented,  and  the  scenes  tiiey  haunt,  are 
portrayed  with  all  tiie  exquisite  finish  and  delicate  colouring  tiiat  dis- 
tinguished the  courtly  pencil  of  the  accomplished  Anthony  Watteau.  The 
simulacre  of  the  age  of  Louis  tiie  Fourteenth  has  been  renderd  familiar  to 
us  on  his  canvas — ^the  reality  is  now  before  us  in  the  persons  of  Amelia 
Ferraris  and  Petit  Stephan,  Tedeschi  and  Aussandon,  of  M.  Charles,  M. 
Ehrick,  and  M.  Grosselin.  Did  Watteau  ever  paint  a  shepherdess  more 
charming  than  Fleurettef  Was  tiiere  ever  berger  more  captivating 
tiian  her  fiance^  Colin  f  Could  tiie  Grand  Monarque  wear  a  statelier 
air  than  the  Governor  of  the  Isle  of  Love,  or  Madame  Scarron  herself  look 
primmer  than  Mademoiselle  de  Follanges  ?     Non^  non^  miUefois,  nan  ! 

We  have  not  left  ourselves  room  to  say  all  we  thought  to  have 
said  of  this  lively  ballet,  nor  can  we  give  even  a  line  to  the  pleasure 
we  anticipate  in  welcoming  the  g^racefiil  Carlotta  in  the  bal  masque  of 
'^  Gustavo."  These  sheets  will  have  passed  firom  our  control  befose  that 
opera  is  produced ;  but  we  wish  it  a  hearty  '*  Grod  ^speed,"  and  predict 
for  it  an  amazing  run.  With  tiie  talent  concentrated  in  it,  no  other 
result  is  possible. 
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We  have  in  our  library  a  big  book,  in  ten  big  volumeB,  bound  in  cloth  of  a 
red  so  gbjring  tiiat  it  almost  pains  the  eyes  to  look  at  it.  Said  big  book  pro- 
fesses on  its  title-page  to  give  "  Some  Account  of  the  English  Stage,  from  the 
Restoration  in  1660  to  1  SdO ;"  and  we  hit  upon  the  modesty  of  the  word  "  some" 
as  particularly  admirable.  To  him  who  really  wants  a  mass  of  accurate  infor- 
mation, whence  he  may  pluck,  as  occasion  shall  serve,  a  valuable  fact  or  so, 
this  book  is  beyond  all  praise.  If  A  bets  B  whether  John  Palmer  played  this 
or  that  part  on  any  given  night,  this  book  at  once  will  decide  who  wins  and 
who  loses.  As  fiir  as  critical  opinion  goes,  no  production  can  be  more  effete 
and  worthless  ;  but  as  a  treasury  of  fiicts,  we  know  not  its  parallel. 

The  book  in  question,  after  disposing  of  the  obselete  *"  Theatre  Royal,'* 
"  Lincolns  Inn-Fields,"  "  Dorset  Gardens,**  and  so  forth,  cleaves,  as  far  as  Lon- 
don is  concerned,  to  Drury  Lane,  Covent  Garden,  and  the  Haymarket  Other 
theatres,  to  be  sure,  were  in  existence  ;  but  the  broad  line  between  "  legitimate" 
and  "  minor^  could  easily  be  drawn,  and  the  first  of  these  categories  was 
completely  eihausted  by  the  three  theatres  just  named.  Conseauently  our 
useful  instructor  had  not  such  very  hard  work  after  all,  when  once  he  had  col- 
lected the  earlier  portion  of  his  information.  Doubtless  his  playbills  came 
down  by  the  post  to  Bath  (where  the  book  was  published)  every  morning, 
and  he  looked,  and  he  extracted,  and  he  filed.  Move  in  a  mill-track*  and 
there  is  no  limit  to  your  precision. 

But  in  theatrical  matters,  the  interval  between  the  present  day  and  1830,  is, 
if  we  measure  the  change  of  events  rather  than  the  number  of  years,  much 
greater  than  that  which  elapsed  between  1890  and  1660.  The  whole  system 
that  supported  the  old  distribution  of  the  drama  has  been  abolished,  the 
patents,  as  far  as  the  public  is  concerned,  have  become — nothing.  Everybody 
can  produce  just  what  he  likes,  and  all  attempts  to  set  limits  to  anybody's 
fancy  must  prove  abortive.  Under  the  present  no-system,  what  could  our 
author  have  done — ^what  set  of  playbills  could  he  have  ordered  ?  No  sooner 
would  he  have  drawn  his  line  round  some  half-dozen  establishments,  than  a 
seventh  would  have  appeared  as  legitimate  as  all  the  rest,  vaunting  forth  its 
r^ival  of  "  Macbeth,  or  its  new  five-act  tragedy  in  blank  verse.  There  would 
have  been  no  retreat  to  his  old  position  for  our  poor  historian,  or  be  would  have 
found  Covent  Crarden  no  longer  an  English  theatre,  and  Drury  Lane  no  longer 
a  £ur  representative  of  the  present  state  of  the  British  drama.  There  would 
have  been  no  advance,  for  how  could  he  possibly  have  taken  in  every  bill  of 
every  establishment?  What  room  in  his  house,  what  house  in  his  row,  would 
have  held  them  all  during  a  period  of  ten  years  ?  Had  he  attempted  to  publish 
them  or  their  contents,  however  condensed,  how  many  volumes  would  he  have 
filled,  even  at  this  short  march  from  1880  ?  If  endowed  with  the  spirit  of  an 
ancient  philosopher,  he  would  have  burned  himself  on  a  blazing  pyre  of  play- 
bills, just  as  Empedodes  sought  death  in  the  crater  of  Etna. 

lliere  is  no  legal  protection  now-a^days.  Whether  for  good  or  evil,  this  is 
the  case.  Every  one  must  take  care  of  himself,  relying  on  hb  own  talent,  or 
his  own  patrons,  or  his  own  something :  there  is  no  law  to  prop  him  up.  If 
he  cannot  get  on  by  his  own  exertion,  ne  cannot  get  on  at  all ;  and  there*s  an 
end  of  him. 

And  now  for  the  **  Reans,"  who  form  the  title  to  this  little  article.  They 
are  just  the  people  who,  at  a  crisis  when  individual  exertion  is  required,  have 
come  boldly  forward  and  endeavoured  to  establish  a  centre  of  dramatic  attoc- 
tion  where  nothing  of  the  kind  previously  existed.  Tlie  theatre  they  have 
chosen  for  their  exertions  is  the  Princesses ;  a  house  which  had  been  kept  open 
by  a  loose  kind  of  starring  system,  profitable  to  the  manager,  but  giving  no 
definite  character  to  the  establishment.  There  they  have  settled  a  home  for 
the  legitimate  drama,  in  a  broad  sense  of  the  word ;  not  limiting  the  term 
legitimate  to  a  certain  number  of  acts,  but  prepared  to  meet  the  public  taste 
with  an  article  always  superior  of  its  kind. 
One  strong  demand  of  the  present  public  is  for  elaborate  and  careful  deco^* 
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ration.  This  has  been  admirably  supplied  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Kean.  Every 
piece  they  have  produced,  or  revived,  has  been  put  on  the  stage  in  a  style 
which  lias  left  nothing  to  desire.  They  have  not  aimed  at  the  merely 
showy,  but  antiauarian  research  and  consummate  taste  have  been  employed ; 
and  the  spectacle,  while  it  astonishes  the  vulgar,  satisfies  the  intellectual. 
"  Henry  I V.  "  and  the  new  drama  of  *'  The  Templar,"  are  as  fine  specimens 
of  nUse  en  ackne  as  can  be  cited  in  the  history  of  the  modem  stage. 

In  extending  their  hands  to  the  authors  of  the  present  day,  the  "  Keans,'' 
during  the  short  period  of  their  management,  which  only  commenced  last 
October,  have  been  most  liberal.  One  of  their  most  recent  productions  has 
been  a  sparkling  comedy  by  Mr.  Bourcicault,  which  deserves  to  be  ranked  with 
the  best  works  of  the  day,  and  which  owes  much  of  its  success  with  the  public 
to  the  admirable  manner  in  which  it  has  been  performed.  Tliere  is  no  slovenly 
style  of  bringing  out  at  the  Princess's  Theatre.  When  once  it  is  resolved  that 
a  piece  is  to  be  done,  it  is  sure  to  be  done  well.  There  are  Mr.  Kean  and  Mr. 
Keeley  (who  is  associated  with  him  in  the  management),  and  there  are  Mrs. 
Kean  and  Mrs.  Keeley,  and  Mr.  Harley,  and  Mrs.  Winstanley  (a  splendid 
woman !)« and  a  host  of  good  persons  besides,  who  can  fill  a  piece  to  the 
in^atest  possible  complement  of  strength  which  present  days  will  afford ;  and 
there  are  an  excellent  scene  painter,  and  a  super^xcellent  costumier:  in  short, 
every  possible  accessory :  and  if  witli  corks  like  these  a  piece  cannot  float,  it 
has  sinking  qualities  indeed. 

And  equally  sedulous  are  the  "  Keans"  in  the  getting-up  of  pieces  to  whicb 
many  will  refuse  the  title  of  "  legitimate."  The  talent  of  commanding  stage 
effect,  which  is  commonly  called  "  melodramatic,"  has  been  of  late  but  im- 
perfectly cultivated.  The  supposed  necessity  of  introducing  comic  personages 
into  a  serious  drama,  whether  they  can  be  connected  with  the  plot  or  not,  has 
been  fatal  to  the  construction  of  pieces  in'  which  a  certain  dennite  idea  shall 
be  distinctly  carried  out.  In  "  Pauline,"  a  drama  which  Mr.  John  Oxenford 
has  adapted  from  the  French,  we  have  a  melodrama  of  a  new  school.  Here, 
indeed,  the  object  is  simply  to  inspire  a  continuous  feelins  of  terror ;  but  the 
same  principle — ^that  of  carrying  out  a  leading  thought  widiout  interruption — 
might  be  applied,  with  equal  efficiency,  to  the  production  of  any  emotion. 
The  critics  Mrho  sneer  at  this  drama  should  first  ask  themselves  whether  terror 
is  not  an  emotion  proper  to  be  excited  by  a  dramatic  representation  ?  If  this 
question  be  once  answered  in  the  affirmative,  the  short-breathings  and  the 
anxious  faces  of  the  audience  who  contemplate  the  cool  villanies  of  Mr.  Kean 
and  the  intense  anguish  of  Mrs.  Kean,  during  this  same  melodrama,  will  solve 
all  further  objection.  By  their  exquisite  actins,  the  "  Keans"  elevate  this 
•class  of  drama,  and  render  it  no  longer  inaccessible  to  men  of  literature. 

Gentle  reader !  you  have  oflen  heard  the  "  fast  men"  spoken  of  in  contempt ; 
but  depend  upon  it  these  &st  men  have  hit  upon  one  great  truth — namely, 
that  in  every  work  of  art  there  must  be  some  consideration  for  the  time  and 
eircumstances  of  the  spectators.  If  3'ou  work  only  from  some  abstract  theory 
of  your  own,  and  do  not  ask  yourself  what  will  interest  such  spectators  as  the 
present  day  affords  you,  be  not  surprised  if  those  spectators  are  not  interested 
about  yovk.  In  the  mean  while,  let  us  hope  that  the  "  high  art"  folks  and  th^ 
^  fast  men**  may  shake  hands  at  the  Princess's  Theatre. 

We  should  do  injustice  to  another  manager,  if,  hpropos  of  perfect  produc- 
tion, we  did  not  mention  the  style  in  which  Molifere's  *•  Tartuffe,"  newly 
Englished  by  Mr.  J.  Oxenford,  nas  been  brought  out  at  the  Haymarket 
Theatre.  Every  accessory  is  complete,  and  the  audience  may  fency  they  are 
contemplating  one  grand  living  picture  by  Tony  Johannot. 
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This  book  should  be  returned  to 
the  Library  on  or  before  the  last  date 
stcunped  below. 

A  fine  of  five  oents  a  day  is  inonrred 
by  retaining  it  beyond  the  speoifled 
time. 

Please  return  promptly. 
\ 
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